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PREFACE. 


Ik  one  of  those  Notices,  no  less  friendly  than  they 
are  able  and  spirited,  which  this  new  Edition  of  my 
Poetical  Works  has  called  forth  from  a  leading 
political  journal,  I  find,  in  reference  to  the  numer- 
ous satirical  pieces  contained  in  these  volumes,  the 
following  suggestion:*  ^It  is  now  more  than  a 
quarter  of  a  century  since  this  bundle  of  political 
pasquinades  set  the  British  public  in  a  roar;  and, 
though  the  events  to  which  they  allude  may  be  weU 
known  to  every  reader, 

Cajiis  ootaynm  trepldayit  stas 
Claadere  Itutnun,' 

there  are  many  persons,  now  forming  a  part  of  the 
literary  public,  who  have  come  into  existence  since 
they  happened,  and  who  cannot  be  expected,  even 
If  they  had  the  leisure  and  opportunity  to  runmiage 
the  files  of  our  old  newspapers  for  a  history  of  the 
perishable  facts,  on  which  Mr.  Moore  has  so  often 

•  Tb€  Tmea,  Jan.  9, 1841. 
TOL.  in.  1 
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1  PBEFACS. 

rested  the  flying  artillerj  of  his  wit  Many  of  those 
facts  will  be  considered  beneath  the  notice  of  the 
grave  historian ;  and  it  is,  therefore,  incumbent  on 
Mr.  Moore  —  if  he  wishes  his  poHtical  squibs,  im- 
bued as  they  are  with  a  wit  and  humour  quite 
Aristophanicy  to  be  relished,  as  they  deserve  to  be 
relished,  by  our  great  grand-children  —  to  preface 
them  with  a  rapid  summary  of  the  events  which 
gave  them  birth." 

Without  pausing  here  to  say  how  gratifying  it  is 
to  me  to  find  my  long  course  of  Anti-Tory  warfare 
thus  tolerantly,  and  even  generously  spoken  of,  and 
by  so  distinguished  an  organ  of  public  opinion,  I 
shall  as  briefly  as  I  can,  advert  to  the  writer's 
friendly  suggestion,  and  then  mention  some  of  those 
reasons  which  have  induced  me  not  to  adopt  it. 

To  that  kind  of  satire  which  deals  only  with  the 
lighter  follies  of  social  life,  with  the  passing  modes, 
whimsi  and  scandal  of  the  day,  such  illustrative  com- 
ments become,  after  a  short  time,  necessary.  But 
the  true  preserving  salt  of  political  satire  is  its  ap- 
plicability to  future  times  and  generations,  as  well 
as  to  those  which  had  first  called  it  forth ;  its  power 
of  transmitting  the  scourge  of  ridicule  through  suc- 
ceeding periods,  with  a  lash  still  fresh  for  the  back 
of  the  bigot  and  the  oppressor,  under  whatever  new 
shapes  they  may  present  themselves.  I  can  hardly 
flatter  myself  with  the  persuasion  that  any  one  of 
the  satirical  pieces  contained  in  this  Volume  is 
hkely  to  possess  this  principle  of  vitality ;  but  I  fee) 
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PREFACE.  3 

quite  certain  that,  mthaut  it,  not  all  the  notes  and 
illustrations  in  which  even  the  industry  of  Dutch 
commentatorship  could  embalm  them  would  insure 
to  these  trifles  a  life  much  beyond  the  present  hour. 
Already,  to  many  of  them,  that  sort  of  relish  — 
by  far  the  least  worthy  source  of  their  success  — 
which  the  names  of  living  victims  lend  to  such 
sallies,  has  become,  in  the  course  of  time,  wanting. 
But,  as  far  as  their  appositeness  to  the  passing  po- 
litical events  of  the  day  has  yet  been  tried  —  and 
the  dates  of  these  satires  range  over  a  period  of 
nearly  thirty  years  —  their  ridicule,  thanks  to  the 
undying  nature  of  human  absurdity,  appears  to 
have  lost,  as  yet,  but  little  of  the  original  freshness 
of  its  first  application.  Nor  is  this  owing  to  any 
peculiar  felicity  of  aim,  in  the  satire  itself,  but  to 
the  sameness,  throughout  that  period,  of  all  its 
original  objects ;  —  the  unchangeable  nature  of  that 
spirit  of  Monopoly  by  which,  under  all  its  various 
impersonations,  commercial,  religious,  and  political, 
these  satires  had  been  first  provoked.  To  refer  but 
to  one  instance,  the  Corn  Question,  —  assuredly,  the 
entire  appositeness,  at  this  very  moment,  of  such 
versides  as  the  following,  redounds  far  less  to  the 
credit  of  poesy  than  to  the  disgrace  of  legislation :— - 

How  can  yon,  my  Lord,  thus  delight  to  torment  all 
The  Peers  of  the  realm  about  cheap'ning  their  com, 

When  you  know  if  one  has  n't  a  very  high  rental, 
*TiB  hardly  worth  while  to  be  very  high4)oni. 
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Thaty  being  by  nature  so  little  prone  to  spleen  oi 
bitterness,  I  should  jet  have  frequented  so  much 
the  thorny  paths  of  satire,  has  always,  to  myself 
and  those  best  acquainted  with  me,  been  a  matter 
of  some  surprise.  3y  supposing  the  imagination, 
however,  to  be,  in  such  cases,  the  sole  or  chief 
prompter  g(  the  satire  —  which,  in  my  own  instance, 
I  must  say,  it  has  generally  be^i  —  an  easy  solu- 
tion  is  found  for  the  difficulty.  The  same  readiness 
of  fancy  which,  with  but  little  help  from  reality,  can 
deck  out  ^  the  Cynthia  of  the  minute  **  with  all  pos- 
sible attractions,  will  likewise  be  able,  when  in  the 
vein,  to  shower  ridicule  on  a  political  adversary, 
without  allowing  a  single  feeling  g(  real  bitterness 
to  mix  itself  with  the  operation.  Even  that  stern- 
est of  all  satirists,  Dante,  who,  not  content  with  the 
penal  fire  of  the  pen,  kept  an  Inferno  ever  ready  to 
receive  the  victims  g(  his  wrath, — even  Dante,  on 
becoming  acqufunted  with  some  of  the  persons 
whom  he  had  thus  doomed,  not  only  revoked  their 
awful  sentence,  but  even  honoured  them  with  warm 
praise;*  and  probably,  on  a  little  frirther  ac- 
quaintance, would  have  admitted  them  into  his 
Paradiso.  When  thus  loosely  and  shallowly  even 
the  sublime  satire  of  Dante  could  strike  its  roots  in 
his  own  heart  and  memory,  it  is  easy  to  conceive 
how  light  and  passing  may  be  the  feeling  of  hostility 

•  It  his  ConoUo  he  pratees  very  warmly  some  persons  whoa 
ht  had  before  abused.  ~  See  Foscolo,  Ditcorto  tul  Teito  di  DamU 
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with  which  a  partisan  in  the  field  of  satire  plies  his 
laughing  war&re;  and  how  often  it  may  happen 
that  even  the  pride  of  hitting  his  mark  hardlj  out* 
Hves  the  flight  of  the  shaft. 

I  cannot  dismiss  from  my  hands  these  political 
ftnflesy — 

**•  This  swarm  of  themes  that  settled  on  my  pen, 
Whieh  I,  like  snmmer^ies,  shake  off  again,"  — 

without  yaitoring  to  add  that  I  have  now  to  con- 
nect with  them  one  moumftil  recollection-^ one  loss 
from  among  the  circle  of  those  I  have  longest  looked 
up  to  with  affection  and  admiration  —  which  I  litde 
thought^  when  I  began  this  series  of  prefatory 
sketches,  I  should  have  to  mourn  before  their  dose. 
I  need  hardly  add,  that,  in  thus  alluding  to  a  great 
light  of  the  social  and  political  world  recently  gone 
out^  I  mean  the  late  Lord  Holland. 

It  may  be  recollected,  perhaps,  that,  in  mention- 
ing some  particulars  respecting  an  early  squib  of 
mine, — the  Parody  on  the  Prince  Begenrs  Let- 
ter,—  I  spoke  of  a  dinner  at  which  I  was  present, 
on  the  very  day  of  the  first  publication  of  that  Par- 
ody, when  it  was  the  subject  of  much  conversation 
at  table,  and  none  of  the  party,  except  our  host,  had 
any  suspicion  that  I  was  the  author  of  it  This  host 
was  Lord  Holland ;  and  as  such  a  name  could  not 
but  lend  value  to  any  anecdote  connected  with  liter- 
ature, I  only  forbore  the  pleasure  of  adding  such 
an  ornament  to  my  page,  from  knowing  that  Lord 


Digitized 


by  Google 


6  PREFACE. 

Holland  had  long  viewed  with  disapprobation  and 
regi'et  much  of  that  conduct  of  the  Whig  party  to- 
wards the  Regent,  in  1812-13,  of  the  history  of 
which  this  squib,  and  the  welcome  reception  it  met 
with,  forms  an  humble  episode. 

Lord  Holland  himself,  in  addition  to  his  higher 
intellectual  accomplishments,  possessed  in  no  ordi- 
nary degree  the  talent  of  writing  easy  and  playful 
veTB  da  societe ;  and,  among  the  instances  I  could 
give  of  the  lightness  of  his  hand  at  such  trifles,  there 
is  one  no  less  characteristic  of  his  good-nature  than 
his  wit,  as  it  accompanied  a  copy  of  the  octavo  edi- 
tion of  Bayle,*  which,  on  hearing  me  rejoice  one  day 
that  so  agreeable  an  author  had  been  at  last  made 
portable,  he  kindly  ordered  for  me  from  Paris. 

So  late,  indeed,  as  only  a  month  or  two  before  his 
lordship's  death,  he  was  employing  himself,  with  all 
his  usual  cheerful  eagerness,  in  translating  some 
verses  of  Metastasio;  and  occasionally  consulted 
both  Mr.  Rogers  and  myself  as  to  different  readings 
of  some  of  the  lines.  In  one  of  the  letters  which 
I  received  from  him  while  thus  occupied,  I  find  the 
following  postscript :  — 

**  ♦T  is  thus  I  turn  th»  Italian's  song, 
Nor  deem  I  read  his  meaning  wrong. 
But  with  rough  English  to  combine 
The  sweetness  that's  in  every  line, 
Asks  for  your  Muse,  and  not  for  mine. 
Seme  only  will  not  quit  the  score; 
We  must  have  that,  and— little  More,^* 

•  In  sixteen  volumes,  published  at  Paris,  by  Desoer. 
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He  then  adds,  *^I  send  you,  too,  a  melancholj 
Epigram  of  mine,  of  which  I  have  seen  many,  alas, 
witness  the  truth : — 

**  A  minister's  answer  is  always  so  kind! 
I  starre,  and  he  tells  me  he  *11  keep  me  in  mind. 
Half  ins  promise,  God  knows,  would  my  spirits  restore: 
Let  him  ke^  me  —  and,  faith,  I  will  ask  for  no  more.** 

The  only  portion  of  the  mass  of  trifles  contained 
in  this  volume,  that  first  found  its  way  to  the  public 
eye  through  any  more  responsible  channel  than  a 
newspaper,  was  the  Letters  of  the  Fudge  Family 
in  England,  —  a  work  which  was  sure,  from  its  very 
nature,  to  encounter  the  double  risk  of  being  thought 
'dull  as  a  mere  sequel,  and  light  and  unsafe  as  touch- 
ing on  follies  connected  with  the  name  of  Religion. 
Into  the  question  of  the  comparative  dulness  of  any 
of  my  productions,  it  is  not  for  me,  of  course,  to 
enter;  but  to  the  charge  of  treating  religious  sub- 
jects irreverently,  I  shall  content  myself  with  reply- 
ing in  the  words  of  Pascal  —  "11  y  a  bien  de  la 
diffi^rence  entre  rire  de  la  religion  et  rire  de  oeuz 
qui  la  profanent  par  leurs  opinions  extravagantes.** 
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8ATIRICAI.  ANIX  HUMOROUS    POEMS 


TO  SIR  HUDSON  LOWE. 

Effiura  cftufiaoi  noniixdi* 

Utnuxme  mores  hoc  tol 

Nomea  dedere,  an  nomen  hoe 

Secata  morom  r^^ola.  Avioani. 


Sir  Hudson  Lowe,  Sir  Hudson  Low^ 
(By  name,  and  ah !  by  nature  so) 

As  thou  art  fond  of  persecutions, 
Perhaps  thou'st  read,  or  heard  repeated, 
How  Captain  Gulliver  was  treated, 

When  thrown  among  the  Lilliputians. 

They  tied  him  down  —  these  little  men  did  • 
And  having  valiantly  ascended 

Upon  the  Mighty  Man's  protuberance. 
They  did  so  strut !  —  upon  my  soul, 
It  must  have  been  extremely  droll 

To  see  their  pigmy  pride's  exuberance  I 

And  how  the  doughty  mannikins 
Amus'd  themselves  with  sticking  pins 
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12  SATIRICAL   AND   UUMOEOUS   POEMS. 

And  needles  in  the  great  man's  breeches : 
And  how  some  very  little  things, 
That  pass'd  for  Lords,  on  scafibldings 

Gk>t  up,  and  worried  him  with  speeches. 

Alas,  alas !  that  it  should  happen 

To  mighty  men  to  be  caught  napping !  — 

Though  different,  too,  these  persecutioiis ; 
For  Gulliver,  there^  took  the  nap. 
While,  herey  the  Naip^  oh  sad  mishap, 

Is  taken  by  the  LUliputians  1 


AMATOBY  COLLOQUY  BBTWBBN  BAlffK  AND 
GOVERNMENT. 

BANK. 

Is  all  then  forgotten  ?  those  amorous  pranks 
Tou  and  I,  in  our  youth,  my  dear  Gk>Yemment 
pla/d ; 

When  you  call'd  me  the  fondest,  the  truest  of  Banks 
And  enjoy'd  the  endearing  advances  I  made  1 

When  left  to  ourselves,  unmolested  and  free. 
To  do  all  that  a  dashing  young  couple  should  do, 

A  law  against  paying  was  laid  upon  me, 
But  none  against  owing,  dear  helpmate,  on  you. 
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A.nd  is  it  then  vanished  ?  —  that  "  hour  (as  Othello 
So  happily  calls  it)  of  Love  and  Direction  ?  "* 

And  must  we,  like  other  fond  doves,  my  dear  fellow, 
Grow  good  in  our  old  age,  and  cut  the  connexion  ? 

GOVERNMENT. 

Even  so,  my  beloVd  Mrs.  Bank,  it  must  be ; 

This  paying  in  cash  plays  the  devil  with  wooing ;  f 
We've  both  had  our  swing,  but  I  plainly  foresee 

There  must  soon  be  a  stop  to  our  ^'^ing  and 
cooing. 

Propagation  in  reason  —  a  small  child  or  two  — 
Even  Reverend  Malthus  himself  is  a  friend  to ; 

The  issue  of  some  folks  is  mod'rate  and  few  — 
But  ours,  my  dear  corporate  Bank,  there's  no 
end  to! 

So — hard  though  it  be  on  a  pair,  who've  already 
Disposed  of  so  many  pounds,  shillings,  and  pence; 

And,  in  spite  of  that  pink  of  prosperity,  Freddy,  J 
So  lavish  of  cash  and  so  sparing  of  sense  — 

• "  An  hour 

Of  lore,  of  worldly  matter  and  direction." 
t  It  appears,  however,  that  Ovid  was  a  friend  to  the  resnmp 
Hm  of  payment  in  specie :  — 

"finem,  tptcit  casleste  retumUi^ 

Lnctibus  imposuit,  vemtque  salutifer  nrbi.** 

Met,  1. 16.  v.  748. 
I  HonoTirable  Frederick  Robinson. 
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The  (lay  is  at  hand,  my  Papjnria*  Venus, 

When  —  high  as  we  once  us'd  to  carry  our  ca- 
pers— 

Those  soft  hiUet'doux  we're  now  passing  between  ii8| 
Will  serve  but  to  keep  Mrs.  Coutts  in  curl-papers : 

And  when  —  if  we  sHU  must  continue  our  love, 
(After  all  that  has  pass'd)  —  our  amour,  it  is  dear, 

Like  that  which  Miss  Danae  manag'd  with  Jove, 
Must  all  be  transacted  in  bullion,  my  dear  I 
February,  1826. 


DIALOGUE  BETWEEN  A   SOVEREIGN  AND  A 
ONE  POUND  NOTE. 

**  0  ^o  non  feliz,  qnam  ta  fiigis,  at  paTet  aeres 
Agna  lupoB,  c^ireflDqae  leones.*'  HOA 

Said  a  Sovereign  to  a  Note, 

In  the  pocket  of  my  coat. 
Where  they  met  in  a  neat  purse  of  leather, 

"  How  happens  it,  I  prithee, 

*'  That,  though  I'm  wedded  with  thee, 
^  Fair  Pound,  we  can  never  live  together? 

"  Like  your  sex,  fond  of  cTtangCj 
"  With  Silver  you  can  range, 

*  So  called,  to  distingiiish  her  from  the  **  Aurea**  or  Qolim 
V«mii. 
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*  And  of  lots  of  young  sixpences  be  mother ; 

^  While  with  me  —  upon  my  word, 
^  Not  my  Lady  and  my  Lord 
"  Of  Westmeath  see  so  Httle  of  each  other  I " 

The  indignant  Note  replied 

(Lying  crumpled  by  his  side), 
^  Shame,  shame,  it  is  yourself  ihsX,  roam.  Sir-* 

'^  One  cannot  look  askance, 

"  But,  whip  I  you  're  off  to  France, 
^  Leaving  nothing  but  old  rags  at  home.  Sir. 

"  Your  scampering  began 

"  From  the  moment  Parson  Van, 
"  Poor  man,  made  us  one  in  Love's  fetter ; 

^  *  For  better  or  for  worse  * 

"  Is  the  usual  marriage  curse, 
•*  But  ours  is  all  *  worse '  and  no  *  better.' 

"  In  vain  are  laws  pass'd, 
"  There's  nothing  holds  you  fast, 
•*Tho'  you  know,  sweet  Sovereign,  I  adore  you  — 
^  At  the  smallest  hint  in  life, 
"  You  forsake  your  lawful  wife, 

*  As  other  Sovereigns  did  before  you. 

"  I  flirt  with  Silver,  true  — 
"  But  what  can  ladies  do, 
"  WTien  disown'd  by  their  natural  protectors? 
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"  And  as  to  falsehood,  stuff  I 
•'I  shall  soon  hefcUse  enough, 
•*  When  I  get  among  those  wicked  Bank  DirectOTS.' 

The  Sovereign,  smiling  on  her, 

Now  swore,  upon  his  honour, 
To  be  henceforth  domestic  and  loyal ; 

But,  within  an  hour  or  two, 

Why  —  I  sold  him  to  a  Jew, 
And  he's  now  at  No.  10,  Palais  BoyaL 


AN  EXPOSTULATION  TO  LORD  KING. 

«  Qnem  das  flnem,  Bex  magne,  Ubommf  **         Tibcbdl. 

1826. 
How  can  you,  my  Lord,  thus  delight  to  torment  all 
The  Peers  of  the  realm  about  cheapening  their 
com,* 
When  you  know,  if  one  hasn't  a  very  high  rental, 
'Tis  hardly  worth  while  being  very  high  bom? 

Why  bore  them  so  rudely,  each  night  of  your  life. 
On  a  question,  my  Lord,  there's  so  much  to  abhor 
in? 

*  See  the  proceedings  of  the  Lords,  Wednesday,  March  1,1826 
When  Lord  King  was  severely  reproved  by  several  of  the  noble 
Peers,  for  making  so  many  speeches  against  the  Com  Laws. 
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A    question  —  like    asking    one,    ^How    is    yoof 
wife?'*— 
At  once  so  confounded  domestic  Bnd  foreign. 

As  to  weavers,  no  matter  how  poorly  they  feast ; 

But  Peers,  and  such  animals,  fed  up  for  show, 
(Like  the  well-physick'd  elephant,  lately  deceas'd,) 

Take  a  wonderful  quantum  of  cramming,  you 
know. 

You  might  see,  my  dear  Baron,  how  bor*d  and  dis* 
trest 
Were  their  high  noble  hearts  by  your  mercOess 
tale, 
When  the  force  of  the  agony  wrung  ev'n  a  jest 
From  the  frugal  Scotch  wit  of  my  Lord  Lauder^ 
dalel* 

Bright  Peer  I  to  whom  Nature  and  Berwickshire 
gave 
A  humour,  endowed  with  effects  so  provoking, 
That,  when  the  whole  House  looks  unusually  grave, 
You  may  always  conclude  that  Lord  Lauderdale  s 
joking! 

And  then,  those  unfortunate  weavers  of  Perth  — 
Not  to  know  the  vast  difference  Providence  dooms 

*  This  noble  Earl  said,  that  ''when  he  heard  the  petition 
Otme  ftxnn  ladies*  boot  and  shoemakers,  he  thonght  it  muBt  be 
fteninst  the  'corns '  which  they  inflicted  on  the  fahr  sex." 

VOL.  m.  2 
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Between  weavers  of  Perth  and  Peers  of  high  birth, 
'Twixt    those   who  have  ActV-looms,  and    those 
who've  but  looms  I 

**To    talk    now    of   starving!"  —  as   great   Athol 
said  —  * 
(And  the  nobles  all  cheer'd,  and  the  bishops  all 
wonder'd,) 
^  When,  some  years  ago,  he  and  others  had  fed 
^  Of  these  same  hungry   devils  about  fifteen  hun- 
dred I** 

It  follows  from  hence  —  and  the  Duke's  very  words 
Should  be  publish'd  wherever  poor  rogues  of  this 
craft  are  — 

That  weavers,  once  rescued  from  starving  by  Lords, 
Are  bound  to  be  starved  by  said  Lords  ever  after. 

When  Rome  was  uproarious,  her  knowing  patricians 
Made  ^  Bread  and  the  Circus  '*  a  cure  for  eadi 
row; 
But  not  so  the  plan  of  our  noble  physicians, 
^No  Bread  and  the  Tread-mill's"  the  regimen 
now. 

80  cease,  my  dear  Baron  of  Ockham,  your  prose, 
As  I  shall  my  poetry  —  neither  convinces ; 

•  The  Duke  of  Athol  said,  that  **  at  a  former  period,  when 
ttMse  weavers  were  in  great  distress,  the  landed  interest  of  Perth 
cjid  supported  1,600  of  them.  It  was  a  poor  letom  for  theM 
mry  *nen  now  to  petition  against  the  persons  who  had  fed  them.** 
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And  all  we  have  spoken  and  written  but  shows, 
When  you  tread  on  a  nobleman's  com,*  how  he 
winces. 


THE  SINKING  FUND  CRIED. 

■'How  what,  ire  ad^  is  become  of  this  Sinking  Fond-- iheieeifl^tmlUloM 
of  Borphu  above  expenditure,  whioh  were  to  reduce  the  Intereat  of  tfaa 
national  debt  by  the  amount  of  four  hundred  thouaand  pounds  an- 
■naUyt    Where,  Indeed,  is  the  Sinking  Fund  itself?— 2%«  3¥NMt. 

Take  your  bell,  take  your  bell. 

Good  Crier,  and  tell 
To  the  Bulls  and  the  Bears,  till  their  ears  are  stunii'dy 

That,  lost  or  stolen, 

Or  fall'n  through  a  hole  in 
The  Treasury  floor,  is  the  Sinking  Fund  1 

O  yes  I  O  yes ! 

Can  any  body  guess 
What  the  deuce  has  become  of  this  Treasury  wonder? 

It  has  Pitfs  name  on't, 

All  brass,  in  the  front. 
And  Robinson's,  scrawl'd  with  a  goose-quill,  under. 

Folks  well  knew  what 
Would  soon  be  its  lot. 
When  Frederick  and  Jenky  set  hob-nobbing,t 

*  An  improvement,  we  flatter  ourselves,  on  Lord  L.*8  joke, 
t  In  1824,  when  the  Sinking  Fund  was  raised  by  the  impoai- 
Ikiii  of  new  taxes  to  the  sum  of  five  miUions. 
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And  said  to  each  other, 
"  Suppose,  dear  brother, 
^  We  make  this  fiinny  old  Fund  worth  robbing.'* 

We  are  come,  alas ! 

To  a  very  pretty  pass  — 
Eight  Hundred  Millions  of  score,  to  pay. 

With  but  Five  in  the  till, 

To  discharge  the  bill, 
And  even  that  Five,  too,  whipp'd  away  1 

Stop  thief!  stop  thief!  — 

From  the  Sub  to  the  Chief, 
These  Gemmen  of  Finance  are  plundering  catda— 

Call  the  watch  —  call  Brougham, 

Tell  Joseph  Hume, 
That  best  of  Charleys,  to  spring  his  rattle. 

Whoever  will  bring 

This  aforesaid  thing 
To  the  well-known  House  of  Bobinson  and  Jenkxa, 

Shall  be  paid,  with  thanks. 

In  the  notes  of  the  banks. 
Whose  Funds  have  all  leam'd  "  the  Art  of  Sinking. 

O  yes  I  O  yes ! 

Can  any  body  guess 
What  the  dev*!  has  become  of  this  Treasury  wonder 

It  has  Pitt's  name  on't, 
«    All  brass,  in  the  front, 
And  Robinson's,  scrawl'd  with  a  goose-quill,  under. 
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ODE    TO    THE  GODDESS   CERES. 

BT  SIB  THOMAS  LETHBKIDGB. 

*<  Leglftne  Cereri  Pboeboque.**       Tibgil. 

Deab  Goddess  of  Com,  whom  the  ancients,  we  knoWi 
(Among  other  odd  whims  of  those  comical  bodies,) 

Adorn'd  with  somniferous  poppies,  to  show 
Thou  wert  always  a  true   Country-gentleman'i 
Goddess. 

Behold,  in  his  best  shooting-jacket,  before  thee, 

An  eloquent  'Squire,  who  most  humbly  beseeches. 
Great  Queen  of  Mark-lane  (if  the  thing  does  n't  bore 
thee), 
Thou  It  read  o'er   the   last   of  his  —  n^er-last 
speeches. 

Ah !  Geres,  thou  know'st  not  the  slander  and  scorn 
Now    heap'd   upon    England's  'Squirearchy,  so 
boasted; 

Improving  on  Hunt,*  'tis  no  longer  the  Com, 
Tis  the  growers  of  Com  that  are  now,  alas !  roasted* 

In  speeches,  in  books,  in  all  shapes  they  attack  us  -^ 
•  Reviewers,  economists  —  fellows,  no  doubt, 

•  A  sort  of  "breakfast-powder,"  composed  of  roasted  oofiL 
was  about  this  time  introduced  by  Mr.  Hunt,  as  a  substitute  Ibt 
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That  you,  my  dear  Ceres,  and  Venus,  and  BacchoSi 
And  Grods  of  high  fashion  know  little  about. 

There's   Bentham,  whose   English  is  all  his  own 
making,  — 
Who  thinks  just  as  little  of  settling  a  nation 
As  he  would  of  smoking  his  pipe,  or  of  taking 
(What  he,  himself,  calls)  his  "  post-prandial  vibra* 
tion."* 

There  are  two  Mr.  Mills,  too,  whom  those  that  love 

reading 

Through  aU  that's  unreadable,  call  very  clever ;  — 

And,   whereas   Mill   Senior  makes   war   on  good 

breeding. 

Mill  Junior  makes  war  on  all  breeding  whatever ! 

In  short,  my  dear  Goddess,  Old  England's  divided 
Between  rdtra  blockheads  and  superfine  sages ;  — 

With  which  of  these  classes  we,  landlords,  have  sided 
Thou 'It  find  in  my  Speech,  if  thou 'It  read  a  few 
pages. 

For  therein  I've  prov'd,  to  my  own  satisfaction. 
And  that  of  all  'Squires  I  've  the  honour  of  meeting, 

That  'tis  the  most  senseless  and  foul-mouth'd  de« 
traction 
To  say  that  poor  people  are  fond  of  cheap  eating 

*  The  venerable  Jeremy^s  phrase  for  his  after-dinner  walk. 


Digitized 


by  Google 


8ATIBICAL   AND   HUMOROUS   POEMS.  S3 

On  the  contrary,  such  the  ^^ chaste  notions"*  of  food 
That  dwell  in  each  pale  manufacturer's  hearty 

They  would  scorn  any  law  be  it  ever  so  good. 
That  would  make  thee,  dear  Goddess,  less  dear 
than  thou  art  I 

And,  oh !  for  Monopoly  what  a  blest  day, 
When  the  Land  and  the  Silk  f  shall,  in  fond  c(nn- 
bination, 
(Like  Sidh/  and  Silkt/y  that  pair  in  the  play,t) 
Cry  out,  with  one  voice,  for  High  Bents  and 
Starvation ! 

Long  life  to  the  Minister !  —  no  matter  who, 
Or  how  dull  he  may  be,  i^  with  dignified  spirit,  he 

Keeps  the  ports  shut  —  and  the  people's  mouths, 
too  — 
We  shall  all  have  a  long  run  of  Freddy's  prosperity. 

And,  as  for  myself,  who've,  like  Hannibal,  sworn 
To  hate  the  whole  crew  who  would  take  our  rents 
fiom  us. 

Had  England  but  One  to  stand  by  thee.  Dear  Com, 
That  last,  honest  Uni-Com§  would  be  Sir  Thomas  1 

*  A  phrase  in  one  of  Sir  Thomas's  last  speeches. 

t  Great  efforts  were,  at  that  time,  making  for  the  exclusion 
Kf  foreign  silk. 

I  «BoadtoBuin.»» 

I  This  is  meant  not  so  much  for  a  pnn,  as  in  allnsion  to  Hm 
astnxEl  history  of  the  Unicom,  which  is  supposed  to  be  some- 
thing between  the  Bos  and  the  Asinns,  and,  as  Rees*s  Gjcto> 
l«dia  assures  us,  has  a  particular  liking  for  every  thing  ^*  chaste." 
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A  HYMN  OF  WELCOME  AFTER  THE  RECESS. 
**  AnlmM  MplentloiM  fieri  qniesoendo.'* 

And  now  —  cross-buns  and  pancakes  o'er— 
Hail,  Lords  and  Gentlemen,  once  more ! 

Thrice  hail  and  welcome,  Houses  Twain  I 
The  short  eclipse  of  April-day 
Having  (God  grant  it !)  pass'd  away. 

Collective  wisdom,  shine  again ! 

Come,  Ayes  and  Noes,  through  thick  and  thixiy-^ 
With  Paddy  Holmes  for  whipper-in,  — 

Whatever  the  job,  prepar'd  to  back  it ; 
Come,  voters  of  Supplies — bestowers 
Of  jackets  upon  trumpet-blowers, 

At  eighty  mortal  pounds  the  jacket  1  * 

Come — free,  at  length,  from  Joint-Stock  cares—- 
Ye  Senators  of  many  Shares, 

Whose  dreams  of  premium  knew  no  boundary 
So  fond  of  aught  like  Company^ 
That  you  would  even  have  taken  tea 

(Had  you  been  ask'd)  with  Mr.  Goundry.f 

*  An  item  of  expense  which  Mr.  Hume  in  vain  endeaTonred 
lo  get  rid  of: — trampeters,  it  appears,  like  the  men  of  AU- 
floiils,  most  be  "  bene  vetUii," 

t  Tlie  gentleman,  lately  before  the  public,  who  kept  his  . 
:  Tea  Ck>mpany  ail  to  himself,  singing  **  Te  solo  adoro." 
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Come,  matchless  country-gentlemen ; 
Come,  wise  Sir  Thomas  —  wisest  then, 

When  creeds  and  corn-laws  are  debated  ; 
Come,  rival  ev*n  the  Harlot  Red, 
And  show  how  wholly  into  bread 

A  'Squire  is  transuhstantiaied. 

Come,  Lauderdale,  and  tell  the  world, 
That —  surely  a"S  thy  scratch  is  curFd, 

As  never  scratch  was  curFd  before  — 
Cheap  eating  does  more  harm  than  good, 
And  working-people,  spoil'd  by  food, 

The  less  they  eat,  will  work  the  more. 

Come,  Groulboum,  with  thy  glib  defence 
(Which  thou  'dst  have  made  for  Peter's  Pence) 

Of  Church-Rates,  worthy  of  a  halter ; 
Two  pipes  of  port  {old  port,  't  was  said 
By  honest  -^^port  *  )  bought  and  paid 

By  Papists  for  the  Orange  Altar  1  f 

Come,  Horton,  with  thy  plan,  so  merry, 
For  peopling  Canada  from  Kerry  — 
Not  so  much  rendering  Ireland  quiet 

•  Sir  John  Newport. 

t  This  charge  of  two  pipes  of  port  for  the  sacramental  wina 
li  a  procions  specimen  of  the  sort  of  rates  levied  upon  tlMif 
Qitfaolic  fellow-parishioners  by  the  Irish  Protestants. 
**  The  thirst  that  from  the  soul  doth  rise 
Doth  ask  a  drink  divine.'* 
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As  grafting  on  the  dull  Canadians 
That  liveliest  of  earth's  contagions, 
The  W^pock  of  Hibernian  riot  I 

Come  all,  in  short,  ye  wond'rous  men 
Of  wit  and  wisdom,  come  again ; 

Though  short  your  absence,  all  deplore  il- 
Oh,  come  and  show,  whatever  men  saji 
That  you  can,  after  April-Day, 

Be  just  as — sapient  as  before  it 


MEMORABILIA  OF  LAST  WEEK. 

MOKDAT,  MAKOH  13,  1826. 

The  Budget — quite  charming  and  witty — no  hear- 
ing. 
For  plaudits  and  laughs,  the  good  things  that  were 
in  it;  — 
Great  comfort  to   find,  though  the    Speech  isn't 
cheering, 
That  all  its  gay  auditors  werey  every  minute. 

What,  stiU  more  prosperity !  — mercy  upon  us, 
**  This  boy  'II  be  the  death  of  me  "  —  oft  as,  abeadji 

Such  smooth  Budgeteers  have  genteelly  undone  us. 
For  Ruin  made  easy  there 's  no  one  like  Freddy. 
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Biucb  grave  apprehension  expressed  by  the  Peers, 
Lest  —  calling   to  life  the  old    Peachums   and 
Lockitts  — 
Hie  large  stock  of  gold  we're  to  have  in  three  years. 
Should  all  find  its  way  into  highwaymen's  pock- 
etsll* 
•  «         .  «  •  •  ^ 

WBDNB8DAT. 

Little  doing — for  sacred,  oh  Wednesday,  thou  art 
To  the  seven-o'-clock  joys  of  full  many  a  table  — 

When  the  Members  all  meet,  to  make  much  of  that 
part, 
With  which  they  so  rashly  fell  out,  in  the  1^'able. 

It  appear'd,  though,  to-night,  that  —  as  church-war- 
dens, yearly. 
Eat  up  a  small  baby  —  those  cormorant  sinners, 
The  Bankrupt-Commissioners,  hoU  very  nearly 
A  mod'rate-siz'd  bankrupt,  totU  chavdy  for  their 
dinners  1 1 

Itfota  bene  —  a  rumour  to-day,  in  the  City, 

"  Mr.  Robinson  just  has  resigned  "  —  what  a  pity  1 

•  ^  Another  objection  to  a  metallic  currency  was,  that  it  pio- 
auced  a  greater  number  of  highway  robberies.'*  —  Debate  m  A« 
Lord*. 

t  Hr.  Abercromby's  statement  of  the  enormous  tayem  bilii  of 
dM  Commissioners  of  Bankrupts. 
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The  Bulls  and  the  Bears  all  fell  a  sohbing, 
When  they  heard  of  the  fate  of  poor  Cock  Rchin  ; 
While  thus,  to  the  nursery  tune,  so  pretty, 
A  murmuring  Stock-AoyQ  breath'd  her  ditty :  — 

Alas,  poor  RoUriy  he  crow'd  as  long 

And  as  sweet  as  a  prosperous  Cock  could  crow; 
But  his  note  was  smaU,  and  the  ^o2i-finch's  song 

Was  a  pitch  too  high  for  Eobin  to  go. 

Who'll  make  his  shroud? 

*  I,"  said  the  Bank, "  though  he  play'd  me  a  prank, 
^  While  I  have  a  rag,  poor  Roh  shall  be  roll'd  in't, 

**  With  many  a  pound  1*11  paper  him  round, 

"Like  a  plump  rouleau — vnthout  the  gold  in't** 


ALL  IN  THE  FAMILY  WAT. 

A   NEW  PASTORAL    BALLAD. 

(SUNO   IN   THE    CHARACTER  OF    BRITANNIA.) 

<*  The  Public  Debt  is  dae  from  onrselTes  to  onrselTes,  and  reiolfM  ttnlf 
into  a  Family  Account."—  Sir  Robert  PeePs  Letter, 

Tune — My  banks  are  aU  furnish? d  vnth  bees. 

My  banks  are  all  fumish'd  with  rags, 
So  thick,  even  Freddy  can't  thin  'em ; 

1  Ve  torn  up  my  old  money-bags, 

Having  little  or  nought  to  put  in  'em. 
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My  tradesmen  are  smashing  by  dozens. 

But  this  is  all  nothing,  they  say ; 
For  bankrupts,  since  Adam,  are  coasinsy-^ 

So,  it's  aU  in  the  family  way. 

My  Debt  not  a  penny  takes  from  me. 

As  sages  the  matter  explain ;  — 
Bob  owes  it  to  Tom,  and  then  Tommy 

Just  owes  it  to  Bob  back  again. 
Since  all  have  thus  taken  to  ovnnff^ 

There's  nobody  left  that  csoipajf; 
And  this  is  the  way  to  keep  going,— 

All  quite  in  the  £stmily  way. 

My  senators  vote  away  miUions, 

To  put  in  Prosperity's  budget ; 
And  though  it  were  billions  or  trillions, 

The  generous  rogues  wouldn't  grudge  it 
Tis  all  but  a  family  hop, 

'Twas  Pitt  began  dancing  the  hay; 
Hands  round !  —  why  the  deuce  should  we  stop  7 

'TIS  all  in  the  family  way. 

My  labourers  used  to  eat  mutton, 
As  any  great  man  of  the  State  does ; 

And  now  the  poor  devils  are  put  on 
Small  rations  of  tea  and  potatoes. 

But  cheer  up,  John,  Sawney,  and  Paddy, 
The  King  is  your  father,  they  say ; 
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So,  ev'n  if  you  starve  for  your  Daddy, 
'Tis  all  in  the  family  way. 

My  rich  manufacturers  tumble, 

My  poor  ones  have  nothing  to  chew , 
And,  ev'n  if  themselves  do  not  grumblei 

Their  stomachs  undoubtedly  do. 
But  coolly  to  fast  enfamiUej 

Is  as  good  for  the  soul  as  to  pray ; 
And  famine  itself  is  genteel, 

When  one  starves  in  a  family  way. 

I  have  found  out  a  secret  for  Freddy, 

A  secret  for  next  Budget  day; 
Though,  perhaps,  he  may  know  it  a]read|^ 

As  hey  too,'s  a  sage  in  his  way. 
When  next  for  the  Treasury  scene  he 

Announces  "  the  Devil  to  pay,** 
Let  him  write  on  the  bills,  ^^Nata  \ 

^  Tie  all  in  the  family  way.** 
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BALLAD  FOR  THE  CAMBRIDGE  ELECTION. 

'  I  authorised  my  Oommittee  to  take  the  step  which  they  did,  of  piopof* 
ing  a  ftir  compariMii  of  ftrength,  upon  the  tmdentanding  that  vjMek» 
tver  of  the  two  should  prove  to  be  the  toeakest^  ghoold  glTe  way  to  tba 
other.''  —  Extraet/rom  Mr,  W.  J.  Bankes^s  iMter  to  Mr.  Govlbomn, 

Bankes  is  weak,  and  Groulboum  too, 

No  one  e'er  the  fact  denied ;  — 
Which  is  ^weakest "  of  the  two, 

Cambridge  can  alone  decide. 
Choose  between  them,  Cambridge,  praj, 
Which  is  weakest,  Cambridge,  say. 

Goulboum  of  the  Pope  afraid  is, 

Bankes,  as  much  afraid  as  he ; 
Never  yet  did  two  old  ladies 

On  this  point  so  well  agree. 
Choose  between  them,  Cambridge,  pray. 
Which  is  weakest,  Cambridge,  say. 

Each  a  different  mode  pursues, 
Each  the  same  conclusion  reaches ; 

Bankes  is  foolish  in  Reviews, 

Groulboum,  foolish  in  his  speeches. 

Choose  between  them,  Cambridge,  pray. 

Which  is  weakest,  Cambridge},  say. 

Each  a  different  foe  doth  damn. 
When  his  own  affairs  have  gone  ill ; 
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Bankes  he  damneth  Buckingham, 

Groulbourn  damneth  Dan  O'ConnelL 
Choose  between  them,  Cambridge,  praj^ 
Which  is  weakest,  Cambridge,  say. 

Once,  we  know,  a  horse's  neigh 

Fix'd  the'  election  to  a  throne. 
So,  whichever  first  shall  hray^ 

Choose  him,  Cambridge,  for  thy  own. 
Choose  him,  choose  him  by  his  bray. 
Thus  elect  him,  Cambridge,  pray. 
JiMe,  1826. 


MR.  ROGER  DODSWORTH. 


18M. 


TO  THB  EDITOR  OF  THE  TIMB8. 

fSttf — Having  just  heard  of  the  mmdorftil  resorreetion  of  lb.  Boge 
Dodsworth  firom  imder  an  avalanche^  where  he  had  remained,  hieHfrappiy 
It  seems,  for  the  last  166  years,  I  hasten  to  Impart  to  yon  a  Um  reflee- 
Uons  on  the  sabjeot  ~  Toon,  eto. 

Lausatob  TmpoBn  Aon. 

What  a  lucky  turn-up!  —  just  as  Eldon's  with- 
drawing. 
To  find  thus  a  gentleman,  froz'n  in  the  year 
Sixteen  hundred  and  sixty,  who  only  wants  thawing, 
To  serve  for  our  times  quite  as  well  as  the 
Peer ;  — 

To  bring  thus  to  light,  not  the  Wisdom  alone 

Of  our  Ancestors,  such  as  'tis  found  on  our  shelvea, 
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But,  in  perfect  condition,  full-wigg'd  and  fiill-grown, 
To  shovel  up  one  of  those  wise  bucks  themselves ! 

Oh  thaw  Mr.  Dodsworth,  and  send  him  safe  home  — 

Let  him  learn  nothing  useful  or  new  on  the  way ; 

With  his  wisdom  kept  snug  from  the  light  let  him 

come, 

And  our  Tories  will  hail  him  with  "  Hear !  **  and 

"Hurra!" 

What  a  Gk)d-Bend  to  them!  —  a  good,  obsolete  man. 
Who  has  never  of  Locke  or  Voltaire  been  a 
reader ;  — 
Oh  thaw  Mr.  Dodsworth  as  fast  as  you  can, 

And  the  Lonsdales  and  Hertfords  shall  choose 
him  for  leader. 

TeSy  Sleeper  of  Ages,  thou  shak  be  their  chosen ; 

And  deeply  with  thee  will  they  sorrow,  good  men, 
To  think  that  all  Europe  has,  since  thou  wert  frozen, 

So  alter'd,  thou  hardly  wilt  know  it  again. 

And  Eldon  will  weep  o'er  each  sad  innovation 
Such  oceans  of  tears,  thou  wilt  fancy  that  he 

Bas  been  also  laid  up  in  a  long  congelation, 
And  is  only  now  thawing,  dear  Roger,  like  thee. 

VOL.  in.  S 
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COPY  OF  AN  INTERCEPTED  DESPATCH. 

FBOH  HIS  BXCEIXENCT  DON  STRBPITOSO  DIABOLO,  SNVOI 
EXTBAOBDINABT  TO  HIS  SATANIC  MAJBSTT. 

St.  Jameses  Street,  July  1, 1826. 
Great  Sir,  haying  just  had  the  good  luck  to  catch 

An  official  young  Demon,  preparing  to  go. 
Beady  booted  and  spurr'd,  with  a  black-leg  despatch 
From  the  Hell  here,  at  Crockford's,  to  cmr  Hell, 
below  — 

I  write  these  few  lines  to  your  Highness  Satanic, 
To  say  that,  first  having  obey'd  your  directions, 

And  done  all  the  mischief  I  could  in  "  the  Panic,** 
My  next  special  care  was  to  help  the  Elections. 

Well  knowing  how  dear  were  those  times  to  thy 
soul, 
When  ev'ry  good  Christian  tormented  his  brother, 
And  caus'd,  in  thy  realm,  such  a  saving  of  coal. 
From  all  coming  down,  ready  grill'd  by  each 
other ; 

Eememb'ring,  besides,  how  it  pain'd  thee  to  part 
With  the  Old  Penal  Code  —  that  chef-d^cmvre  of 
Law, 
[n  which  (though  to  own  it  too  modest  thou  art) 
We  could  plainly  perceive  the  fine  touch  of  thy 
claw; 
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t  thought,  as  we  ne'er  can  those  good  times  revive, 
(Though  Eldon,  with  help  from  your  Highneit 
would  try,) 

T  would  still  keep  a  taste  for  Hell's  music  alive, 
Could  we  get  up  a  thund'ring  No-Popery  cry;  — 

That  yell  which,  when  chorus'd  hy  laics  and  derie^ 
So  like  is  to  ours,  in  its  spirit  and  tone, 

That  I  oilen  nigh  laugh  myself  into  hysterics. 
To  think  that  Religion  should  make  it  her  own. 

So,  having  sent  down  for  the'  original  notes 
Of  the  chorus,  as  sung  by  your  Majesty's  choirs 

With  a  few  pints  of  lava,  to  gargle  the  throats 
Of  myself  and  some  others,  who  sing  it  ^wilh 
fire,"* 

Thought  I,  ^'  if  the  Marseillois  Hymn  could  com- 
mand 
^  Such  audience,  though  yell'd  by  a  Sans-^suJoUe 
crew,  [band, 

*What  wonders  shall  we  do,  who've  men  in  our 
^  That  not  only  wear  breeches,  but  petticoats  too." 

Such  then  were  my  hopes    but,  with  sorrow,  your 
Highness, 
I'm  forc'd  to  confess  —  be  the  cause  what  it  will, 
Whether  fewness  of  voices,  or  hoarseness,  or  shy 
ness, — 
Our  Beelzebub  Chorus  has  gone  off  but  ilL 

•  Confuoco — a  music-bock  direction. 
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The  truth  is,  no  placeman  now  knows  his  right  key, 
The  Treasury  pitch-pipe  of  late  is  so  various ; 

And  certain  hose  voices,  that  look*d  for  a  fee 

At  the   York  music-meeting,  now  think  it  preca- 
rious. 

Bven   some  of  our   Reverends  might  have  been 
warmer,  — 

Though  one  or  two  capital  roarers  we  've  had ; 
Doctor  Wise  ♦  is,  for  instance,  a  charming  performer, 

And  Huntingdon  Maberlej's  yell  was  not  bad ! 

Altogether,  however,  the  thing  was  not  hearty  ;-— 
Even  Eldon  allows  we  got  on  but  so  so ; 

And  when  next  we  attempt  a  No-Popery  party, 
We  musty  please  your  Highness,  recruit  from 
below. 

But,  hark,  the  young  Black-leg  is  cracking  his 
whip  — 
Excuse  me.  Great  Sir — there's  no  time  to  be 
civil ;  — 
The  next  opportunity  shan't  be  let  slip. 
But,  till  then, 

I'm,  in  haste,  your  most  dutiful 

DbyUm 

July,  1826. 

*  This  reverend  gentleman  distingushed  himseU  at  the  Bm4 
tag  elaoUon. 
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THE   MILLENNIUM. 

MJOOESTED  BY  THE  LATE  WORK  OF  THE  REYKBVITD  KB. 

mviKO  "on  pkopheoy." 

1826^ 

A  Millennium  at  hand!  —  I'm  delighted  to  hear 
it — 

As  matters,  both  public  and  private,  now  go, 
With  multitudes  round  us  all  starving,  or  near  it» 

A  good,  rich  Millennium  will  come  a-propoi» 

Only  think.  Master  Fred,  what  delight  to  behold, 
Instead  of  thy  bankrupt  old  City  of  Rags, 

A  bran-new  Jerusalem,  built  all  of  gold, 

Sound  bullion  throughout,  from  the  roof  to  the 


A  City,  where  wine  and  cheap  com  *  shall  abound-— 

A  celestial  Oocaigne,  on  whose  buttery  shelves 
We  may  swear  the  best  things  of  this  world  will  be 
found. 
As  your  Saints  seldom  fail  to  take  care  of  them* 
selves  1 

Thanks,  reverend  expounder  of  raptures  Elysian,t 
Divine  Squintifobus,  who,  plac  d  within  reach 

•  **  A  measure  of  wheat  foi  a  penny,  and  three  measorM  ol 
Wrley  for  a  penny."  — Rev,  vi 
t  See  the  oration  of  this  n  verend  gentleman,  where  h«  d# 
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Of  two  opposite  worlds,  by  a  twist  of  your  vision, 
Can  cast,  at  the  same  time,  a  sly  look  at  each ;  — 

Thanks,  thanks  for  the  hope  thou  affordest,  that  we 
May,  eVn  in  our  own  times,  a  Jubilee  share, 

Which  so  long  has  been  promis'd  by  prophets  like 
thee, 
And  60  often  postpon'd,  we  began  to  despair. 

There  was  Whiston,*  who  learnedly  took  Prinoe 
Eugene 
For  the  man  who  must  bring  the  Milleimium 
about ; 
There 's  Faber,  whose  pious  productions  have  been 
All  belied,  ere  his  book's  first  edition  was  out ;  — 

There  was  Counsellor  Dobbs,  too,  an  Irish  M.P., 
Who  discoursed  on  the  subject  with  signal  ecldtj 

And,  each  day  of  his  life,  sat  expecting  to  see 
A  Millennium  break  out  in  the  town  of  Armagh !  f 


Boribes  the  connubial  joys  of  Paradise,  and  paints  the  angels 
hovering  round  "  each  happy  fair." 

•  When  Whiston  presented  to  Prince  Eugene  the  Essay  in 
which  he  attempted  to  connect  his  victories  over  the  Turks 
with  Revelation,  the  Prince  is  said  to  have  replied  that  '*  h« 
was  not  aware  he  had  ever  had  the  honour  of  being  known  to 
St  John." 

t  Mr.  Dobbs  was  a  member  of  the  Irish  Parliament,  and,  on  all 
Other  subjects  but  the  Millennium,  a  very  sensible  person:  he 
•hose  Armagh  as  the  scene  of  his  Millennium,  onacconntof  tht 
I  Armageddon,  mentioned  iii  Revelation. 
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There  was  also  —  but  why  should  I  burden  my  lay 
With  your  Brotherses,  Southcotes,  and  names  less 
deserving,  [way 

When  all  past  Millenniums  henceforth  must  give 
To  the  last  new  Millennium  of  Orator  Irving. 

Gk>  on,  mighty  man, —  doom  them  all  to  the  shel^— - 
And  when  next  thou  with  Prophecy  troublest  thy 
sconce, 
Oh  forget  not,  I  pray  thee,  to  prove  that  thyself 
Art  the  Beast  (Chapter  iv.)  that  sees  nine  ways 
at  once. 


THE  THREE  DOCTORS. 

Doctoribiu  totamnr  tribus. 

Though  many  great  Doctors  there  be, 
There  are  three  that  all  Doctors  out-top. 

Doctor  Eady,  that  famous  M.  D., 

Doctor  Southey,  and  dear  Doctor  Slop.* 

The  purger  —  the  proser  —  the  bard  — 

All  quacks  in  a  different  style ; 
Doctor  Southey  writes  books  by  the  yard, 

Doctor  Eady  writes  puffs  by  the  mile !  f 

•  The  editor  of  the  Morniog  Herald,  so  nick-named. 
t  Alluding  to  the  display  of  this  doctor's  name,  in  olialk,  c 
tU  the  walls  ronnd  the  metropolis. 
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Doctor  Slop,  in  no  merit  outdone 

By  his  scribbling  or  physicking  brother. 

Can  dose  us  with  stuff  like  the  one, 
Ay,  and  doze  us  with  stuff  like  the  other. 

Doctor  Eady  good  company  keeps 

With  "  No  Popery  "  scribes,  on  the  walb  | 

Doctor  Southey  as  gloriously  sleeps 

With  "  No  Popery  "  scribes,  on  the  stalk. 

Doctor  Slop,  upon  subjects  divine, 

Such  bedlamite  slaver  lets  drop. 
That,  if  Eady  should  take  the  mad  Hue, 

He  '11  be  sure  of  a  patient  in  Slop. 

Seven  millions  of  Papists,  no  less, 

Doctor  Southey  attacks,  like  a  Turk ;  * 

Doctor  Eady,  less  bold,  I  confess, 
Attacks  but  his  maid-of-all-work.t 

Doctor  Southey,  for  his  grand  attack. 
Both  a  laureate  and  pensioner  is ; 

*  This  seraphic  doctor,  in  the  preface  to  his  last  work  ( VhM- 
CM  EcdmoB  Ang&ccmcB),  is  pleased  to  anathematize  not  only  all 
Catholics,  but  all  advocates  of  Catholics:  "They  have  for  their 
immediate  allies  (he  says)  every  faction  that  is  banded  against 
the  State,  every  demagogue,  every  irreligious  and  seditious  jour 
nalist,  every  open  and  every  insidious  enemy  to  Monarchy  and 
to  Christianity." 

t  See  the  late  accounts  in  the  newspapers  of  the  appearance 
of  this  gentleman  at  one  of  the  Police-offices,  in  consequence  d 
Vk  alleged  assault  on  his  **  maid-of-all-work.** 
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While  poor  Doctor  Eady,  alack, 

Has  been  had  up  to  Bow-street,  for  his ! 

And  truly,  the  law  does  so  blunder, 

That,  though  little  blood  has  been  spilt,  he 

May  probably  suffer  as,  under 

The  Chalking  Act,  known  to  be  guilty. 

So  much  for  the  merits  sublime 

(With  whose  catalogue  ne'er  should  I  stop) 
Of  the  three  greatest  lights  of  oar  time. 

Doctor  Eady,  and  Southey,  and  Slop ! 

Should  you  ask  me,  to  which  of  the  three 
Great  Doctors  the  pref  rence  should  fall, 

As  a  matter  of  course,  I  agree 
Doctor  Eady  must  go  to  ^  wad. 

But  as  Southey  with  laurels  is  crown'd, 

And  Slop  with  a  wig  and  a  tail  is, 
Let  Eady's  bright  temples  be  bound 

With  a  swingeing  "  Corona  MuraU$  /  "  * 

•  A  crown  granted  as  a  reward  among  the  Romans  to  persona 
who  performed  any  extraordinary  exploits  upon  toaJb,  snch  aa 
scaling  tfaem,  battering  them,  etc.  — No  doubt,  writing  upon  them 
to  the  extent  Dr.  Eadf  does,  would  equally  establish  a  claim  It 
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EPITAPH  ON  A  TUFT-HUNTER. 

Lament,  lament,  Sir  Isaac  Heard, 

Put  mourning  round  thy  page,  Debretly 

For  here  lies  one,  who  ne'er  preferred 
A  Viscount  to  a  Marquis  yet. 

Beside  him  place  the  God  of  Wit, 
Before  him  Beauty's  rosiest  girls, 

Apollo  for  a  star  he'd  quit. 

And  Love's  own  sister  for  an  Earl's. 

Did  niggard  fate  no  peers  afford, 

He  took,  of  course,  to  peers'  relations ; 

And,  rather  than  not  sport  a  Lord, 
Put  up  with  ev'n  the  last  creations. 

Ev'n  Lish  names,  could  he  but  tag  'em 

With  "Lord"  and  "Duke,"  were  sweet  to 
call; 

And,  at  a  pinch.  Lord  Ballyraggum 
Was  better  than  no  Lord  at  alL 

Heay'n  grant  him  now  some  noble  nook, 
For,  rest  his  soul !  he'd  rather  be 

Genteelly  damn'd  beside  a  Duke, 
Than  sav'd  in  vulgar  company. 
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ODE  TO  A  HAT. 


Hail,  reverend  Hat !  —  sublime  'raid  all 
The  minor  felts  that  round  thee  grovel;  — 

Thou  that  the  Gods  «  a  Delta  "  caU, 

While  meaner  mortals  call  thee  ^  ^oveL** 

When  on  thy  shape  (like  pyramidi 

Cut  horizontally  in  two)  * 
I  raptur'd  gaze,  what  dreams,  unhid. 

Of  stalls  and  mitres  bless  my  view  1 

That  brim  of  brims,  so  sleekly  good— 
Not  flapp'd,  like  dull  Wesleyans',  down. 

But  looking  (as  all  churchmen's  should) 
Devoutly  upward  —  tow'rds  the  eroum* 

Grods !  when  I  gaze  upon  that  brim, 

So  redolent  of  Church  all  over. 
What  swarms  of  Tithes,  in  vision  dim, — 
Some  pig-tail'd,  some  like  cherubim. 

With  ducklings'  wings  —  around  it  hover) 

*  So  described  by  a  Keyerend  Historian  of  the  Ghoroh  :  **  A 
S>elta  hat,  Hke  the  horizontal  section  of  a  pyramid."  —  Qramt's 
Bialory  tftke  EngKth  Churck. 
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Tenths  of  all  dead  and  living  things. 
That  Nature  into  being  brings, 
From  calves  and  com  to  chitterlings. 

Say,  holy  Hat,  that  hast,  of  cocks, 
The  very  cock  most  orthodox, 
To  which^  of  all  the  well-fed  throng 
Of  Zion,*  joy'st  thou  to  belong? 
Thou'rt  not  Sir  Harcourt  Lees's  —  no  — 

For  hats,  grow  like  the  heads  that  wear  V 
And  hats,  on  heads  like  his,  would  grow 

Particularly  harum^carum. 
Who  knows  but  thou  may'st  deck  the  pate 
Of  that  fam'd  Doctor  Ad — ^mth — te, 
(The  reverend  rat,  whom  we  saw  stand 
On  his  hind-legs  in  Westmoreland,) 
Who  chang'd  so  quick  from  Uue  to  yelhwj 

And  would  from  yellow  back  to  hUtey 
And  back  again,  convenient  fellow. 

If 'twere  his  interest  so  to  do. 

Or,  haply,  smartest  of  triangles. 
Thou  art  the  hat  of  Doctor  Owen ; 

The  hat  that,  to  his  vestry  wrangles, 
That  venerable  priest  doth  go  in,  — 

And,  then  and  there,  amid  the  stare 

Of  all  St.  Olave's,  takes  the  chair, 


*  Archbishop  Magee  affectionately  calls  the  Choroh  Establitfi 
of  Ireland  **the  little  Zion.'* 


Digitized 


by  Google 


SATIRICAL   AND  HUM0B0U8  POEMS.  45 

And  quotes,  with  phiz  right  orthodox, 
The'  example  of  his  reverend  brothers, 

To  prove  that  priests  all  fleece  their  flocks, 
And  he  must  fleece  as  well  as  others. 

Blest  Hat !  (whoe'er  thy  lord  may  be) 
Thus  low  I  take  off  mine  to  thee, 
The  homage  of  a  layman's  castor ^ 
To  the  spruce  delta  of  his  pastor. 
Oh  may'st  thou  be,  as  thou  proceedest, 

Still  smarter  cock'd,  still  brush'd  the  brigbter^ 
Till,  bowing  all  the  way,  thou  leadest 

Thy  sleek  possessor  to  a  mitre ! 


NEWS  FOR  COUNTRY  COUSINS. 

1826. 
Dear  Coz,  as  I  know  neither  you  nor  Miss  Draper 
When  Parliament 's  up,  ever  take  in  a  paper. 
But  trust  for  your  news  to  such  stray  odds  and  ends 
As  you  chance  to  pick  up  from  political  fiiends  — 
Being  one  of  this  well-inform'd  class,  I  sit  down 
To  transmit  you  the  last  newest  uews  that's  in  town. 

As  to  Greece  and  Lord  Cochrane,  things  couldn't 
look  better  — 
His  Lordship  (who  promises  now  to  fight  faster) 
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Has  just  taken  Rhodes,  and  despatch'd  off  a  letter 
To  Daniel  O'Connell,  to  make  him  Grand  Mas* 

ter; 
Engaging  to  change  the  old  name,  if  he  can, 
From  the  Elnights  of  St  John  to  the  Knights  of  St 

Dan;  — 
Or,  if  Dan  should  prefer  (as  a  still  better  whim) 
Being  made  the  Colossus,  'tis  all  one  to  him. 

From  Russia  the  last  accounts  are  that  the  Czar  — 
Most  gen'rous  and  kind,  as  all  sovereigns  are, 
And  whose  first  princely  act  (as  you  know,  I  sup- 
pose,) 
Was  to  give  away  all  his  late  brother's  old  clothes  — * 
Is  now  busy  collecting,  with  brotherly  care, 

The  late  Emperor's  nightcaps,  and  thinks  of  be- 
stowing 
One  nightcap  apiece  (if  he  has  them  to  spare) 

On  all  the  distinguish'd  old  ladies  now  going. 
(While  I  write,  an  arrival  from  Riga  —  the  *  Bro- 
thers '  — 
Having  nightcaps  on  board  for  Lord   Eldon  and 
others.) 

Last  advices  from  Lidia —  Sir  Archy,  'tis  thought, 
Was  near  catching  a  Tartar  (the  first  ever  caught 
In  N.  Lat  21)  —  and  his  Highness  Burmese, 
Being  very  hard  press'd  to  shell  out  the  rupeies, 

•  A  distribution  was  made  of  the  Emperor  Alexander's  mili 
tuy  wardrobe  by  his  successor. 
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Bad  not  having  rhino  sufficient,  they  say,  meant 
To  pawn  his  august  Golden  Foot  *  for  the  payment, 
(How  lucky  for  monarchs,  that  thus,   when  they 

choose, 
Can  establish  a  running  account  with  the  Jews !) 
The  security  being  what  Ilothschild  calls  "  goot," 
A  loan  will  be  shortly,  of  course,  set  on  foot; 
The  parties  are  Rothschild,  A.  Baring  and  Co. 
With  three  other  great  pawnbrokers :  each  takes  a 

toe, 
And  engages  (lest  Gold-Foot  should  give  us  %-bail, 
As  he  did  once  before)  to  pay  down  on  the  ncdL 

This  is  all  for  the  present  —  what  vile  pens  and 

paper! 
Tours  truly,  dear  Cousin  —  best  love  to  Miss  Draper. 
Sqaember^  1826. 


A  VISION. 

BT  THB  AUTHOB  OF  0HBI8TABEL. 

"  Up  !  **  said  the  Spirit,  and,  ere  I  could  pray 

One  hasty  orison,  whirPd  me  away 

To  a  Limbo,  lying  —  I  wist  not  where  — 

Above  or  below,  in  earth  or  air ; 

For  it  glimmer'd  o'er  with  a  doubtful  light, 

One  couldn't  say  whether  'twas  day  or  night; 

*  This  potentate  styles  himself  the  Monarch  of  the  GoldM 
Foot 
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And  'twas  crost  by  many  a  mazy  track, 
One  didn't  know  how  to  get  on  or  back ; 
And  I  felt  like  a  needle  that's  going  astray 
(With  its  one  eye  out)  through  a  bundle  of  hay ; 
When  the  Spirit  he  grinn'd,  and  whisper'd  me, 
"  Thou  'rt  now  in  the  Court  of  Chancery  I " 

Around  me  flitted  unnumber'd  swarms 
Of  shapeless,  bodiless,  tailless  forms ; 
(Like  bottled  up  babes,  that  grace  the  room 
Of  that  worthy  knight,  Sir  Everard  Home)  — 
All  of  them,  things  half-kill'd  in  rearing ; 
Some  were  lame  —  some  wanted  hearing; 
Some  had  through  half  a  century  run, 
Though  they  hadn't  a  leg  to  stand  upon. 
Others,  more  merry,  as  just  beginning. 
Around  on  &  point  of  law  were  spinning; 
Or  balanc'd  aloft,  'twixt  BiU  and  Answer^ 
Lead  at  each  end,  like  a  tight-rope  dancer. 
Some  were  so  cross^  that  nothing  could  please 

'em;  — 
Some  gulp'd  down  affidavits  to  ease  'em ;  — 
All  were  in  motion,  yet  never  a  one, 
Let  it  move  as  it  might,  could  ever  move  on. 
^  These,"  said  the  Spirit,  you  plainly  see, 
*  Are  what  they  call  suits  in  Chancery!** 

I  heard  a  loud  screaming  of  old  and  young, 
Like  a  chorus  by  fifty  Vellutis  sung ; 
Or  an  Irish  Dump  ("  the  words  by  Moore  ") 
At  an  amateur  concert  scream'd  in  score  ;— 
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So  harsh  on  my  ear  that  wailing  fell 

Of  the  wretches  who  in  this  Limbo  dwell  I 

It  seem'd  like  the  dismal  symphony 

Of  the  shapes  JSneas  in  hell  did  see  ; 

Or  those  frogs,  whose  legs  a  barbarous  cook 

Cut  off,  and  left  the  frogs  in  the  brook, 

To  cry  all  night,  till  life's  last  dregs, 

**  Give  us  our  legs !  —  give  us  our  legs  I  ** 

Touch'd  with  the  sad  and  sorrowful  scene, 

I  ask'd  what  all  this  yell  might  mean. 

When  the  Spirit  replied,  with  a  grin  of  glee, 

"  'Tis  the  cry  of  the  Suitors  in  Chancery  1  ** 

I  look'd,  and  I  saw  a  wizard  rise,* 

With  a  wig  like  a  cloud  before  men's  eyes. 

In  his  aged  hand  he  held  a  wand, 

Wherewith  he  beckon'd  his  embryo  band. 

And  they  mov'd  and  mov'd,  as  he  wav'd  it  o'er, 

But  they  never  got  on  one  inch  the  more* 

And  still  they  kept  limping  to  and  fro, 

Like  Ariels  round  old  Prospero  — 

Saying,  "  Dear  Master,  let  us  go," 

But  still  old  Prospero  answer'd  "  No." 

And  I  heard,  the  while,  that  wizard  elf 

Muttering,  muttering  spells  to  himself. 

While  o'er  as  many  old  papers  he  tum'd. 

As  Hume  e'er  mov'd  for,  or  Omar  bum'd. 

He  talk'd  of  his  virtue  —  "  though  some,  less  nke^ 

(He  own'd  with  a  sigh)  preferr'd  his  Vice  **  — 

•  Tho  Lord  ChanceUor  Eldon. 
TOL.  III.  4 
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And  he  saidj^Ithink''  — "Idoubt"  — "Ihope," 
Call'd  Grod  to  witness,  and  damn'd  the  Pope ; 
With  many  more  sleights  of  tongue  and  hand 
I  couldn't,  for  the  soul  of  me,  understand. 
Amaz'd  and  pos'd,  I  was  just  about 
To  ask  his  name,  when  the  screams  without, 
The  merciless  clack  of  the  imps  within. 
And  that  conjuror's  mutterings,  made  such  a  din. 
That,  startled,  I  woke  —  leap'd  up  in  my  bed  — 
Found  the  Spirit,  the  imps,  and  the  conjuror  led 
And  bless'd  my  stars,  right  pleas'd  to  see, 
That  I  wasn't,  as  yet,  in  Chancery. 


THE  PETITION  OF  THE  ORANGEMEN  OP 
IRELAND. 

18S6. 
To  the  people  of  England,  the  humble  Petition 

Of  Ireland's  disconsolate  Orangemen,  showing — 
lliat  sad,  very  sad,  is  our  present  condition ;  — 

Our  jobbing  all  gone,  and  our  noble  selves  going;— 

That,  forming  one  seventh,  within  a  few  fractions. 
Of  Ireland's  seven  millions  of  hot  heads  and  hearts. 

We  hold  it  the  basest  of  all  base  transactions 
To  keep  us  from  murd'ring  the  other  six  parts ;  — 

That,  as  to  laws  made  for  the  good  of  the  many. 
We  humbly  suggest  there  is  nothing  less  tme ; 
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^  all  human  laws  (and  our  own,  more  than  any) 
Are  made  by  and^r  a  particular  few ;  — 

That  much  it  delights  eVry  true  Orange  brother, 
To  see  you,  in  England,  such  ardour  evince. 

In  discussing  which  sect  most  tormented  the  other, 
And  bum'd  with  most  giLsto^  some  hundred  yean 
since;  — 

That  we  love  to  behold,  while  old  England  grows 
faint, 

Messrs.  Southey  and  Butler  nigh  coming  to  blows, 
To  decide  whether  Dunstan,  that  strong-bodied  Saint, 

Ever  truly  and  really  pull'd  the  Devi's  nose ; 

Whether  't  other  Saint,  Dominic,  burnt  the  DevTs 
paw  — 
Whether  Edwy  intrigued  with  Elgiva's  old  mo- 
ther — *  [draw 
And  many  such  points,  from   which   Southey  can 
Conclusions  most  apt  for  our  hating  each  other. 

That  'tis  very  well  known  this  devout  Irish  nation 
Has  now,  for  some  ages,  gone  happily  on. 

Believing  in  two  kinds  of  Substantiation, 
One  party  in  Trans  and  the  other  in  Con  ;  f 

*  To  snch  important  discussions  <i&  these  the  greater  part  of 
pr.  Southey^s  VindkuB  Ecclesia  AngUcana  is  devoted. 

t  Consubstantiation — the  true  reformed  belief;  at  least,  Um 
lelief  of  Luther,  and  as  Mosheim  asserts,  of  Melanchthon  also 
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That  we,  your  petitioning  Cons,  have,  in  right 
Of  the  said  monosyllable,  ravag'd  the  lands, 
And  embezzled  the  goods,  and  annoj'd,  day  and 
night. 
Both  the  bodies  and  souls  of  the  sticklers  for 
Trans; — 

That  we  trust  to  Peel,  Eldon,  and  other  such  sages. 
For  keeping  us  still  in  the  same  state  of  mind ; 

Pretty  much  as  the  world  us'd  to  be  in  those  ages, 
When  still  smaller  syllables  madden'd  mankind  ;^ 

When  the  words  ex  and^cr*  serv'd  as  well,  to  annoy 
One's  neighbours  and  friends  with,  as  con  and  trans 

now; 
And  Christians,  like  Southey,  who  stickled  for  ot, 
Cut  the  throats  of  all  Christians  who  stickled  for 

ow.t 

That,  relying  on  England,  whose  kindness  already 
So  often  has  help'd  us  to  play  this  game  o'er. 

We  have  got  our  red  coats  and  our  carabines  ready, 
And  wait  but  the  word  to  show  sport,  as  before. 


*  When  John  of  Bagusa  went  to  Constantinople  (at  the  time 
this  dispute  between  "ex"  and  "per"  was  going  on),  he  fonnd 
the  Turks,  we  are  told,  "  laughing  at  the  Christians  for  being 
divided  by  two  such  insignificant  particles." 

+  The  Arian  controversy.  —  Before  that  time,  says  Hooker 
**in  order  to  be  a  sound  believing  Christian,  men  were  nol 
surioos  what  syllables  or  particles  of  speech  they  used." 
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That,  as  to  the  expense — the  few  millions,  or  so, 
Which  for  all  such  diversions  John  Bull  has  to 
pay  — 
Tis,  at  least,  a  great  comfort  to  John  Bull  to  know, 
That  to  Orangemen's  pockets  'twill  all  find  its  way. 
For  which  your  petitioners  ever  will  pray, 

etc  etc  etc  etc  ete. 


COTTON  AND  CORN. 

▲  DIALOOUX. 

Said  Cotton  to  Com,  t'other  day. 
As  they  met  and  exchang'd  a  salute— 

(Squire  Com  in  his  carriage  so  gay. 
Poor  Cotton,  half  famish'd,  on  foot) : 

"  Great  Squire,  if  it  isn't  uncivil 
**  To  hint  at  starvation  before  you, 

^  Look  down  on  a  poor  hungry  devil, 

^  And  give  him  some  bread,  I  implore  700 1 " 

Quoth  Com  then,  in  answer  to  Cotton, 
Perceiving  he  meant  to  make^ee^ 

**Low  fellow,  you've  surely  forgotten 
"  The  distance  between  you  and  me  I 

**  To  expect  that  we,  Peers  of  high  birth, 
**  Should  waste  our  illustrious  acres. 
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**  For  no  other  purpose  on  earth 

"  Than  to  fatten  curat  calico-makers  I  — 

**  That  Bishops  to  bobbins  should  bend  — 
^  Should  stoop  from  their  Bench's  sublimity, 

^  Great  dealers  in  lawtiy  to  befriend 
^  Such  contemptible  dealers  in  dimity  I 

**  No  —  vile  Manufacture  I  ne'er  harbour 
**  A  hope  to  be  fed  at  our  boards ;  — 

^  Base  offspring  of  Arkwright  the  barber, 
"What  claim  canst  thou  have  upon  Loi^ds? 

^  No  —  thanks  to  the  taxes  and  debt, 
"  And  the  triumph  of  paper  o'er  guineas, 

"  Our  race  of  Lord  Jemmys,  as  yet, 
**  May  d^  your  whole  rabble  of  Jennyt  I  * 

So  saying — whip,  crack,  and  away 

Went  Com  in  his  chmse  through  the  throngs 

So  headlong,  I  heard  them  all  say, 
*  Squire  Com  would  be  douniy  before  long.* 
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THE  CANONIZATION  OF  SAINT 
BUTTERWORTH. 

«  A  Ohristiaii  of  the  best  edition.**  Babclaib. 

Canonize  him  I  —  yea,  verily,  we  'U  canonize  him ; 

Though  Cant  is  his  hobby,  and  meddling  his  bliss, 
Though  sages  may  pity,  and  wits  may  despise  him. 

He'll  ne'er  make  a  bit  the  worse  Saint  for  all  this. 

Descend,  all  ye  Spirits,  that  ever  yet  spread 
The  dominion  of  Humbug  o'er  land  and  o'er  sea, 

Descend  on  our  Butterworth's  biblical  head, 
Thrice-Great,  Bibliopolist,  Saint,  and  M.  P. 

Come,  shade  of  Joanna,  come  down  from  thy  sphere, 
And  bring  little  Shiloh  —  if  'tis  n't  too  far — 

Such  a  sight  wiU  to  Butterworth's  bosom  be  dear, 
J^  conceptions  and  thine  being  much  on  a  par. 

Nor  blush.  Saint  Joanna,  once  more  to  behold 
A  world  thou  hast  honour'd  by  cheating  so  many ; 

Thou  It  find  still  among  us  one  Personage  old. 
Who  also  by  tricks  and  the  Seak  *  makes  a  penny. 


•  A  great  part  of  the  income  of  Joanna  Sonthcott  arose  from 
llie  Seals  of  the  Lord^s  protection  which  she  sold  to  herfollowen. 
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Tbou,  too,  of  the  Shakers,  divine  Mother  Lee  1  * 

Thy  smiles  to  beatified  Butterworth  deign ; 
Two  '*  lights  of  the  Gentiles  "  are  thou,  Anne,  and 
he. 
One   hallowing  Fleet   Street,  and  t'other  Toad 
Lane  I f 

The  Heathen,  we  know,  made  their  Grods  out  of 
wood. 

And  Saints  may  be  fram'd  of  as  handy  materials ;  — - 
Old  women  and  Butterworths  make  just  as  good 

As  any  the  Pope  ever  booked  as  Ethereals. 

Stand  forth,  Man  of  Bibles !  —  not  Mahomef  s  pig- 
eon. 
When,  perch'd  on  the  Koran,  he  dropp'd  there, 
they  say. 
Strong  marks  of  his  faith,  ever  shed  o'er  religion 
Such  glory  as  Butterworth  sheds  every  day. 

Great  Galen  of  souls,  with  what  vigour  he  crams 
Down   Erin's  idolatrous  throats,  till  they  crack 
again, 

•  Mrs.  Anne  Lee,  the  **  chosen  vessel "  of  the  Shakers,  and 
**  Mother  of  all  the  children  of  regeneration." 

t  Toad  Lane,  Manchester,  where  Mother  Lee  was  bom.  In 
asr  "  Address  to  Young  Believers,"  she  says,  that "  it  is  a  matter 
of  no  importance  with  them  from  whence  the  means  of  their  d«- 
Hverance  come,  whether  from  a  stable  in  Bethlehem,  or  froo 
toad  Lane,  Manchester." 
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Bolus  on  bolus,  good  man !  —  and  then  damns 
Both  their  stomachs  and  souls,  if  they  dare  cast 
them  back  again. 

How  weU  might  his  shop  —  as  a  type  representing 
The  creed  of  himself  and  his  sanctified  clan  — 

On  its  counter  exhibit  "  the  Art  of  Tormenting," 
Bound  neatly,  and  lettered  "  Whole  Duty  of  Man  I " 

Canonize  him  I  —  by  Judas,  we  vnU  canonize  him ; 

For  Cant  is  his  hobby,  and  twaddling  his  bliss ; 
And,  though  wise  men  may  pity  and  wits  may  de« 
spise  him. 

Hell  make  but  the  better  shop-saiat  for  all  this. 

Call  quickly  together  the  whole  tribe  of  Canters, 
Convoke  all  the  serums  Tag-rag  of  the  nation ; 

Bring  Shakers   and  Snufflers,  and   Jumpers  and 
Ranters, 
To  witness  their  Butterworth's  Canonization ! 

Yea,  humbly  I've  ventured  his  merits  to  paint, 
Yea,  feebly  have  tried  all  his  gifts  to  portray ; 

And  they  form  a  sum-total  for  making  a  Saint, 
That  the  Devil's  own  Advocate  could  not  gainsay- 

*  Jump  high,  all  ye  Jumpers,  ye  Ranters  all  roar. 
While  Butterworth's  spirit,  uprais'd  from  your  eyes 
Fiike  a  kite  made  of  foolscap,  in  glory  shall  soar, 
With  a  long  tail  of  rubbish  behind,  to  the  skies  I 
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AN  INCANTATION. 

8UNG    BY    THE    BUBBLE    SPIRIT. 

Air.  —  Come  with  m«,  and  tee  will  g0 
Where  the  rocks  0/ coral  grow. 

Come  with  me,  and  we  wjU  blow 
Lots  of  bubbles,  €is  we  go ; 
Bubbles,  bright  as  ev^er  Hope 
Drew  from  fancy  —  or  from  soap ; 
Bright  as  e'er  the  South  Sea  sent 
From  its  frothy  element ! 
Come  with  me,  and  we  will  blow 
Lots  of  bubbles,  as  we  go. 
Mix  the  lather,  Johnny  Wilks, 
Thou,  who  rhym'st  so  well  to  biHw;* 
Mix  the  lather  —  who  can  be 
Fitter  for  such  task  than  thee, 
Great  M.  P.  for  Sudshury  I 
Now  the  frothy  charm  is  ripe, 
Puffing  Peter,t  bring  thy  pipe,  — 
Thou,  whom  ancient  Coventry 
Once  so  dearly  lov'd,  that  she 
Knew  not  which  to  her  was  sweeter, 
Peeping  Tom  or  Puffing  Peter ;  — 

•  Strong  indications  of  character  may  be  sometimeft  traead  il 
Jm  rhymes  to  names.    Marvell  thought  so,  when  he  wrote 

"  Sir  Edward  Sutton, 
The  foolish  Knight  who  rhymes  to  mutton." 

♦  The  Member,  during  a  long  period,  for  Coventry. 
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Puff  the  bubbles  hi^  in  air. 
Puff  thy  best  to  keep  ihem  there. 

BimvOy  bravo,  Peter  Moore ! 
Now  the  rainbow  humbugs  *  soar, 
Glittering  all  with  golden  hues, 
Such  as  haunt  the  dreams  of  Jews; -^ 
Some,  reflecting  mines  that  lie 
Under  Chili's  glowing  sky. 
Some,  those  virgin  pearls  that  sleep 
Cloister'd  in  the  southern  deep ; 
Others,  as  if  lent  a  ray 
From  the  streaming  Milky  Way, 
Glistening  o'er  with  curds  and  whey 
From  the  cows  of  Aldemey. 
Now's  the  moment  —  who  shall  first 
Catch  the  babbles,  ere  they  burst  ? 
Run,  ye  Squires,  ye  Viscounts,  run, 
Brogden,  Teynham,  Palmerston ;  — 
Jdm  Wilks  junior  runs  beside  ye  I 
Take  the  good  the  knaves  provide  ye !  f 
See,  with  uptum'd  eyes  and  hands, 
Where  the  Sharemaii,l  Brogden,  stands, 


*  An  humble  imitation  of  one  of  our  modern  poets,  wlio,  In  ft 
fkoem  against  War,  after  describing  the  splendid  habilimentB  of 
the  toldier,  thus  apostrophizes  him-*  **  thou  rainbow  ruffian  1  '* 

t  "  Lorely  Thais  sits  beside  thee : 

Take  the  good  the  Gods  proyide  thee.'* 

I  So  called  by  a  sort  of  Tuscan  dulcification  of  the  dk,  In  tht 
Irord  **  Chairman." 
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Gaping  for  the  froth  to  fall 
Down  his  gullet  —  l^e  and  alL 

Seel 

But,  hark,  my  time  is  out  — 
Now,  like  some  great  water-spout, 
Scattered  by  the  cannon's  thunder. 
Burst,  ye  bubbles,  all  asunder  I 

[Here  the  stage  darkens  —  a  discordant  crash  is  heard  from  the 
orchestra — the  broken  bubbles  descend  in  a  saponaceous  but  un^ 
eUanhf  mist  over  the  heads  of  the  Dramatis  Persona,  and  the  jc«m 
iropSf  leaving  the  bubble-hunters all  in  the  suds.] 


A  DREAM  OF  TURTLE. 

BT  SIB  W.  CUBTIS. 

1826. 

TwAS  evening  time,  in  the  twilight  sweet 
I  sail'd  along,  when  —  whom  should  I  meet 
But  a  Turtle  journeying  o'er  the  sea, 
"  On  the  service  of  his  Majesty."  * 

When  spying  him  first  through  twilight  dim, 
I  didn't  know  what  to  make  of  him ; 

•  Wo  are  told  that  the  passport  of  this  grand  diplomatao 
Turtle  (sent  by  the  Secretary  for  Foreign  Affairs  to  a  certaii 
lobie  envoy)  described  him  as  "  on  his  majesty*8  service." 

dapibus  supremi 

Grata  testudo  Jovis. 
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But  said  to  myself,  as  slow  he  plied 

His  fins,  and  roll'd  from  side  to  side 

Conceitedly  o'er  the  watery  path — 

**  'Tis  my  Lord  of  Stowell  taking  a  bath, 

^  And  I  hear  him  now,  among  the  fishes, 

**  Quoting  Vatel  and  Burgersdicius  I  '* 

But,  no  —  'twas,  indeed,  a  Turtle,  wide 

And  plump  as  ever  these  eyes  descried ; 

A  Turtle,  juicy  as  ever  yet 

Glu'd  up  the  lips  of  a  Baronet ! 

And  much  did  it  grieve  my  soul  to  see 

That  an  animal  of  such  dignity. 

Like  an  absentee  abroad  should  roam, 

When  he  ought  to  stay  and  be  ate  at  home. 

But  now  ^  a  change  came  o'er  my  dream,** 

Like  the  magic  lantern's  shifting  slider;-^ 
I  look'd,  and  saw,  by  the  evening  beam. 

On  the  back  of  that  Turtle  sat  a  rider  — 
A  goodly  man,  with  an  eye  so  merry, 
I  knew  't  was  our  Foreign  Secretary,  • 
Who  there,  at  his  ease,  did  sit  and  smile, 
Like  Waterton  on  his  crocodile ;  f 
Cracking  such  jokes,  at  every  motion. 

As  made  the  Turtle  squeak  with  glee. 
And  own  they  gave  him  a  lively  notion 

Of  what  his^/brc'c^meat  balls  would  be. 

•  Mr.  Oanning. 

t  WcmderingB  in  SoiUk  Americcu    '^  It  was  the  first  and  lift 
lime  (says  Mr.  Waterton)  I  was  ever  on  a  Crocodile's  baok." 
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So,  on  the  Sec  in  his  glory  went, 

Over  that  briny  element, 

Waving  his  hand,  as  he  took  farewell. 

With  graceful  air,  and  bidding  me  tell 

Inquiring  friends  that  the  Turtle  and  he 

Were  gone  on  a  foreign  embassy  — 

To  soften  the  heart  of  a  DiphmcUey 

Who  is  known  to  doat  upon  verdant  fiity 

And  to  let  admiring  Europe  see, 

That  caMpash  and  calipee 

Are  the  English  forms  of  Diplomacy. 


THE  DONKEY  AND  HIS  PANNIEBb. 


-  ^  fessuB  jam  sndat  awUiu, 


^  Faroe  ill! ;  Testmm  delicium  est  asinns."  VBcnii.  Ooftk 

A  Donkey,  whose  talent  for  burdens  was  wond'roos, 
So  much  that  you'd  swear  he  rejoic'd  in  a  load, 

One  day  had  to  jog  under  panniers  so  ponderous. 
That  —  down  the  poor  Donkey  fell  smack  on  the 
roadl 

His  owners  and  drivers  stood  round  in  amaze  — 
What !  Neddy,  the  patient,  the  prosperous  Neddy, 

Bo  easy  to  drive,  through  the  dirtiest  ways, 
F<MP  every  description  of  job-work  so  ready  1 
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One  driyer  (whom  Ned  might  have  ^  hail'd  **  as  ft 
«  brother  *'♦) 

Had  just  been  proclaiming  his  Donkey's  renown 
Far  vigour,  for  ispirit,  for  one  thing  or  other  — 

When,  lo,  *mid  his  praises,  the  Donkey  came  down  I 

Bat,  how   to   upraise   him?  —  one   shouts,  f other 
whistles, 
While  Jenky,  the  G)njurer,  wisest  of  all, 
Declared  that  an  "over-production  of  thistles  —  f 
(Here  Ned  gave  a  stare)  —  was  the  cause  of  his 
fall'' 

Another  wise  Solomon  cries,  as  he  passes  — 
^  There,  let  him  alone,  and  the  fit  will  soon  cease ; 

^  The  beast  has  been  fighting  with  other  jad^-asses, 
"  And  this  is  his  mode  of  ^  tranniion  to  peixce*  ** 

Some  look'd  at  his  hoofs,  and,  with  learned  grimaces, 

Pronounc'd  that  too  long  without  shoes  he  had 

gone— 

^Let  the  blacksmith  provide  him  a  townd  metal 

bans 

(The  wise-acres  said),  ^  and  he's  sure  to  jog  on." 


•  AllndiDg  to  an  early  poem  of  Mr.  Coleridge's,  addressed  to 
•n  Ass,  and  beginning,  "  I  hail  thee,  brother  I  ** 

t  A  certain  country  gentleman  hayiag  said  in  the  AmsA, 
''that  we  must  return  at  last  to  the  food  of  our  ancestors,** 
■omebody  askod  Mr.  T.  "  what  food  the  gentleman  meant?  "  — 
*  Thistles,  I  sTq)pose,''  answered  Mr.  T. 
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Meanwhile,  the  poor  Neddy,  in  torture  and  fear, 
Lay  under  his  panniers,  scarce  able  to  groan ; 

And  —  what  was  still  doleMier — lending  an  ear 
To  advisers,  whose  ears  were  a  match  for  his  own 

At  length,  a  plain  rustic,  whose  wit  went  so  fiur 
As  to  see  others'  folly,  roar'd  out,  as  he  passed  — 

^  Quick  —  off  with  the  panniers,  all  dolts  as  ye  are, 
''Or  your  prosperous  Neddy  will  soon  kick  his 

last!" 
October,  1826. 


ODE  TO  THE  SUBLIME  PORTE. 

182«. 
Great  Sultan,  how  wise  are  thy  state  compositions  I 

And  oh,  above  all,  I  admire  that  Decree, 
In  which  thou  command'st,  that  all  she  politicians 
Shall  forthwith  be  strangled  and  cast  in  the  sea. 

T  is  my  fortune  to  know  a  lean  Benthamite  spinster  ^- 
A  maid,  who  her  faith  in  old  Jeremy  puts ; 

Who  talks,  with  a  lisp,  of  "the  last  new  Westmtn^^r," 
And  hopes  you're  delighted  with  ''Mill  upon 
Gluts;'' 

Who  tells  you  how  clever  one  Mr.  Fun-blank  is. 
How  charming  his  Articles  'gainst  the  Nobility  j— 

And  assures  you  that  even  a  gentleman's  rank  is, 
In  Jeremy's  school,  of  no  sort  of  viility. 
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To  see  her,  ye  Grods,  a  new 
Art.     1.    On    the    Needlii    variations,**    by 
PI— e;» 
Art.  2.  —  By  her  favorite  Fun-blank  f — **bo  amns- 
ing! 
^  Dear  man  I  he  makes  Poetry  quite  a  Law  case.** 

Art.  3.  —  "  Upon  FaUades,**  Jeremy*s  own  — 
(Chief  Fallacy  being,  his  hope  to  find  readers)  ;— 

Art.  4.  —  "Upon  Honesty,"  author  unknown; — 
Art.  5.  —  (by  the  young  Mr.  Mill)  "  Hints  to 
Breeders." 

Oh,  Sultan,  oh,  Sultan,  though  oft  for  the  bag 

And  the  bowstring,  like  thee,  I  am  tempted  to  call- 
Though  drowning's  too  good  for  each  blue-stocking 

liagj 
I  would  bag  this  iht  Benthamite  first  of  them  all  I 

And,  lest  she  should  ever  again  lift  her  head 
From  the  watery  bottom,  her  dack  to  renew — 

As  a  clog,  as  a  sinker,  far  better  than  lead, 
I  would  hang  round  her  neck  her  own  darling 
Review. 

*  A  celebrated  political  tailor. 

^  This  pains-taking  gentleman  has  been  at  the  trouble  of 
eonnting,  with  the  assistance  of  Cocker,  the  number  <A  met*- 
phoTB  in  Moore's  **  Life  of  Sheridan,"  and  has  ibnnd  them  to 
tmoont,  OS  nearly  as  possible,  to  2,286—  and  some/racfioM. 

VOL.  in.  6 
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COBN  AND   CATHOLICS. 

Utrani  hflrann 

IMiios  bormn  T       Inurti  Auetorit. 

What  !  stiU  those  two  infemaJ  questions, 

That  with  our  meals,  our  slumbers  mix- 
That  spoil  our  tempers  and  digestions  ~- 
Etemal  Com  and  G&tholics  I 

Grods!  were  there  ever  two  such  bores? 

Nothing  else  talk'd  of  night  or  mom  — 
Nothing  in  doors,  or  out  of  doors, 

But  endless  Catholics  and  Com! 

Never  was  such  a  brace  of  pests  — 

While  Ministers,  still  worse  than  either, 

SkilFd  but  in  feathering  their  nests. 
Plague  us  with  both,  and  settle  neither. 

So  addled  in  my  cranium  meet 
Popery  and  Com,  that  oft  I  doubt, 

Whether,  this  year,  'twas  bonded  Wheat» 
Or  bonded  Papists,  they  let  out 

Sere,  landlords,  here,  polemics  nail  you, 
Arm'd  with  all  rubbish  they  can  rake  up ; 

Prices  and  Teocts  at  once  assail  you  — 
From  Daniel  these,  and  those  from  Jacob.* 

•  Author  of  the  late  Report  on  Foreign  Com. 
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And  when  you  sleep,  with  head  still  torn 
Between  the  two,  their  shapes  you  mix* 

Till  sometimes  Catholics  seem  Com.-~ 
Then  Com  again  seems  Catholics. 

Now,  Dantsic  wheat  before  you  floats  — 

Now,  Jesuits  from  Cidifomia  -~ 
Now  Ceres,  link'd  with  Titus  Oais, 

Comes  dancing  through  the  ^  Porta  Oometk*'  * 

Oft,  too,  the  Com  grows  animate. 
And  a  whole  crop  of  heads  appeiffs. 

Like  Papists,  bearding  Church  and  State  ^ 
Themselves,  together  bg  the  ears! 

In  short,  these  torments  never  cease ; 

And  oft  I  wish  myself  transferr'd  oflP 
To  some  far,  lonely  land  of  peace. 

Where  Com  or  Papists  ne'er  were  heard  at 

Yes,  waft  me.  Parry,  to  the  Pole ; 

For -^  if  my  &te  is  to  be  chosen 
"Twixt  bores  and  icebergs  —  on  my  sool, 

I'd  rather,  of  the  two,  be  frozen  I 

» The  Horn  Gate,  throngh  which  the  ancients  siippoeed  aD 
a  dnamB  (siioh  as  those  of  the  Popish  Plot,  etc)  to  past. 
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A  CASE  OF  LIBEL. 
•*  ThA  greater  the  troth,  fhe  worse  fhe  libd.)* 

A  CERTAIN  Sprite,  who  dwells  below, 

('Twere  a  libel,  perhaps,  to  mention  wherSi) 

Came  up  incog,,  some  years  ago. 
To  try,  for  a  change,  the  London  air. 

So  well  he  look'd,  and  dress'd,  and  talk'd, 
And  hid  his  tail  and  horns  so  handy. 

You'd  hardly  have  known  him  as  he  walk'd. 
From  C— e,  or  any  other  Dandy. 

(His  horns,  it  seems,  are  made  t' unscrew; 

So,  he  has  but  to  take  them  out  of  the  socket^ 
And  — just  as  some  fine  husbands  do  — 

Conveniently  clap  them  into  his  pocket 

In  short,  he  look'd  extremely  natty. 

And  ev*n  contrived  —  to  his  own  great  wonder-i 
By  dint  of  sundry  scents  from  G&Uie, 

To  keep  the  sulphurous  hogo  under. 

And  so  my  gentleman  hoof  d  about, 

Unknown  to  all  but  a  chosen  few 
At  White's  and  Crockford's,  where,  no   doubt^ 

He  had  many  post-obits  falling  due. 


Digitized 


by  Google 


SATIRICAL   AND   HUMOROUS   POE1C8.  G9 

Alike  a  gamester  and  a  wit, 

At  night  he  was  seen  with  Crockford's  crew, 
At  mom  with  learned  dames  would  sit— 

So  pass'd  his  time  'twixt  Iflack  and  blue. 

Some  wish'd  to  make  him  an  M.  P^ 

But,  finding  Wilks  was  also  one,  he 
Swore,  in  a  rage,  "  he  'd  be  d— d,  if  he 

"  Would  ever  sit  in  one  house  with  Johnnj. 

At  length,  as  secrets  travel  fast, 

And  devils,  whether  he  or  she, 
Are  sure  to  be  found  out  at  last, 

The  affiur  got  wind  most  rapidly. 

The  Press,  the  impartial  Press,  that  snube 
Alike  a  fiend's  or  an  angel's  capers  — 

Miss  Paton's  soon  as  Beelzebub's  — 
Fir'd  off  a  squib  in  the  morning  papers : 

"  We  warn  good  men  to  keep  aloof 
"  From  a  grim  old  Dandy,  seen  about, 

"  With  a  fire-proof  wig,  and  a  cloven  hoof 
"  Through  a  neat>cut  Hoby  smoking  out* 

Now,  —  the  Devil  being  a  gentleman, 

Who  piques  himself  on  well-bred  dealings,— 

Tou  may  guess,  when  o'er  these  lines  he  ran, 
How  much  they  hurt  and  shock'd  his  feelings. 
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Away  he  posts  to  a  Man  of  Law, 
And  'twould  make  jou  laugh  could  jou  have  i 
'em, 
As  paw  shook  hand,  and  hand  shook  paw, 
And  'twas  "  hail,  good  fellow,  well  met,"  between 
'em.  I 

Straight  an  indictment  was  preferr'd— 
And  much  the  Devil  enjoj'd  the  jest. 

When,  asking  about  the  Bench,  he  heard 
That,  of  all  the  Judges,  his  own  was  Best.^ 

In  vain  Defendant  proffer'd  proof 

That  Plaintiflfs  self  was  the  Father  of  Evil— 
Brought  Hoby  forth,  to  swear  to  the  hoof. 

And  Stultz  to  speak  to  the  tail  of  the  DeviL 

The  Jury  (saints,  all  snug  and  rich. 
And  readers  of  virtuous  Sunday  papers) 

Found  for  the  Plaintiff —  on  hearing  which 
The  Devil  gave  one  of  his  lofUest  capers. 

For  oh,  'twas  nuts  to  the  Father  of  Lies 
(As  this  wily  fiend  is  nam'd  in  the  Bible) 

To  find  it  settled  by  laws  so  wise, 
That  the  greater  the  truth,  the  worse  the  libd  I 

^  A  celebrated  Judge,  so  named. 
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LITERARY  ADVERTISEMENT. 

Wanted — Authors  of  all-work,  to  job  for  the  sea- 
son. 

No  matter  which  party,  so  &ithful  to  neither ; 
Good  hacks,  who,  if  pos'd  for  a  rhyme  or  a  reason. 

Can  manage,  like  •••••*,  to  do  without  either. 

If  in  gaol,  all  the  better  for  out-o*-door  topics ; 

Your  gaol  is  for  Travellers  a  charming  retreat ; 
They  can  take  a  day's  rule  for  a  trip  to  the  Tropics, 

And  sail  round  the  world,  at  their  ease,  in  the 
Fleet 

For  a  Dramatist,  too,  the  most  useful  of  schools  — 
He  can  study  high  life  in  the  King's  Bench  com- 
munity ; 

Aristotle  could  scarce  keep  him  more  within  nUeSy 
And  ofphce  he,  at  least,  must  adhere  to  the  unitif. 

Any  lady  or  gentleman,  come  to  an  age 
To  have  good  ^  Beminiscences "  (three-score  or 
higher), 
Will  meet  with  encouragement — so  much,  per  page, 
And  the  speUing  and  grammar  both  found  by  the 
buyer. 

{7o  matter  with  what  their  remembrance  is  stock'd. 
So  they'll  only  remember  the  qiumtum  desired ; -^ 
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Enough  to  fill  handsomelj  Two  Volumes,  ocLy 
Price  twentj-four  shillings,  is  all  that's  requir'd. 

They  may  treat  us,  like  Kellj,  with  old  Jeii-cT  esprits 
Like  Dibdin,  may  tell  of  each  farcical  frolic ; 

Or  kindly  inform  U8|  like  Madame  Glenlis,* 
That  gingerbread-cakes  always  give  them   the 
colic 

Wanted,  also,  a  new  stock  of  Pamphlets  on  Com, 
By  ^  Farmers  '*  and  "  Landholders  "  —  (worthies 
whose  lands 
Endos'd  all  in  bow-pots,  their  attics  adorn. 

Or,  whose  share  of  the  soil  may  be  seen  on  their 
hands). 

No-Popery  Sermons,  in  ever  so  dull  a  vein. 

Sure  of  a  market;  —  should  they,  too,  who  pen 
'em. 

Be  renegade  Papiats,  like  Murtagh  0'Sullivan,t 
Something  extra  allow'd  for  the'  additional  venom. 

Funds,  Physic,  Com,  Poetry,  Boxing,  Bomanoe, 
All  excellent  subjects  for  turning  a  penny ;  — 


*  rhi«  lady  also  fkyoura  us,  in  her  Memdn,  witb  the  addresi 
jf  those  apothecaries,  who  haye,  from  time  to  time,  giyen  her 
pills  that  agreed  with  her;  always  desiring  that  the  pills  should 
ht  ordered  ^^commepour  eUe,** 

t  A  gentleman,  who  distlngoished  himself  by  his  eyidmiM 
>  the  Irish  Committees. 
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To  write  upon  all  h  an  author's  sole  chance 

For  attaimng,  at  last,  the  least  knowledge  of  Ofiy. 

Nine  times  out  of  ten,  if  his  title  is  good, 

The  material  vnthin  of  small  consequence  is ;  — 

Let  him  only  write  fine,  and,  if  not  understood. 
Why  —  that's  the  concern  of  the  reader,  not  his. 

Nota  Bene  —  an  Essay,  now  printing,  to  show, 
That  Horace  (as  clearly  as  words  could  express  it) 

Was  for  taxing  the  Fund-holders,  ages  ago. 

When  he  wrote  thus  —  "  Quodcunque  in  Fund  is, 
assess  iL*'  * 


THE  IRISH  SLAVB.t 

1817 
I  HEARD,  as  I  lay,  a  wailing  sound, 

"  He  is  dead  —  he  is  dead,"  the  rumour  flew ; 
And  I  rais'd  my  chain,  and  tum'd  me  round, 

And  ask'd,  through  the  dungeon-window,  ^Who  ?  * 

I  saw  my  livid  tonnentors  pass ; 

Their  grief  'twas  bliss  to  hear  and  see  I 
For,  never  came  joy  to  them,  alas. 

That  didn't  bring  deadly  bane  to  me. 

*  According  to  the  common  reading,  **qnodcunqiie  faiftiDdl^ 
t  Written  on  the  death  of  the  Duke  of  York. 
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Eager  I  look'd  tihrough  the  mist  of  night, 
And  ask'd,  ^  What  foe  of  mj  race  hath  died? 

•*  Is  it  he — that  Douhter  of  law  and  right, 
^  Whom  nothing  hut  wrong  could  e'er  decide  — 

^  Who,  long  as  he  sees  hut  wealth  to  win, 
"  Hath  never  yet  felt  a  qualm  or  doubt 

"What  suitors  for  justice  he'd  keep  in, 

"  Or  what  suitors  for  freedom  he'd  shut  out  — 

•*  Who,  a  dog  for  ever  on  Truth's  advance, 

^  Hangs  round  her  (like  the  Old  Man  of  the  Sea 

**  Bound  Sinbad's  neck  *),  nor  leaves  a  chance 
«  Of  shaking  him  off— is 't  he?  is't  he?" 

Ghastly  my  grim  tormentors  smil'd. 
And  thrusting  me  back  to  my  den  of  woe, 

With  a  laughter  even  more  fierce  and  wild 
Than  their  funeral  howling,  answer'd  "  No.** 

But  the  cry  still  pierc'd  my  prison-gate. 
And  again  I  ask'd,  "  What  scourge  is  gone? 

**  Is  it  he  —  that  Chief,  so  coldly  great, 
"  Whom  Fame  unwillingly  shines  upon  — 

"  Whose  name  is  one  of  the*  ill-omen'd  words 
"They  link  with  hate,  on  his  native  plains; 

•  ''Toi;  fell,  said  they,  into  the  hands  of  the  Old  Man  of  tiie 
Sea,  and  are  the  first  who  ever  escaped  strangling  by  his  maH 
tiooB  tricks^'  —  Story  of  Sinbad, 
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^  Aud  why  ?  —  they  lent  him  hearts  and  swords, 
^  And  he,  in  return,  gaye  sco£&  and  chains  I 

•*  Is  it  he  ?  is  it  he  ?  **  I  loud  inquir'd, 

When,  hark  I  -^  there  sounded  a  Bojal  knell ; 

And  I  knew  what  spirit  had  just  expir'd. 
And,  slave  as  I  was,  my  triumph  felL 

He  had  pledg'd  a  hate  unto  me  and  mine, 

He  had  left  to  the  future  nor  hope  nor  choice, 

But  seal'd  that  hate  with  a  Name  Divine, 

And  he  now  was  dead,  and  —  I  couldn't  rejoice  t 

He  had  fann'd  afresh  the  burning  brands 

Of  a  bigotry  waxing  cold  and  dim ; 
He  had  arm'd  anew  my  torturers'  hands. 

And  them  did  I  curse  —  but  sigh'd  for  him. 

'''or,  his  was  the  error  of  head,  not  heart ; 

And  —  oh,  how  beyond  the  ambush'd  foe, 
Who  to  enmity  adds  the  traitor's  part, 

And  carries  a  smile,  with  a  curse  below  I 

If  ever  a  heart  made  bright  amends 
For  the  fatal  fault  of  an  erring  head  — 

Go,  learn  his  fame  from  the  lips  of  friends, 
In  the  orphan's  tear  be  his  glory  read. 

A  Prince  without  pride,  a  man  without  guile, 
To  the  last  unchanging,  warm,  sincere. 
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For  Worth  he  had  erer  a  hand  and  smiley 
And  for  Miserj  ever  his  purse  and  tear. 

Touch'd  to  the  heart  by  that  solemn  toll, 
I  calmljr  sunk  in  my  chains  again ; 

While,  still  as  I  said  *^  Heaven  rest  his  soul  I  * 
My  mates  of  the  dungeon  sigh'd  **  Amen  I  ^ 
January,  1827. 


ODE  TO  FERDINAND. 

18ST 
Quit  the  sword,  thou  King  of  men. 

Grasp  the  needle  once  again ; 

Making  petticoats  is  far 

Safer  sport  than  making  war ; 

Trimming  is  a  better  thing, 

Than  the  being  trimm'd,  oh  King  I 

Grasp  the  needle  bright  with  which 

Thou  didst  for  the  Virgin  stitch 

Garment,  such  as  ne'er  before 

Monarch  stitch'd  or  Virgin  wore. 

Not  for  her,  oh  semster  nimble  1 

Do  I  now  invoke  thy  thimble ; 

Not  for  her  thy  wanted  aid  is, 

But  for  certain  grave  old  ladies. 

Who  now  sit  in  England's  cabinet, 

Waiting  to  be  clothed  in  tabinet, 
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Or  whatever  choice  etoffe  is 

Fit  for  Dowagers  in  office. 

First,  thy  care,  oh  Eang,  devote 

To  Dame  Eld — ^n's  petdcoat 

Make  it  of  that  silk,  whose  dye 

Shi^  for  ever  to  the  eye. 

Just  as  if  it  hardly  knew 

Whether  to  be  pink  or  blue. 

Or — material  fitter  yet  — 

If  thou  could'st  a  remnant  get 

Of  that  stuff,  with  which,  of  old, 

Sage  Penelope,  we're  told, 

Still  by  doing  and  undoing. 

Kept  her  suitors  always  wooing — 

That's  the  stuff  which  I  pronounce,  is 

Fittest  for  Dame  Eldon's  flounces. 

After  this,  well  try  thy  hand,        • 
Mantua-making  Ferdinand, 
For  old  Goody  Westmoreland ; 
One  who  loves,  like  Mother  Cole, 
Church  and  State  with  all  her  soul ; 
And  has  pass'd  her  life  in  frolics 
Worthy  of  your  Apostolics. 
Choose,  in  dressing  this  old  flirt, 
Something  that  wo'n't  show  the  dirt^ 
As,  from  habit,  every  minute 
Goody  Westmoreland  is  in  it 

This  is  all  I  now  shall  ask. 
Hie  thee,  monarch,  to  thy  task ; 


Digitized 


by  Google 


IS  SATIRICAL   AND   HUMOROUS   POEMS. 

Finish  Eldon's  frills  and  borders, 
Then  return  for  further  orders. 
Oh  what  progress  for  our  sake, 
Kings  in  millinery  make  I 
Ribands,  garters,  and  such  things, 
Are  supplied  by  other  Kings  — 
Ferdinand  his  rank  denotes 
By  providing  petticoats* 


HAT  YBRSus  WIG. 

1827. 
*At  fhe  intennent  of  the  Duke  of  Tork,  Lord  Eldon,  in  order  to  | 
against  the  effects  of  the  damp,  stood  upon  his  liat  dozing  the  wholt  of 
the  oeicmony." 

metos  omnes  et  inexontbile  fttnm 

Sot^jecit  pedibos,  streidtamqne  Aeherontis  aTBcL 

TwixT  Eldon's  Hat  and  Eldon's  Wig 
There  lately  rose  an  altercation,  — 

Each  with  its  own  importance  big. 

Disputing  which  most  serves  the  natioiL 

Quoth  Wig,  with  consequential  air, 
"  Pooh !  pooh  1  you  surely  can't  design, 

"  My  worthy  beaver,  to  compare 

^  Your  station  in  the  state  with  mine. 

**  Who  meets  the  learned  legal  crew? 

"  Who  fronts  the  lordly  Senate's  pride? 
"  The  Wig,  the  Wig,  my  friend  —  while  you 

"  Hang  dangling  on  «ome  peg  outside. 
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«  Oh,  'tis  the  Wig,  that  rules,  like  Love, 
^  Senate  and  Court,  with  like  ecl^a  — 

*  And  wards  below,  and  lords  above, 
^  For  Law  is  Wig  and  Wig  is  Law!  • 

«  Who  tried  the  long,  Lang  Wellbslet  suit, 
^  Which  tried  one's  patience,  in  return  ? 

"  Not  thou,  oh  Hat  I  —  though,  could* st  thou  do't, 
^  Of  other  hrims  f  than  thine  thou'dst  learn 

^  T  was  mine  our  master's  t(Hl  to  share ; 

"  When,  like  *  Truepenny,'  in  the  play,  J 
**  He,  every  minute,  cried  out  *  Swear,' 

^  And  merrily  to  swear  went  they ;  —  § 

«  When,  loth  poor  Wblleslet  to  condemn,  h6 
^  With  nice  discrimination  weigh'd, 

"  Whether  'twas  only  *  Hell  and  Jemmy,' 
"  Or  <  HeU  and  Tommy '  that  he  pla/d. 

^  No,  no,  my  worthy  beaver,  no  — 

^  Though  cheapen'd  at  the  cheapest  hatter's. 


•  <*  Love  roles  the  court,  the  camp,  the  grove, 
And  men  below  and  gods  above. 
For  Love  is  Heav*n  and  Heav*n  is  Love.** — Soott. 
t  "j5r«» —  a  naughty  woman.**  —  Gbosb. 
X  ^^Ghoa  [beneath]  — Swear! 

^£am^— Ha,  ha  I  say'st  thon  so?    Art  thou  there,  Tma 
,enny?    CJome  on.** 
4  His  Lordehip*8  demand  for  fresh  affidavits  was  incessant 
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**  And  smart  enough,  as  beavers  go, 

"  Thou  ne'er  wert  made  for  public  mattera." 

Here  Wig  ccmcluded  his  oration, 
Looking,  as  wigs  do,  wondrous  wise ; 

While  thus,  full  cock'd  for  declamation, 
The  veteran  Hat  enraged  replies :  — 

^  Ha !  dost  thou  then  so  soon  forget 

**  What  thou,  what  England  owes  to  me  ? 

^  Ungrateful  Wig !  —  when  will  a  debt, 
"  So  deep,  so  vast,  be  owed  to  thee  ? 

"  Think  of  that  night,  that  fearful  night, 
"  When,  through  the  steaming  vault  below, 

"  Our  master  dar'd,  in  gout's  despite, 
"  To  venture  his  podagric  toe  I 

"  Who  was  it  then,  thou  boaster,  say, 

^  When  thou  had'st  to  thy  box  sneak'd  ofl^ 

**  Beneath  his  feet  protecting  lay, 

^  And  sav'd  him  from  a  mortal  cough? 

**  Think,  if  Catarrh  had  quench'd  that  sun, 
"  How  blank  this  world  had  been  to  thee  I 

"  Without  that  head  to  shine  upon, 
"  Oh  Wig,  where  would  thy  glory  be  ? 

*  You,  too,  ye  Britons,  —  had  this  hope 

"  Of  Church  and  state  been  ravish'd  from  ye^ 
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'^  Oh  thinky  how  CanmDg  and  the  Pope 
^  Would  then  have  plaj'd  up  '  Hell  and  Tom- 
my  I' 

•*  At  sea,  there 's  but  a  plank,  they  say, 

"  'Twixt  seamen  and  annihilation ; 
"  A  Hat,  that  awfiil  moment,  lay 

^  'Twixt  England  and  Emancipation  I 

*Oh!Il '^ 

At  this^Ohlll-  The  TVmei'Ee. 
porter 
Was  taken  poorly,  and  retired ; 
Which  made  him  cut  Hat's  rhetoric  shorter. 
Than  justice  to  the  case  requir'd. 

On  his  return,  he  found  these  shocks 

Of  eloquence  all  ended  quite ; 
And  Wig  lay  snoring  in  his  box, 

And  Hat  was  —  hung  up  for  the  nighL 

VOL.  m.  6 
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THE  PEBIWINKLES  AND  THE  LOCUSTS. 

A  SAIiMAOnNDIAN  HTXN. 

*To  Puraige  was  aadgned  the  Lairdship  of  Sahnagandl,  idiSeh  wm 
jearly  worth  6,789,106,788  ryals,  beddes  the  leTenne  of  the  Locusts  aai 
FerimmkUs,  amounting  one  year  with  another  to  the  yalae  of  2,4ffi,- 
768,*'  etc.  etc. — Rabm.aib. 

**  Hurra  !  hurra !  '*  I  heard  them  say, 
And  they  cheer'd  and  shouted  all  the  way, 
As  the  Laird  of  Salmagundi  went, 
To  open  m  state  his  Parliament 

The  Salmagundians  once  were  rich, 

Or  thought  they  were  —  no  matter  which  — 

For,  every  year,  the  Revenue  * 

From  their  Periwinkles  larger  grew ; 

And  their  rulers,  skill'd  in  all  the  trick 

And  legerdemain  of  arithmetic, 

Knew  how  to  place,  1,  2,  3,  4, 

5,  6,7,  8,  and  9  and  10, 
Such  various  ways,  behind,  before, 
That  they  made  a  unit  seem  a  score. 

And  prov*d  themselves  most  wealthy  men  I 
So,  on  they  went,  a  prosperous  crew, 

The  people  wise,  the  rulers  clever  — 
And  God  help  those,  like  me  and  you, 

*  Accented  as  in  Swift's  line — 

••Not  so  a  nation's  revennes  are  paid.*' 
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Who  dar'd  to  doubt  (as  some  now  do) 
That  the  Periwinkle  Revenue 

Would  thus  go  flourishing  on  for  eyer* 

*  Hurra  1  hurra  I "  I  heard  them  say, 
And  they  cheer*d  and  shouted  all  the  way, 
As  the  Great  Panurge  in  glory  went 
To  open  his  own  dear  Parliament. 

But  folks  at  length  began  to  doubt 
What  all  this  conjuring  was  about ; 
For,  every  day,  more  deep  in  debt 
They  saw  their  wealthy  rulers  get :  — 
^  Let's  look  (said  they)  the  items  through 
**  And  see  if  what  we're  told  be  true 
**  Of  our  Periwinkle  Revenue." 
But,  lord !  they  found  there  wasn't  a  tittle 

Of  truth  in  aught  they  heard  before ; 
For,  they  gain'd  by  Periwinkles  little, 

And  lost  by  Locusts  ten  times  more  I 
These  Locusts  are  a  lordly  breed 
Some  Salmagundians  love  to  feed. 
Of  all  the  beasts  that  ever  were  bom. 
Your  Locust  most  delights  in  com  ; 
And,  though  his  body  be  but  small. 
To  fatten  him  takes  the  devl  and  all  I 
"  Oh  fie  I  oh  fie  I "  was  now  the  cry. 
As  they  saw  the  gaudy  show  go  by. 
And  the  Laird  of  Salmagundi  went 
To  open  his  Locust  Parliament ! 
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NEW  CREATION  OF  PEERS. 

BATCH  THE  FIRST. 

^  His  prentice  han' 
He  tried  on  man, 
And  tben  he  mado  the  Iwnfifi " 

1827. 
^  And  now,"  quoth  the  Minister,  (eas'd  of  his  panics. 

And  ripe  for  each  pastime  the  summer  affords,) 
•*  Having  had  our  full  swing  at  destroying  mechanicsi 

"  By  way  of  set-off]  let  us  make  a  few  Lords. 

'^Tis    pleasant  —  while    nothing    but    mercantile 
fractures, 
^  Some  simple,  some  compound^  is  dinn'd  in  our 
ears  — 
'^  To  think  that,  though  robb'd  of  all  coarse  manu- 
factures, 
"  We  still  have  our  fine  manufacture  of  Peers ;  — 

<<  Those  Gobelin  productions,  which  Kings  take  a 
pride 
^'  In  engrossing  the  whole  fabrication  and  trade  of; 
•*  Choice  tapestry  things,  very  grand  on  one  side, 
^But  showing,  on  t'other,  what  rags  they  are 
made  of." 

Fhe  plan  being  fix'd,  raw  material  was  sought,  — 
No  matter  how  middling,  if  Tory  the  creed  be ; 
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▲ad  first,  to  begin  with,  Squire  W ,  'twas 

thought, 
For  a  Lord  was  as  raw  a  material  as  need  be. 

Next  came,  with  his  penchant  for  painting  and  pel^ 
The  tasteful  Sir  Charles,*  so  renowned,  £ur  and 
near. 

For  purchasing  pictures,  and  seUing  himself  ^- 
And  bath  (as  the  public  well  knows)  very  deaf* 

Beside  him  Sir  John  comes,  with  equal  edat^  in  ;^ 
Stand    forth,  chosen    pair,  while  for  titles  we 
measure  ye ; 
Both  connoisseur  baronets,  both  fond  of  drawing^ 
Sir  John,  after  nature.  Sir  Charles,  on  the  Treas- 
ury. 

But,  bless  us ! — behold  a  new  candidate  come  — 
In  his  hand  he  upholds  a  prescription,  new  written; 

He  poiseth  a  pill-box  *twixt  finger  and  thumb. 
And  he  asketh  a  seat  'mong  the  Peers  of  Great 
Britain!! 

^  Forbid  it,"  cried  Jenky, "  ye  Viscounts,  ye  Earls !  — 
"  Oh  Rank,  how  thy  glories  would  fall  disenchantedr 

*  If  coronets  glisten'd  with  pills  'stead  of  pearls, 
**And  the  strawberry-leaves   were  by   rhubarb 
supplanted ! 

•  Created  Lord  Famborough. 
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«  No  —  ask  it  not,  ask  it  not,  dear  Doctor  Holford— 
**  If  nought  but  a  Peerage  can  gladden  thy  life, 

•*  And  young  Master  Holford  as  yet  is  too  small  for't, 
**  Sweet  Doctor,  we  '11  make  a  she  Peer  of  thy  wife. 

•*  Next  to  bearing  a  coronet  on  our  ovm  brows, 
"  Is  to  bask  in  its  light  from  the  brows  of  another ; 

**  And  grandeur  o*er  thee  shall  reflect  from  thy  spouse, 
**As  o'er  Vesey  Fitzgerald  'twill  shine  through 
his  mother."  * 

Thus  ended  the  First  Batch  —  and  Jenky,  much  tir'd 
(It  being  no  joke  to  make  Lords  by  the  heap). 

Took  a  large  dram  of  ether  —  the  same  that  inspired 
His  speech  'gainst  the  Papists  —  and  pros'd  off  to 
sleep. 

•  Among  the  persons  mentioned  as  likely  to  be  raised  to  tlM 
Paeiase  are  the  mother  of  Mr.  Vese j  Fitzgerald,  etc 
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SPEECH  ON  THE  UMBRELLA*  QUESTION. 

BT  LOBD  ELDON. 

<*Toi  ummbuOu  fidao."  t — -Se  JimmwS.'  Gmmdi  OtAmnmn. 

1827. 
BiT  Lords,  I'm  accus'd  of  a  trick  that,  God  knows,  is 

The  last  into  which,  at  my  age,  I  could  Ml  — 
Of  leading  this  grave  House  of  Peers,  by  their  noses, 
Wherever  I  choose,  princes,  bishops,  and  alL 

My  Lords,  on  the  question  before  us  at  present, 
No  doubt  I  shall  hear,  ^'  'Tis  that  cursed  old  fellow, 

^  That  bugbear  of  all  that  is  lib'ral  and  pleasant, 
"  Who  wo'n't  let  the  Lords  give  the  man  his  um- 
brella!" 

God  forbid  that  your  Lordships  should  knuckle  to 
me; 
I  am  ancient —  but  were  I  as  old  as  King  Priam, 

•  A  case  which  interested  the  public  very  much  at  this  periocl 
A  gentleman  of  the  name  of  Bell,  having  lefb  his  mnbrella  behind 
him  in  the  House  of  Lords,  the  doorkeepers  (standing,  no  doubt, 
on  the  privileges  of  that  noble  body)  refused  to  restore  it  to  him; 
and  the  above  speech,  which  may  be  considered  as  a  pendomt  to 
that  of  the  Learned  Earl  on  the  Catholic  Question,  arose  out  of 
Ihe  transaction. 

t  From  Mr.  Canning's  translation  of  Jekyl*8  — 
*•  I  say,  my  good  fellows. 
As  you  've  no  umbrellas." 
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Not  much,  I  confess,  to  jour  credit  'twould  be, 
To  mind  such  a  twaddling  old  Trojan  as  I  am* 

I  own,  of  our  Protestant  laws  I  am  jealous. 

And,  long  as  God  spares  me,  will  always  maintain, 

That,  imce  having  taken  men's  rights,  or  umbrellas, 
We  ne'er  should  consent  to  restore  them  again. 

What  security  have  you,  ye  Bishops  and  Peers, 

If  thus  you  give  back  Mr.  Bell's  parapluie, 
That  he  mayn't,  with  its  stick,  come  about  all  your 
ears. 
And  then  —  whert  would  your  Protestant  periwigs 
be? 

No,  heaVn  be  my  judge,  were  I  dying  to-day. 

Ere  I  dropp'd  in  the  grave,  like  a  medlar  that's 
mellow, 
**  For  God's  sake  " — at  that  awful  moment  I  'd  say  — 
"For  God's  sake,  donH  give  Mr.  Bell  his   um- 
brella." 

[''This  address,*'  says  a  ministerial  jonmal,  "delivered  witii 
amazing  emphasis  and  earnestness,  occasioned  an  extraordmary 
lensation  in  the  House.  Nothing,  since  the  memorable  addrew 
of  the  Duke  of  York  has  produced  so  remarkable  an  unpresaioii.'*] 
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A  PASTORAL  BALLAD. 

BY  JOHN  BULL. 

DuMtn,  March  12, 1827.— Friday,  after  the  arriyal  of  the  packet  brii^' 
tng  the  account  of  the  defeat  of  the  Catholic  Question,  in  the  Home  of 
GommooA,  orders  were  sent  to  the  Pigeon  House  to  forward  hiXfiSXXi 
ronnds  of  musket-ball  cartridge  to  the  different  garrisons  round  ths 
oofontry.  —  Freeman's  Journal. 

I  HAVE  found  out  a  gift  for  my  Erin, 
A  gift  that  will  surely  content  her ;  — 

Sweet  pledge  of  a  love  so  endearing  I 
Five  millions  of  bullets  I've  sent  her* 

She  ask'd  me  for  Freedom  and  Eight, 
But  ill  she  her  wants  understood ; — 

Ball  cartridges,  morning  and  night. 
Is  a  dose  that  will  do  her  more  good. 

There  is  hardly  a  day  of  our  lives 
But  we  read,  in  some  amiable  trials, 

How  husbands  make  love  to  their  wives 
Through  the  medium  of  hemp  and  of  phials^ 

One  thinks,  with  his  mistress  or  mate 
A  good  halter  is  sure  to  agree  — 

That  love-knot  which,  early  and  late, 
I  have  tried,  my  dear  Erin,  on  thee. 

While  another,  whom  Hymen  has  bless'd 
With  a  wife  that  is  not  over  placid. 
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Consigns  the  dear  diarmer  to  rest, 
With  a  dose  of  the  best  Prussic  add. 

Thus,  Erin !  my  love  do  I  show  — 
Thus  quiet  thee,  mate  of  my  bed  I 

And,  as  poison  and  hemp  are  too  slow  — 
Do  thy  business  with  bullets  instead. 

Should  thy  faith  in  my  medicine  be  shaken. 
Ask  Roden,  that  mildest  of  saints ; 

Hell  tell  thee,  lead,  inwardly  taken. 
Alone  can  remove  thy  complaints ;  — 

That,  blest  as  thou  art  in  thy  lot, 

Nothing's  wanted  to  make  it  more  pleasanft 
But  being  hang'd,  tortur'd,  and  shot, 

Much  oft'ner  than  thou  art  at  present. 

Even  Wellington's  self  hath  averr'd 
Thou  art  yet  but  half  sabred  and  hung. 

And  I  lov'd  him  the  more  when  I  heard 
Such  tenderness  fall  from  his  tongue. 

So  take  the  five  millions  of  pills. 
Dear  partner,  I  herewith  inclose ; 

•Tis  the  cure  that  all  quacks  for  thy  ills, 
From  Cromwell  to  Eldon,  propose. 

And  you,  ye  brave  bullets  that  go. 
How  I  wish  that,  before  you  set  out, 
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The  Devil  of  the  Freischutz  could  know, 
The  good  work  you  are  going  about 

For  he'd  charm  ye,  in  spite  of  your  lead. 

Into  such  supernatural  wit, 
That  you'd  all  of  you  know,  as  you  sped, 

Where  a  bullet  of  sense  ought  to  hit. 


A  LATE  SCENE  AT  SWANAGE.* 

Begnis  KZHnil  ademtto.  Yiaa. 

1827. 
To  Swanage  —  that  neat  little  town,  in  whose  bay 

Fair  Thetis  shows  off,  in  her  best  silver  slippers  — 
Lord  Bags  f  took  his  annual  trip  t'  other  day, 

To  taste  the  sea  breezes,  and  chat  with  the  dippers. 

There  —  leam'd  as  he  is  in  conundrums  and  laws  — 
Quoth  he  to  his  dame  (whom  he  oft  plays  the 
wag  on), 
"Why  are  chancery  suitors  like  bathers  ?  "  —  "  Be- 
cause 
"  Their  suits  are  put  off,  till — they  have  n't  a  rag 
on." 

*  A  small  bathing-place  on  the  coast  of  DoreetRbire,  long  a 
fitvonrite  summer  resort  of  the  ex-nobleman  in  question,  and, 
ffU  Ihii  season^  much  frequented  also  by  gentlemen  of  the  choroh. 

t  The  Lord  Chancellor  Eldon. 
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Thus  on  he  went  chatting — but,  lo,  while  he  chats. 
With  a  face  full  of  wonder  around  him  he  looks ; 

For  he  misses  his  parsons,  his  dear  shovel  hats, 
Who  used  to  flock  round  him  at  Swanage  like  rooks. 

*How  is  this,  Lady  Bags?  —  to  this  region  aquatic 

**  Last  year  they  came  swarming,  to  make  me  their 

bow, 

"  As  thick  as  Burke's  cloud  o'er  the  vales  of  Carnatic, 

"Deans,  Rectors,  D. D.'s  —  where  the  dev'l  are 

they  now  ?  " 

•*  My  dearest  Lord  Bags  I "  saith  his  dame,  "  can 
you  doubt  ? 
"  I  am  loth  to  remind  you  of  things  so  unpleasant ; 
*  But  do  nH  you   perceive,  dear,  the  Church  have 
found  out 
"That  you're  one  of  the  people  call'd  Eaf^  at 
present  ?  " 

"Ah,  true  —  you  have  hit  it  —  I  aw,  indeed,  one 
"  Of  those  ill-fated  Ex's  (his  Lordship  replies), 

•*  And,  with  tears,  I  confess  —  God  forgive  me  the 
pun!  — 
"  We  X's  have  proved  ourselves  not  to  be  YbT 
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WOI  WO!* 

Wo,  WO  unto  him  who  would  check  or  disturb  it — 
That  beautiful  Light,  which  is  now  on  its  way ; 

YHiich,  beaming,  at  first,  o'er  the  bogs  of  Belturbet, 
Now  brightens  sweet  Ballinafad  with  its  ray  I 

Oh  Famham,  Saint  Famham,  how  much  do  we  owe 
thee ! 

How  form'd  to  all  tastes  are  thy  various  employs  I 
The  old,  as  a  catcher  of  Catholics,  know  thee, 

The  young,  as  an  amateur  scourger  of  boys. 

Wo,  wo  to  the  man,  who  such  doings  would 
smother !  — 

On,  Luther  of  Cavan  I     On,  Saint  of  Kilgroggy  I 
With  whip  in  one  hand,  and  with  Bible  in  't  other, 

Like  Mungo's  tormentor,  both   "preachee  and 


Come,  Saints  from  all  quarters,  and  marshal  his  way ; 

Come,  Lorton,  who,  scorning  profane  erudition, 
Popp'd  Shakspeare,  they  say,  in  the  river,  one  day, 

Though  'twas  only  old  Bowdler's  Velluti  edition. 

♦  Suggested  by  a  speech  of  the  Bishop  of  Chester  on  the  sub- 
ject of  the  New  Reformation  in  Ireland,  in  which  his  Lordship 
denounced  "Wo!  Wo!  Wo!"  pretty  abundantly  on  all  i 
wlio  dared  to  interfare  with  Its  progress. 
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Come,  Boden,  who  doubtest — so  mild  are  thj 
views  — 

Whether  Bibles  or  bullets  are  best  for  the  iiati<» ; 
Who  leav'st  to  poor  Faddy  no  medium  to  choose, 

Twixt  good  old  Bebellion  and  new  Reformation* 

What  more  from  her  Saints  can  Hibernia  require  ? 

St  Bridget,  of  yore,  like  a  dutiful  daughter, 
Supplied  her,  'tis  said,  with  perpetual  fire,* 

And  Saints  keep  her,  nowy  in  eternal  hot  watec 

Wo,  wo  to  the  man,  who  would  check  their  career, 
Or  stop  the  Millennium,  that's  sure  to  await  na^ 

When,  bless'd  with  an  orthodox  crop  every  year, 
We  shall  learn  to  raise  Protestants,  fast  as  potft* 
toes. 

In  kidnapping  Papists,  our  rulers,  we  know. 
Had  been  trying  their  talent  for  many  a  day ; 

Tin  Famham,  when  all  had  been  tried,  came  to 
show, 
Like  the  Grerman  flearcatcher, "  anoder  goot  way.* 

And    nothing's  more  simple  than   Farnham's  re- 
ceipt ;  — 
*  Catch  your  Catholic,  first — soak  him  well  is 
poteen  —  f 


•  The  faiextingiiishable  fire  of  St  Bridji^t,  at  Kildare. 
t  Whiskey. 
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*  AM  wJjcixy  S3uce/  ^d  th^  thing  is  complc^te 
"  Y014  way  serv^  up  ypur  Protestant,  smoking  and 
ckan." 

"Wo,  wo  to  the  wag,  who  would  laugh  at  such 
cookery ! " 

Thus,  from  his  perch,  did  I  hear  ^  black  crow  f 
Oftw  angrily  out,  while  the  rest  of  the  rookery 

(^n'd  their  bills,  and  re-iecho'd  "  Wp  I  wo  T* 


TOUT  POUB  LA  TEIPE. 

K U;  In  <Xiiiia  or  Among  tb«BfttiTe8  of  iBdia,  proclaimed  dvfl  advantages 
idiich  were  connected  ivith  religions  nsageB,  little  as  we  might  Talue 
fhoae  forms  in  onr  hearts,  we  should  think  common  decency  required  i)a 
to  abstain  flrom  tgreating  them  witii  oflfensiye  contomdy  j  and,  tbongli 
jDiiM*  to  ooQflider  themaaored,  wo  would  not  sneer  at  tbe  pameof  Fof, 
or  l^u^  at  the  imputed  diTlnity  of  Yigthnou,^^—  CowUr^  Tuetda^f 
Jan,  16. 

1827. 

Cove,  take  my  advice,  never  trouble  your  cranium, 
When  "  civil  advMitagcs  "  are  to  be  gain'd, 

What  god  or  what  goddess  may  help  to  obtain  you 
'em, 
IJindoo  or  Chinese,  so  they're  only  ofotain'd. 

•  "  We  understand  that  several  applications  have  lately  been 
Ibtde  to  the  Protesiknt  clergymen  of  this  town  by  fellows,  in- 
fairing  *  What  are  they  giving  a  head  for  converts  ?  * "  —  Wea^ 
ford  Post, 

t  Of  the  rook  species  —  Conms  frugiUgw^  i.  e.  a  great  coo- 
immer  of  com. 
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In  this  world  (let  me  hint  in  jonr  organ  auricnUur) 
All  the  good  things  to  good  hypocrites  fall ; 

And  he,  who  in  swallowing  creeds  is  particolar, 
Soon  will  have  nothing  to  swallow  at  alL 

Oh  place  me  where  Fo  (or,  as  some  call  him,  FoC) 
Is  the  god,  from  whom  ^  civil  advantages  "  flow, 

And  you  11  find,  if  there's  any  thing  snug  to  be  got^ 
I  shall  soon  be  on  excellent  terms  with  old  Fo. 

Or  were  I  where  Vishnu^  that  four-handed  god, 
Is  the  quadruple  giver  of  pensions  and  places, 

I  own  I  should  feel  it  unchristian  and  odd 

Not  to  find  myself  also  in  VtshntCs  good  graces. 

For,  among  all  the  gods  that  humanely  attend 
To  our  wants  in  this  planet,  the  gods  to  my  wishes 

Are  those  that,  like  Vishnu  and  others,  descend 
In  the  form,  so  attractive,  of  loaves  and  of  fishes  I  • 

So,  take  my  advice — for,  if  even  the  devil 
Should  tempt  men  again  as  an  idol  to  try  him, 

Twere  best  for  us  Tories,  even  then,  to  be  civil, 
As  nobody  doubts  we  should  get  something  by 
him. 

*  Yiahnn  was  (as  Sir  W.  Jones  calls  him-)  "  a  pisoifonn  god,** 
-  Us  lint  Abater  being  in  the  shape  of  a  fish. 
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ENIGMA. 
Moostmni  miOft  virtnto  ftdtn^ttwH' 

Come,  riddle-me-ree,  come,  riddle-me-ree, 
And  tell  me  what  mj  name  maj  be. 
I  am  nearly  one  hnndred  and  thirty  years  old, 

And  therefore  no  chicken,  as  you  may  suppose ;  — 
Though  a  dwarf  in  my  youth  (as  my  nurses  have 
told), 
I  have,  ev'ry  year  since,  been  outgrowing  my 
clothes ; 
Till,  at  last,  such  a  corpulent  ^ant  I  stand. 

That,  if  folks  were  to  furnish  me  now  with  a  suit, 
It  would  take  ev*ry  morsel  of  scrip  in  the  land 

But  to  measure  my  bulk  from  the  head  to  the  foot 
Hence,  they  who  maintain  me,  grown  sick  of  my 
stature, 
To  cover  me  nothing  but  rags  will  supply ; 
And  the  doctors  declare  that,  in  due  course  of  na- 
ture. 
About  the  year  80  in  rags  I  shall  die. 
Meanwhile,  I  stalk  hungry  and  bloated  around, 

An  object  of  infrest,  most  painful,  to  all ; 
In  the  warehouse,  the  cottage,  the  palace  I'm  found, 
Holding  citizen,  peasant,  and  king  in  my  thrall. 
Then  riddle-me-ree,  oh  riddle-rae-roe. 
Come,  tell  me  what  my  name  may  be. 

VOL.    III.  7 
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When  the  lord  of  the  oountuig-house  bends  o'er  his 
book, 
Bright  pictures  of  profit  delighting  to  draw, 
O'er  his  shoulders  with  Imrge  dpher  eyeballs  I  look, 
And  down  drops  the  pen  from  his  paralyz'd  paw  I 
Wlien  the  Premier  lies  dreaming  of  dear  Waterloo, 
And  expects  through  amothet  to  caper  and  prank  it, 
You'd  laugh  did  jou  see,  when  I  bellow  out  ^  Boo  I " 
How  he  hides  his  brave  Waterloo  head  in  th0 
bkttket. 
When  mighty  Belshazzar  brims  high  in  the  hall 
His  cup,  full  of  gout,  to  the  Graul's  overthrow, 
Lo,  "  Might  Hundted  Millions  "  I  write  on  the  wall, 
And  the  cup  falls  to  earth  and  —  the  gout  to  his 
toe! 
Bot  the  joy  of  my  heart  is  when  largely  I  cram 
My  maw  with  the  fruits  of  the   Squirearchy's 
itcres, 
And,  knowing  who  made  me  the  thing  that  I  am. 
Like  the  monster  of  Frankenstein,  worry  my 
makers. 

Then  riddle-me*ree,  come,  riddle-nie-ree, 
And  tell,  if  thou  know'st,  who  /may  be. 


Digitized 


by  Google 


SATTRICAL   AND    HUMOROUS   POEMS!  99 

DOGkDAY  BEFLECTIONS. 

BT  ▲  DANDT  EJBPT  IN  TOWB. 

«  Vox  damantlg  In  deierto." 

1627. 

Said  Malthus,  one  day,  to  a  clown 

Lying  stretch'd  on  the  beach,  in  the  son, — 

**  What's  the  number  of  souls  in  this  town  ?'* — 
^  The  number  1  Lord  bless  you,  there's  none. 

**  We  have  nothing  but  dahs  in  this  place, 
"  Of  them  a  great  plenty  there  are ; — 

^  But  the  soleSf  please  your  reVrenee  and  gnodf 
"  Are  all  t'other  side  of  the  bar." 

And  so  'tis  in  London  just  now, 

Not  a  soul  to  be  seen^  up  or  down  ;  — - 

Of  dabs  a  great  glut,  I  allow. 

But  your  soleSf  every  <me,  out  of  tonim. 

East  or  west,  nothing  wond'rous  or  new , 
No  courtship  or  scandal,  worth  knowing ; 

Mrs.  B ,  and  a  Mermaid  *  or  two, 

Are  the  only  loose  fish  that  are  going. 

Ah,  where  is  that  dear  house  of  Peers, 
That,  some  weeks  ago,  kept  us  merry? 

•  One  of  the  shows  of  London. 
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Where,  Eldon,  art  dioa,  with  thy  tears  ? 
And  thou,  with  thy  sense,  Londonderry  ? 

Wise  Marquis,  how  much  the  Lord  May'r, 
In  the  dog-days,  with  Uiee  must  be  puzzled!  — 

It  being  his  task  to  take  care 

That  such  animals  shan't  go  unmuzzled. 

Thou,  too,  whose  political  toils 

Are  so  worthy  a  captain  of  horse  — 

Whose  amendments  *  (like  honest  Sir  Boyle's) 
Are  ^amendmentSy  that  make  matters  worse ;*'\ 

Great  Chieftain,  who  takest  such  pains 
To  prove  —  what  is  granted,  nem,  €<m.  — 

With  how  moderate  a  portion  of  brains 
Some  heroes  contrive  to  get  on. 

And,  thou,  too,  my  Redesdale,  ah,  where 
Is  the  peer,  with  a  star  at  his  button, 

Whose  quarters  could  ever  compare 

With  Redesdale's  five  quarters  of  mutton  ?  J 


0 

*  More  particularly  his  Grace's  celebrated  amendment  to  tha 
Com  Bill;  for  which,  and  the  circumstances  connected  with  it, 
•ee  Annual  Register  for  A.  d.  1827. 

*  From  a  speech  of  Sir  Boyle  Boche*s,  in  the  Irish  House  of 
Commons. 

X  The  learning  his  Lordship  displayed,  on  the  subject  of  the 
butcher's  "fifth  quarter"  of  mutton,  will  not  speedily  be  fber 
gotten. 
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Why,  why  have  ye  taken  your  flight. 

Ye  diverting  and  dignified  crew  ? 
How  ill  do  three  farces  a  night. 

At  the  Haymarket,  pay  us  for  you  I 

For,  what  is  Bomhastes  to  thee. 
My  EUenbro*,  when  thou  look'st  big? 

Or,  Where's  the  burletta  can  be 

Like  Lauderdale's  wit,  and  his  wig? 

I  doubt  if  ev'n  Griffinhoof  *  could 

(Though  GriiOan's  a  comical  lad) 
Invent  any  joke  half  so  good 

As  that  precious  one,  "  This  is  too  bad  I  * 

Then  come  again,  come  again,  Spring  I 
Oh  haste  thee,  with  Fun  in  thy  train ; 

And  —  of  all  things  the  funniest  —  bring 
These  exalted  Grimaldis  again  I 

•  The  mm  de  guerre  under  which  Cohnan  has  written 
^  his  best  fiirces. 
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THE     LIVING  DOG'*  AND  "THE  DEAD 
LlOlf/' 

1828. 

Next  week  will  be  pnbHsh'd  (as  *•  lives  "  are  the 
rage) 

The  whole  Bemimscence^  wond'rons  and  strange, 
Of  a  small  puppy-dog,  that  liVd  <mce  in  the  cage 

Of  the  late  noble  Lion  at  Exeter  'Change. 

Though  the  dog  is  a  dog  of  the  kind  they  call  ^  sad," 
'Tis  a  puppy  that  much  to  good  breeding  pretends; 

And  few  dogB  have  such  opportunities  had 

Of  knowing  how  Lions  behave  —  among  friends ; 

How  that  animal  eats,  how  he  snores,  how  he  drinks. 

Is  all  noted  down  by  this  Bosw^  so  small ; 
And  'tis  plain,  from  each  sentence,  the  puppy-dog 

thinks 
That  the  Lion  was  no  duch  great  things  after  aU. 

Though   he   roar'd  pretty  weU  —  this  the  puppy 
allows  — 
It  was  all,  he  says,  borrow'd  —  all  second-hand 
roar; 
And  he  vastly  prefers  his  own  little  bow-wows 
To  the  loftiest  war-note  the  Lion  could  pour. 

Tis,  indeed,  as  good  fun  as  a  Oynic  could  ask. 
To  see  how  this  cockney-bred  setter  of  rabbits 
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Takes  gravely  the  Lord  of  the  Forest  to  task, 
And  judges  of  Kons  %  puppy-dog  habits. 

Nay,  fed  as  he  was  (and  this  makes  it  a  dark  case) 
With  sops  every  day  from  the  Lion's  own  pan, 

He  lifts  up  his  leg  at  the  noble  beast's  carcass, 
And  —  does  aU  a  dog,  so  diminutive,  can. 

However,  the  book's  a  good  book,  being  rich  in 
Examples  and  warnings  to  lions  high-bred, 

How   they  suffer    small   mongrelly   curs  in  their 

kitchen,  [dead. 

Who'll  feed  on  them  living,  and  foul  them  when 

T.  PiDOOOK. 
Exeter  *  Change, 


ODE  TO  DON  MIGUEL. 

mta,  BniU! 

1828.« 

What  1  Miguel,  not  patriotic?  oh,  fy  I 
After  so  much  good  teaching  'tis  quite  a  take-in^ 
Sir;  — 
First  school'd,  as  you  were,  under  Mettemich's  eye, 
And   then  (as  young  misses  say)  "finish'd"  at 
Windsor  I  f 

•  At  the  commencement  of  this  year,  the  designs  of  Don  ACg> 
uel  and  his  partisans  against  the  constitution  established  by  his 
brother  had  begun  more  openly  to  declare  themselves. 

)  Don  Miguel  had  paid  a  yisit  to  the  English  court,  at  th« 
close  of  the  year  1827. 


Digitized 


by  Google 


104         SATIRICAL   AND   HUMOROUS   POEMS. 

[  ne'er  in  my  life  knew  a  case  that  was  harder ;  — 
Such  feasts  as  you  had,  when  you  made  us  a  call  1 

Three  courses  each  day  from  his  Majesty's  larder,  — 
And  now,  to  turn  absolute  Don,  after  all !  I 

Some  authors,  like  Bayes,  to  the  style  and  the  matter 
Of  each  thing  they  write  suit  the  way  that  they 
diney 

Roast  sirloin  for  Epic,  broil'd  devils  for  Satire, 
And  hotchpotch  and  trifle  for  rhymes  such  as  mine. 

That  Rulers  should  feed  the  same  way,  I've  no 
doubt ; — 

Great  Despots  on  bouiUi  serv'd  up  a  la  Russe^* 
Your  small  Grerman  Princes  on  frogs  and  sour  crout, 

And  your  Vice-roy  of  Hanover  always  on  goose. 

Some  Dons,  too,  have  fancied  (though  this  may  be 
fable) 
A  dish  rather  dear,  if,  in  cooking,  they  blunder 
it;  — 
Not  content  with  the  common  hot  meat  on  a  table,    ' 
They're  partial  (eh,  liiig?)  to  a  dish  ofcold  under 
itit 


•  Dressed  "^ith  a  pint  of  the  strongest  spirits  —  a  favonrita 
dith  of  the  Great  Frederick  of  Prussia,  and  which  he  persevered 
In  eating  even  on  his  death-bed,  much  to  the  horror  of  his  physi- 
cian Zimmerman. 

t  Tliis  quiet  case  of  murder,  with  all  its  particulars  —  the 
hiding  the  body  under  the  dinner-table,  etc.  etc.  —  is,  no  doubt 
irell  known  to  the  reader. 
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No  wonder  a  Don  of  such  appetites  found 
Even  Windsor's  collations  plebeianly  plain ; 

Where  the  dishes  most  high  that  mj  Lady  sends 
round 
Are  her  MairUenon  cutlets  and  soup  a  la  Heine. 

Alas !  that  a  youth  with  such  charming  beginnings* 
Should  sink,  all  at  once,  to  so  sad  a  conclusion, 

And,  what  is  still  worse,  throw  the  losings  and  win* 
nings 
Of  worthies  on  'Change  into  so  much  confusion  I 

The  Bulls,  in  hysterics  —  the  Bears  just  as  bad — 
The  few  men  who  have,  and  the  many  who've  nai 
tick. 

All  shock'd  to  find  out  that  that  promising  lad, 
Prince  Mettemich's  pupil,  is  —  not  patriotic  I 


THOUGHTS   ON  THB   PRESENT  GOVERNMENT 
OF  IRELAND. 

1828. 
Oft  have  I  seen,  in  gay,  equestrian  pride. 
Some  well-rouged  youth  round  Astley's  Circus  ride 
Two  stately  steeds  —  standing,  with  graceful  straddle, 
Like  him  of  Rhodes,  with  foot  on  either  saddle. 
While   to  soft  tunes  —  some  jigs,  and  some  anr 

dantes  — 
He  steers  around  his  light-paced  Rosinantes. 
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So  rides  along,  with  canter  smooth  and  pleasant, 
That  horseman  bold,  Lord  Anglesea,  at  present;  — 
Papist  and  Protestant  the  coursers  twain, 
That  lend  their  necks  to  his  impartial  rein, 
And  round  the  ring  —  each  honoured,  as  they  go, 
With  equal  pressure  from  his  gracious  toe  — 
To  the  old  medley  tune,  half  "  Patrick's  Day  " 
And  half  ^  Boyne  Water,"  take  their  cantering  way 
While  Peel,  the  showman  in  the  middle,  cracks 
His  long-lash'd  whip,  to  cheer  the  doubtful  hacks. 

Ah,  ticklish  trial  of  equestrian  art ! 
How  blest,  if  neither  steed  would  bolt  or  start ;  — 
If  Protestanfs  old  restive  tricks  were  gone. 
And  Papists  winkers  could  be  still  kept  on ! 
But  no,  false  hopes  —  not  ev'n  the  great  Ducrow 
'Twixt  two  such  steeds  could  'scape  an  overthrow : 
If  solar  hacks  pla/d  Phaeton  a  trick. 
What  hope,  alas,  from  hackneys  lunatic  f 

If  once  my  Lord  his  gracefril  balance  loses. 

Or  fails  to  keep  each  foot  where  each  horse  chooses ; 

If  Peel  but  gives  one  extra  touch  of  whip 

To  Papists  tail  or  Protestants  ear-tip  — 

That  instant  ends  their  glorious  horsemanship  I 

Off  bolt  the  sever'd  steeds,  for  mischief  free. 

And  down,  between  them,  plumps  Lord  Anglesea  I 
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THE  LIMBO  OF  LOST  REPUTATIONS. 

▲  DBBAM. 

**  (Ho  che  d  perde  qui,  U  il  nganA."       Auono. 

*• — > — a  yall^,  wheie  be  fees 

Things  that  <ni6BrCIiw«nilott.»  MOMH. 

KnoVst  thou  not  him  ♦  the  poet  sings, 

Who  flew  to  the  moon's  serene  domain, 
And  saw  that  valley,  where  all  the  things, 

That  vanish  on  e^th,  are  found  again  ^«> 
The  hopes  of  youth,  the  resolves  of  age, 
The  vow  of  the  lover,  the  dream  of  the  si^ 
The  golden  visions  of  mining  cits. 

The  promises  great  men  strew  about  them ; 
Afid,  pack'd  in  compass  smaU,  the  wits 

Of  monarchs,  who  rule  as  well  without  them !  -— 
Like  him,  but  diving  with  wing  profound, 
I  have  been  to  a  Limbo  under  ground. 
Where  characters  lost  on  earth,  (and  cried, 
In  vain,  like  H— rr — s's,  far  and  wide,) 
In  he^>s,  like  yesterday's  orts,  are  thrown, 
And  there,  so  worthless  and  fly-blown. 
That  even  the  imps  would  not  purloin  them, 
Lie,  tin  their  worthy  owiiers  join  them. 

•  Astolpho. 
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Curious  it  was  to  see  this  mass 

Of  lost  and  tom-up  reputations ;  — 
Some  of  them  female  wares,  alas, 

Mislaid  at  innocent  assignations ; 
Some,  that  had  sigh'd  their  last  amen 

From  the  canting  lips  of  saints  that  would  be ; 
And  some  once  own'd  by  "  the  best  of  men," 

Who  had  prov'd  —  no  better  than  they  should  be. 
'Mong  others,  a  poet's  fame  I  spied. 

Once  shining  fair,  now  soak'd  and  black  — 
"  No  wonder  "  (an  imp  at  my  elbow  cried), 

«  For  I  pick'd  it  out  of  a  butt  of  sack  I " 

Just  then  a  yell  was  heard  o'er  head, 

Like  a  chimney-sweeper's  lofty  summons ; 
And  lo !  a  de\*l  right  downward  sped, 
Bringing,  within  his  claws  so  red. 
Two  statesmen's  characters,  found,  he  said. 

Last  night,  on  the  floor  of  the  House  of  Commoiu 
The  which,  with  black  official  grin. 
He  now  to  the  Chief  Lnp  handed  in ;  — 
Both  these  articles  much  the  worse 

For  their  journey  down,  as  you  may  suppose ; 
But  one  so  devilish  rank  —  "  Odd's  curse  I " 

Said  the  Lord  Chief  Imp,  and  held  his  nose. 

"  Ho,  ho ! "  quoth  he,  « I  know  full  well 
•*  From  whom  these  two  stray  matters  fell ; "  — 
Then,  casting  away,  with  loathful  shrug, 
The'  uncleaner  waif  (as  he  would  a  drug 


Digitized 


by  Google 


SATIRICAL  AND   HUMOROUS  POBMS.  109 

The'  Invisible's  own  dark  hand  had  mix'd), 

His  gaze  on  the  other  *  firm  he  fix'd, 

And  trying,  though  mischief  laugh'd  in  his  eye, 

To  be  moral,  because  of  the  young  imps  by, 

^  What  a  pity  !"  he  cried — **so  fresh  its  gloss, 

"  So  long  preserv'd  —  'tis  a  public  loss  I 

^  This  comes  of  a  man,  the  careless  blockhead, 

"  Keeping  his  character  in  his  pocket ; 

"And  there  —  without  considering  whether 

"  There's  room  for  that  and  his  gains  together — 

**  Cramming,  and  cramming,  and  cramming  away, 

**  Till  —  out  slips  character  some  fine  day  1 

**  However  "  —  and  here  he  view'd  it  round — 

"  This  article  still  may  pass  for  sound. 

"  Some  flaws,  soon  patch'd,  some  stains  are  all 

"  The  harm  it  has  had  in  its  luckless  fall. 

^  Here,  Puck  I "  —  and  he  call'd  to  one  of  his  train  — 

**  The  owner  may  have  this  back  again. 

"  Though  damag'd  for  ever,  if  us'd  with  skill, 

"  It  may  serve,  perhaps,  to  trade  on  still ; 

"  Though  the  gem  can  never,  as  once,  be  set» 

« It  wiU  do  for  a  Tory  Cabinet'* 
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HOW  TO  WHITE  BT  PROXY. 
Q(d  ftdt  per  alium  fbdi  per  m. 

MoNG  our  ne%bbours,  the  French,  in  the  good  olden 
time 
When  Nobility  flourished,  great  Barons  and  Dukes 
Often  set  up  for  authors  in  {yrose  and  in  rhyme. 
But  ne*CT  took  the  trouble  to  write  their  own 
hooka. 

Poor  devils  were  found  to  do  this  for  their  betters ;  — 
And,  one  day,  a  Bishop  addressing  a  Bltie, 

Said,  "Ma'am,  have  you  read  my  new  Pastoral 
Letters?" 
To  which  the  Mue  answered — ^"No,  Bishop,  have 

The  same  is  now  done  by  (hir  privileged  class ; 

And,  to  show  you  how  simple  the  process  it  needs, 
If  a  great  Major-General  *  wishes  to  pass 

For  an  author  of  History,  thus  he  proceeds :  — • 

First,  scribbUng  his  own  stoc^  of  notions  as  well 
As  he  can,  with  a  ^oo^^-quill  that  claims  him  as  hinj 

He  settles  his  neckcloth  —  takes  snuff — rings  the 
bell, 
And  yawningly  orders  a  Subaltern  in. 

•  Or  Lieutenanf  (Jeneral,  as  it  may  happen  to  be. 
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rhe  Subaltern  comes  —  sees  his  General  seated, 
In  all  the  self-glory  of  authorship  swelling ;  — 
'^Tber^  look/'  soith  Mff  L^rdghip,  ^*mf  woi^  is 
completed,  — 
''It  wants  nothing  now«  but  the  graiunar  and 
spelling." 

WeB  u^d  U>  a  hreaehj  the  brave  Subaltern  dreadj 
Awkward  breaches  of  syntax  a  hundred  times 
tnore; 
And,  though  often  condemned  to  see  breaking  of 
heads, 
He  had  ne'er  seen  such  breaking  of  Priscian's 
before. 

However,  the  job's  sufe  to  pay  —  that's  enough  — 
So,  to  it  he  sets  with  his  tinkering  hammer, 

Cflnvinc'd  that  there  never  was  job  half  so  tough 
As  the  mending  a  great  Major-General's  grammar. 

But,  lo,  a  fresh  puzzlement  starts  up  to  view  — 
Hew  toil  for  the  Sub.  —  for  the  Lord  new  expense : 

Tis  discover'd  that  mending  his  grammar  wo' n't  do, 
As  the  Subaltern  also  must  find  him  in  sense  t 

At  last — even  this  is  achieved  by  his  aid ; 

Friend  Subaltern  pod:ets  the  cash  and — the  story ; 
Drums  beat  —  the  new  Grand  March  of  Intellect's 
pla/d  — 

And  off  struts  my  Lord,  f^e  Historian,  in  glory  * 
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IMITATION  OP  THE  INFERNO   OF  DANTE. 

«OoBl  quel  fiatogU Bpiiiti maU 
Bi  qnkf  di  Ui,  di  gii!^  di  ra  gli  mens."      Ihfemo,  canto  S. 

I  turn'd  my  steps,  and  lo,  a  shadowy  throng 
Of  ghosts  came  fluttering  tow'rds  me  —  blown  along 
Like  cockchafers  in  high  autumnal  storms, 
By  many  a  fitful  gust  that  through  their  forms 
Whistled,  as  on  they  came,  with  wheezy  puff. 
And  puff'd  as  —  though  they'd  never  puff  enough* 

"  Whence  and  what  are  ye  ?  "  pitying  I  inquired 
Of  these  poor  ghosts,  who,  tatter'd,  tost,  and  tir'd 
With  such  eternal  puffing,  scarce  could  stand 
On  their  lean  legs  while  answering  my  demand. 
"  We  once  were  authors  " —  thus  the  Sprite,  who  led 
This  tag-rag  regiment  of  spectres,  said  — 
"  Authors  of  every  sex,  male,  female,  neuter, 
"  Who,  early  smit  with  love  of  praise  and — 'pefwter^ 
u  Qn  Q — 1\) — ^n'g-j-  shelves  first  saw  the  light  of  day, 

"  In 's  puffs  exhal'd  our  lives  away  — 

"  Like  summer  windmills,  doom'd  to  dusty  peace, 
"  When  the  brisk  gales,  that  lent  them  motion,  cease 
'^  Ah,  little  knew  we  then  what  ills  await 
*^  Much-lauded  scribblers  in  their  afler-state ; 

•  The  cUudcal  term  for  money. 

t  The  reader  may  fill  up  this  gap  with  any  one  of  the  diami^ 
\abK  publishers  of  London  that  occurs  to  him. 
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"  Bepuff  d  on  earth  —  how  loudly  Str — ^t  ca/r  tell  — 
**  And,  dire  reward,  now  doubly  puflTd  in  hell ! " 

Touch'd  with  compassion  for  this  ghastly  crew, 
Whose  ribs,  even  now,  the  hollow  wind  sung  through 
In  mournful  prose,  —  such  prose  as  Rosa's  ♦  ghost 
Still,  at  the'  accustom'd  hour  of  eggs  and  toast. 
Sighs  through  the  columns  of  the  Morning  Postj  — 
Pensive  I  tum'd  to  weep,  when  he,  who  stood 
Foremost  of  all  that  flatulential  brood, 
SingUng  a  «Ae-ghost  from  the  party,  said, 
"  Allow  me  to  present  Miss  X.  Y.  Z.,t 
**  One  of  our  Utter' d  nymphs  —  excuse  the  pun  — 
"  Who  gain'd  a  name  on  earth  by  —  having  none ; 
"  And  whose  initials  would  immortal  be, 
^  Had  she  but  leam'd  those  plain  ones,  A.  B.  G. 

"  Yon  smirking  ghost,  like  mummy  dry  and  neat, 
**Wrapp'd  in  his  own  dead  rhymes  —  fit  winding- 

sheet  — 
»*  Still  marvels  much  that  not  a  soul  should  care 
•*  One  single  pin  to  know  who  wrote  '  May  Fair ;  '— 
"  While  this  young  gentleman,"  (here  forth  he  drew 
A  dandy  spectre,  pufifd  quite  through  and  through, 
As  though  his  ribs  were  an  ^olian  lyre 
For  the  whole  Row's  soft  ^rewfe-winds  to  inspire,) 

•  Bosa  Matilda,  who  was  for  many  years  the  writer  of  tha 
^litical  articles  in  the  journal  alluded  to,  and  whose  spirit  stUl 
leems  to  preside —  " regnat  Rosa*'  —  over  its  pages. 

t  Not  the  charming  L.  £.  L.,  and  still  less,  Mrs.  F.  H.,  whoM 
^tiy  is  among  the  most  beautiful  of  the  present  day. 
VOL.  III.  8 
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^  This  modest  genius  breath'd  one  wish  alcmey 
^  To  have  his  volume  read,  himself  imbiowa ; 
"  But  different  far  the  course  his  glory  took, 
"  All  knew  the  author,  and  —  none  read  the  book. 

"  Behold,  in  yonder  ancient  figure  of  fun, 
"  Who  rides  the  blast.  Sir  Jonah  Barrington ;  — 
"  In  tricks  to  raise  the  wind  his  life  was  spent, 
"  And  now  the  wind  returns  the  compliment 

"  This  lady  here,  the  Earl  of ^'s  sister, 

"Is  a  dead  novelist;  and  this  is  Mister  — 

"  Beg  pardon  —  HonouraMe  Mister  Lister, 

^  A  gentleman  who,  some  weeks  since,  came  over 

"In  a  smart  puff  (wind  S.  S.  E.)  to  Dover. 

"  Yonder  behind  us  limps  young  Vivian  Grey, 

"Whose  life,  poor  youth,  was  long   since  blown 

away  — 
"  Like  a  torn  paper-kite,  on  which  the  wind 
"  No  further  purchase  for  a  puff  can  find." 

"  Ajid  thou,  thyself"  —  here,  anxious,  I  exclaim'd— 
"  Tell  us,  good  ghost,  how  thou,  thyself,  art  named." 
"  Me,  Sir ! "  he  blushing  cried — "  Ah,  there's  the  rub— ^ 
"  Know,  then  —  a  waiter  once  at  Brooks's  Club, 
"  A  waiter  stiU  I  might  have  long  remain'd, 
"  And  long  the  club-room's  jokes  and  glasses  drain'd 
*'  But,  ah,  in  luckless  hour,  this  last  December, 
•^I  wrote  abook,*andColbum  dubb'd  me^Member'— 

*  "Hittory  of  the  Clubs  of  London,"  »nnoanc6d  as  by  **• 
Member  of  Bix)oks'8. 
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*  <  Member  of  Brooks's  I ' — oh  Promethean  pufl^ 
''To  what  wiJt  thou  exalt  even  kitchen-stuff! 
»*  With  crumbs  of  gossip,  caught-from  dining  wits^ 
"And  half-heard  jokes,  bequeathed,  like  half-chew* 

bits, 
^  To  be,  each  night,  the  waiter's  perquisites ;  — 
**  With  such  ingredients,  serVd  up  oft  before, 
"  But  with  fresh  fudge  and  fiction  gamisb'd  o'er, 
"  I  manag'd,  for  some  weeks,  to  dose  the  town, 
"  Till  fresh  reserves  of  nonsense  ran  me  down ; 
"  And,  ready  still  even  waiters'  souls  to  damn, 
"  The  Devil  but  rang  his  bell,  and  ^^  here  i  am  ;— 
•*  Yes  —  *  Coming  t^.  Sir,'  once  my  favourite  cry, 
"  Exchafig'd  for  <  Coming  d&iffny  Sir,'  here  am  1 1** 

Scarce  had  the  Speetre's  lips  these  words  let  drop, 

When,  lo,  a  breeze  -^  such  as  from ^'s  shop 

Blows  in  the  vernal  hour,  when  puffs  prevail. 

And  speeds  the  sheets  and  swells  the  lagging  sais  — 

Took  the  poor  waiter  rudely  in  the  poop, 

And,  whirling  him  and  all  his  grisly  group 

Of  literary  ghosts — Miss  X.  Y.  Z.  — 

The  nameless  author,  better  known  than  read  — 

Sir  Jo.  —  the  Honourable  Mr.  lister. 

And,  last,  not  least.  Lord  Nobody's  twin-sister  *-i- 

Blew  ihettQ,  ye  gods,  with  all  their  prose  and  rhymes 

And  sins  about  them,  far  into  those  dimes 

■^  Where  Peter  pitch'd  bis  waisooat "  *  in  old  times, 

•  A  DafUesgue  aUosion  to  the  old  eayiBg,  **  Nine  mUes  bey«r*' 
Wl,  where  Peter  pitched  his  waiatooat." 
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Leaving  me  much  in  doubt,  as  on  I  prest, 

With  my  great  master,  through  this  reahn  unblest^ 

Whether  Old  Nick  or  Colbum  puflfe  the  best 


LAMENT  FOR  THE  LOSS  OF  LORD 
BATHURST'S  TAIL.* 

All  in  again  —  unlook'd  for  bliss  I 

Yet,  ah,  one  adjunct  still  we  miss ; — 

One  tender  tie,  attach'd  so  long 

To  the  same  head  through  right  and  wrong. 

Why,  Bathurst,  why  didst  thou  cut  off 

That  memorable  tail  of  thine  ? 
Why  —  as  if  one  was  not  enough  — 

Thy  pig-tie  with  thy  place  resign, 
And  thus,  at  once,  both  ctU  and  run  f 
Alas,  my  Lord,  'twas  not  well  done, 
'T  was  not,  indeed  —  though  sad  at  heart. 
From  office  and  its  sweets  to  part, 
Yet  hopes  of  coming  m  again, 
Sweet  Tory  hopes  I  beguil'd  our  pain ; 
But  thus  to  miss  that  tail  of  thine, 
Through  long,  long  years  our  rallying  sign  — 
As  if  the  State  and  all  its  powers 
By  tenancy  in  tail  were  ours  — 

*  The  noble  Lord,  it  is  well  known,  cut  off  this  mnch  respeottr 
l|ipeiidage,  on  his  retirement  from  office  some  months  since. 
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To  see  it  thus  hy  BOBBon  fidl, 
ITiis  wms  <<the'  nnkiiidest  «m<  d*  all  I  ** 
It  seem'd  as  thoagh  the'  aaceadant  day 
Of  Toiyism  had  pass'd  away. 
And,  proving  Samson's  story  true, 
She  lost  her  yigour  with  her  queu0. 

Pardee  are  rnneh  like  fish,  tis  said—* 
The  tail  directs  them,  not  the  head ; 
Then,  how  could  any  party  fail, 
That  steer'd  its  course  by  Bathurst's  tail? 
Not  Marat's  plume,  through  Wagram's  fight. 

E'er  shed  sudi  guiding  glories  from  it, 
As  erst,  in  all  true  Tories'  sight, 

Blaz'd  from  our  old  Colonial  comet! 
If  you,  my  Lord,  a  Bashaw  were, 

(As  Wellington  will  be  anon) 
Thou  might'st  have  had  a  tail  to  spare ; 

But  no,  alas,  thou  hadst  but  one. 

And  thai — like  Troy,  or  Babylon, 

A  tale  of  other  times  —  is  gone ! 

Yet  —  weep  ye  not,  ye  Tories  U-ue  — 

Fate  has  not  yet  of  all  bereft  us ; 
Though  thus  deprir'd  of  Bathurst's  queue, 

We've  Ellenborough's  eurls  still  left  us;  — 
Sweet  curls,  from  which  young  Love,  so  viciojs, 
His  shots,  as  from  nine-pounders,  issues ; 
Grand,  glorious  curls,  which,  in  debate, 
Surcharged  with  all  a  nation's  fate, 
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His  Lordship  shakes,  as  Homer^s  God  did,* 

And  oft  in  thundering  talk  comes  near  him ;  — 
Except  that,  there,  the  speaker  nodded, 

And  here,  'tis  only  those  who  hear  him. 
Long,  long,  ye  ringlets,  on  the  soil 

Of  that  fat  cranium  may  ye  flourish, 
With  plenty  of  Macassar  oil. 

Through  many  a  year  your  growth  to  nourish 
And,  ah,  should  Time  too  soon  unsheath 

His  barbarous  shears  such  locks  to  sever. 
Still  dear  to  Tories,  eyen  in  death. 
Their  last,  lov'd  relics  we'll  bequeath, 

A  hairAoom  to  our  sons  for  ever. 


THE   CHERRIES. 

A  PARABULf 

See  those  cherries,  how  they  cover 

Yonder  sunny  garden  wall;  — 
Had  they  not  that  network  oyer. 

Thieving  birds  would  eat  them  alL 

So,  to  guard  our  posts  and  pensions. 
Ancient  sages  wove  a  net, 

*  "  Shakes  his  ambroBial  cnrli,  and  giyes  the  nod.** 

Pope's  flbmar. 
t  Written  daring  the  late  discrossion  on  the  Test  and  Corporm 
Ion  Acts. 
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Through  whose  holes,  of  small  dimensions, 
Only  certain  knaves  can  get 

Shall  we  then  this  network  widen  ? 

Shall  we  stretch  these  sacred  holes, 
Through  which,  ev'n  ahready,  slide  in 

Lots  of  small  dissenting  souls  ? 

«  God  forbid ! "  old  Testj  crieth ; 

"God  forbid!"  so  echo  I; 
Every  ravenous  bird  that  flieth 

Then  would  at  our  cherries  fly. 

Ope  but  half  an  inch  or  so, 

And,  behold,  what  bevies  break  in ;  -« 
Here^  some  curst  old  Popish  crow 

Pops  his  long  and  lickerish  beak  in ; 

Here^  sly  Arians  flock  unnumbered. 

And  Socinians,  slim  and  spare. 
Who,  with  small  belief  encumbered, 

Slip  in  easy  anywhere ;  — 

Methodists,  of  birds  the  aptest. 
Where  there 's  peeking  going  on ; 

And  that  water-fowl,  the  Baptist — 
AU  would  share  our  fruits  anon ; 

EVry  bird,  of  eVry  dty, 
That^  for  years,  with  ceaseless  din. 
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Hath  reversed  the  starling's  dittf  i 
Singing  oat  ^I  can't  get  tM." 

^'GodfoHwir  <^  ItejSBiTelB; 

<<  God  forbid  ri  echo  too ; 
Bather  maj  ten  tiiousand  d-v-ls 

Seize  tiie  whole  voradoiis  crew  I 

If  less  costlj  fruit  wo'n't  suit  'em, 
£Qps  and  haws  and  such  like  berries, 

Curse  the  oorm'raats  1  stone  'em,  shoot  'e 
Any  thing -^  to  save  our  chezries. 


STANZAS  WBITTEN  IN  ANTICIPATION  OF 
DEFEAT.* 

182S. 
Go  seek  for  some  abler  defenders  of  wrongs 
If  we  must  run  the  gantlet  through  blood  and  ex- 
pense; 
Or,  Groths  as  ye  are,  in  your  multitude  strong, 
Be  content  vnth  success,  and  pretend  not  to  sense» 

If  the  words  of  the  wise  and  the  gen'rous  are  vain. 
If  Truth  by  the  bowstring  imut  yield  up  her  breathi 

Let  Mutes  do  the  office-— and  spare  her  the  pain 
Of  an  Inglis  or  l^ndal  to  talk  her  to  death. 

*  During  the  discussion  of  the  Catholic  question  in  the  Hoost 
ci  Commons  last  seesiosu 


Digitized 


by  Google 


ftATHUOAX  AVD   HIJMOKOnS  POEMS.         121 

CWu,  penecote,  plunder-— do  all  that  you  will  — 
But  save  us,  at  leasts  the  old  womanly  lore 

Of  a  FoetoTy  wIkv  dtiUj  prophetic  of  ill. 
Is,  at  once,  the  iwo  instromentB,  auoub*  and 

BOBS. 

Bring  legioiiB<^Sqiiire8  —  if  thejil  only  be  mute  — 
And  array  their  thick  heads  against  reason  and 
right, 

Like  the  Roman  of  old,  of  historic  repute,t  [fight ; 
Who  with  droves  of  dumb  animals  carried  the 

Pour  out,  from  each  oomer  and  hole  of  the  Court, 
Your  Bedchamber  lordlings,  your  salaried  slaveSf 

Who,  ripe  for  all  job-work,  no  matter  what  sort. 
Have  their  consciences  tack'd  to  their  patents 
and  staves. 

Catch  all  the  small  fry  who,  as  Juvenal  sings, 
Are    the    Treasury's   creatures,  wherever  they 
swim;} 
With  all  the  base,  time-serving  toadies  of  Kings, 
Who,  if  Punch  were  the  monarch,  would  worship 
ev*n  him ; 

Aind  while,  on  the  on$  side,  each  name  of  renown. 
That  illumines  and  blesses  our  age  is  combin'd ; 

*  This  rhyme  is  mord  fbr  the  ear  than  the  eye,  as  the  car  • 
penter^s  tool  is  spelt  cntger, 
t  Fabius,  who  sent  droves  of  bullocks  against  the  enemy. 
I  Bes  Fisci  est,  ubkmniqaf  natat  ^  Jvtbnal. 
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While  the  Foxes,  the  Pitts,  and  die  Cannings  look 

down. 
And  drop  o'er  the  cause  their  rioh  mantles  of  Mind; 

Let  bold  Paddy  Holmes  show  his  troops  on  the 
other, 
And,  counting  of  noses  the  quantum  desir'd, 
Let  Paddy  but  say,  like  the  Gracchi's  fam'd  mother, 
"Come  forward,  mj  jewels ^^ — ^'tis  all  that's  re- 
quired. 

And  fiius  let  your  farce  be  enacted  hereafter— 
Thus  honestly  persecute,  outlaw,  and  chain ; 

But  spare  ev'n  your  victims  the  torture  of  laughter, 
And  never,  oh  never,  try  reasoning  again  I 


ODE  TO  THE  WOODS  AND  FORESTS. 

BT  ONE  OF   THX  BOABD. 

Let  other  bards  to  groves  repair, 
Where  linnets  strain  their  tuneful  throats, 

Mine  be  the  Woods  and  Forests,  where 
The  Treasury  pours  its  sweeter  notes. 

No  whispering  winds  have  charms  for  me, 
Nor  zephyr's  balmy  sighs  I  ask ; 

To  raise  the  wind  for  Royalty 
Be  all  our  Sylvan  zephyr's  task  I 
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And,  'stead  of  crystal  brooks  and  floods. 

And  all  such  vulgar  irrigation, 
Let  Gallic  rhino  through  our  Woods. 

Divert  its  "  course  of  Hquid-ation." 

Ah,  surely,  Virgil  knew  full  well 

What  Woods  and  Forests  ought  to  be^ 

When,  sly,  he  introduced  in  hell 

His  guinea-plant,  his  bullion-tree: — ♦ 

Nor  see  I  why,  some  future  day, 

When  short  of  cash,  we  should  not  send 

Our  Herries  down  —  he  knows  the  way  — 
To  see  if  Woods  in  hell  will  lend. 

Long  may  ye  flourish,  sylvan  haunts. 
Beneath  whose  "  branches  of  expense  " 

Our  gracious  King  gets  all  he  wants,  — 
Except  a  little  taste  and  sense. 

Long,  in  your  golden  shade  reclin'd. 

Like  him  of  fair  Armida's  bowers, 
May  Wellington  some  wood-ajm^h.  find. 

To  cheer  his  dozenth  lustrum's  hours ; 

To  rest  from  toil  the  Great  Untaught, 
And  soothe  the  pangs  his  warlike  brain 

Must  suffer,  when,  unus'd  to  thought. 
It  tries  to  think,  and  —  tries  in  vain. 

*  Called  by  Virgil,  botanically,  *'  q^edet  auri  frondentii.** 
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Oh  long  may  Woods  and  Forests  be 
Preserv'd,  in  all  their  teeming  graceSy 

To  shelter  Tory  bards,  like  me, 

Who  take  delight  in  Sylvan  plaoei  /  • 


STANZAS  FBOM  THE  BANKS  OF  THE 

SHANNON.! 

182S. 

**  Take  baisk  Che  Tirgin  page." 

Moo&E'B  Irish  MelodUu 

No  longer,  dear  Vesey,  feel  hurt  and  uneasy 
At  hearing  it  said  by  thy  Treasury  brother. 

That  thou  art  a  sheet  of  blank  p^^er,  my  Vesey, 
And  he,  the  dear,  innocent  placeman,  another4 

For,  lo,  what  a  service  we,  Irish,  have  done  thee ;  — 
Thou  now  art  a  sheet  of  blank  paper  no  more ; 

By  St.  Patrick,  we've  scrawFd  such  a  lesson  upon 
thee 
As  never  was  scrawFd  upon  foolscap  before, 

•  Tu  facis,  at  nlv(u^  nt  amem  Joca 

Ovid. 

t  These  verses  were  suggested  by  the  result  of  the  Clare 
election,  in  the  year  1828,  when  the  Right  Honourable  W.  Vesey 
UtEgerald  was  rejected,  and  Mr.  O'Connell  returned. 

t  Some  expressions  to  this  purport,  in  a  published  letter  of 
one  of  these  gentlemen,  had  then  produced  a  good  deal  of 
amasement. 
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Come  — on  with  jonr  spectedes,  noble  Lord  Duke, 
(Or  O'Connell  has  gr€en  ones  he  haplj  would 
lend  70U,) 
Read  Vesey  all  o'er  (as  you  canH  read  a  book) 
Ai^  improve  by  the  lesscm  we,  bog-trotters,  seni 
you; 

A  lesson,  in  large  Soman  characters  traced, 

Whose  aw^I  impressions  &om  you  and  your  kin 

Of  blank-sheeted  statesmen  will  ne'er  be  effac'd  — • 
Unless,  'stead  oipaper,  you  're  mere  asses^  skiiu 

Shall  I  help  you  to  construe  it?  ay,  by  the  Gods, 
Could  I  risk  a  translation,  you  should  have  a  rare 
one; 
But  pen  against  sabre  is  desperate  odds, 

And  you,  my  Lord  Duke  (as  you  hinted  once), 
wear  one. 

Again  and  again  I  say,  read  Vesey  o*er ;  — 

You  will  find  him  worth  all  the  old  scrolls  of 
papyrus. 
That  Egypt  e'er  fill'd  with  nonsensical  lore, 

Or  the  learned  ChampoUion  e'er  wrote  of,  to  tire 
us. 

All  blank  as  he  was,  we've  retum'd  him  on  hand, 
Scribbled  o'er  with  a  warning  to  Princes  and 
Dukes, 
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Whose  plain,  simple  drift  if  Hiej  tro'n'<  understand. 
Though  caress'd  at  St  James's,  they're  fit  for  St. 
Luke's. 

Talk  of  leaves  of  the  Sibyls! — more  meaning  eoof 
vey'd  is 

In  one  single  leaf  such  as  now  we  have  spell'd  on, 
Than  e'er  hath  been  utter'd  by  all  the  old  ladies 

That  ever  yet  spoke,  from  the  Sibyls  to  EldcHi* 


THE  ANNUAL  PILL. 

SappOBoli  to  be  nmg  bj  Old  Pbost,  tbB  J«w,  tn  fhe  ehanete  ^ 
Major  OAsrwaiOBX. 

ViLL  nobodies  try  my  nice  Annual  PiU, 

Dat's  to  purify  every  ting  nashty  avay? 
Pless  ma  heart,  pless  ma  heart,  let  ma  say  vat  I  vill, 

Not  a  Chrishtian  or  Shentleman  minds  vat  I  say! 
*Tis  so  pretty  a  bolus !  — just  down  let  it  go, 

And,  at  vonce,  such  a  radical  shange  you  vill  see, 
Dat  I  'd  not  be  surprish'd,  like  de  horse  in  de  show, 

If  your  heads  all  vere  found,  vere  your  tailsh 
ought  to  be ! 
Vill  nobodies  try  my  nice  Annual  PiU^  eta 

TPwill  cure  all  Electors,  and  purge  away  clear 
Dat  mighty  bad  itching  dey  've  got  in  deir  hands  — 
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Twill  cure,  too,  all  Statesmen,  of  dulness,  ma  tear. 
Though  the  case  vas  as  desperate  as  poor  Mister 
Van's. 
Dere  is  noting  at  all  vat  dis  Pill  viU  not  reach  — 
Give  the  Sinecure  Shentleman  von  little  grain, 
Fless  ma  heart,  it  vill  act,  like  de  salt  on  de  leech. 
And  he  '11  throw  de  pounds,  shillings,  and  pence, 
up  again ! 
Vill  nobodies  try  my  nice  Annual  PiUy  etc 

T  would  be  tedious,  ma  tear,  all  itspeauties  to  paint— 

But,  among  oder  imgs  fundamentally  wrong, 
It  will  cure  de  Proad  PoUom  *  —  a  common  com- 
plaint 

Among  M.  P.'s  and  weavers  —  from  sitting  too 
long. 
Should  symptoms  of  ipeeching  preak  out  on  a  dunce 

(Vat  is  often  de  case),  it  vill  stop  de  disease, 
And  pring  avay  all  de  long  speeches  at  vonce, 

Dat  else  vould,  like  tape-worms,  come  by  degrees  I 

Vill  nobodies  try  my  nice  Annual  PiU, 
Dat's  to  purify  every  ting  nashty  avay? 

Pless  ma  heart,  pless  ma  heart,  let  me  say  vat  I  viU, 
Not  a  Chrishtian  or  Shentleman  minds  vat  I  say  1 

*  Meaning,  I  preramc^  CoaMon  AdminiBtraUom. 
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"IF"  AND  "PERHAPS."* 

Oh  tidings  of  freedom !  oh  accents  of  hope ! 

Wafb,  waft  them,  ye  zephyrs,  to  Erin's  blue  sea, 
And  refresh  with  their  sounds  every  son  of  the  Pope, 

From  Dingle-a-cooch  to  far  Donaghadee. 

"7j^  mutely  the  slave  will  endure  and  obey, 

"  Nor  clanking  his  fetters,  nor  breathing  his  pains, 

"  His  masters,  perhaps^  at  some  far  distant  day, 
"May  think  (tender  tyrants!)  of  loosening  his 
chains." 

Wise  "  if"  and  "  perhaps ! "  —  precious  salve  for  our 
wounds. 
If  he,  who  would  rule  thus  o'er  manacled  mutes. 
Could  check  the  free  spring-tide  of  Mind,  that  re- 
sounds. 
Even  now,  at  his  feet,  like  the  sea  at  Canute's. 

But,  no,  'tis  in  vain  —  the  grand  impulse  is  given  — 
Man  knows  his  high  Charter,  and  knowing  will 
claim; 


•  Written  after  hearing  a  celebrated  speech  in  the  House  of 
Lords,  June  10,  1828,  when  the  motion  in  favour  of  Catholic 
Emancipation,  brought  forward  by  the  Marquis  of  Lansdowne 
was  rejected  by  the  House  of  Lords. 
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And  if  rain  nmst  follow  where  fbtten  are  riven. 
Be  theirs,  who  have  forg'd  them,  the  guilt  and 
the  shame. 

*  Jf  the  slave  will  he  silent  I  *•  —  vain  Soldier,  be- 

ware^— 

There  is  a  dead  silence  the  wrong'd  may  assume, 

When  the  feeling,  sent  back  from  the  lips  in  despair^ 

But  dings    round  the  heart  with  a   deadlier 

gloom;  — 

When  the  blush,  that  long  bum'd  on  the  suppliant's 
cheek. 
Gives  place  to  th'  avenger's  pale  resolute  hue ; 
And  die  tongue,  that  once  threatened,  disdaining  to 
speaky 
Consigns  to  the  arm  the  high  office  '■^todo. 

:^men,  in  that  silence,  should  think  of  the  hour, 
When  proudly  their  Others  in  panoply  stood, 

Presenting,  alike,  a  bold  front-work  of  power 
To  the  despot  on  land  and  the  foe  on  the  flood :  — 

That  hour,  when  a  Voice  had  come  forth  from  the 
west 
To  the  slave  bringing  hopes,  to  the  tyrant  alarms 
And  a  lesson,  long  look'd  for,  was  taught  the  op- 
prest, 
That  kings  are  as  dust  before  freemen  in  arms ! 
VOL.  in.  9 
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If^  awfuller  still,  the  mute  slave  should  recall 
That  dream  of  his  boyhood,  when  Freedom's 
sweet  day 
At  length  seem'd  to  break  through  a  long  night  of 
thrall, 
And  Union  and  Hope  went  abroad  in  its  raj ;  — 

If  Fancy  should  tell  him,  that  Day-spring  of  Good, 
Though  swiftly  its  light  died  away  from  his  duun. 

Though  darkly  it  set  in  a  nation's  best  blood. 
Now  wants  but  invoking  to  shine  out  again ;  — 

If —  if  I  say  —  breathings  like  these  should  come 
o'er 
The  chords  of  remembrance,  and  thrill,  as  they 
come. 
Then, /7erAaj9« — ?lJj  perhaps — but  I  dare  not  say 
more; 
Thou  hast  will'd  that  thy  slaves  should  be  mute  — - 
I  am  dumb. 
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WBITB  ON,  WBITB  ON. 


lir.— **  SUqt  on,  aUqp  on,  mf  Katkfmt  dmr»* 
8«lTete,fratntAfliiil.      St.  fsAiion. 

Write  on,  write  on,  je  Barons  dear. 

Ye  Dukes,  write  hard  and  fiist ; 
The  good  we've  sought  for  many  a  ye« 

Your  quills  will  bring  at  last. 
One  letter  more,  Newcastle,  pen, 

To  match  Lord  Kenyon's  two^ 
And  more  than  Ireland's  host  of  men. 

One  brace  of  Peers  will  do. 

Write  on,  write  on,  ete. 

Sure,  never,  since  the  precious  use 

Of  pen  and  ink  began, 
Did  letters,  writ  by  fools,  produce 

Such  signal  good  to  man. 
While  intellect,  'mong  high  and  low. 

Is  marching  on,  they  say. 
Give  me  the  Dukes  and  Lords,  who  go^ 

Like  crabs,  the  other  way* 

Write  on,  write  on,  ete. 

Ev'n  now  I  feel  the  coming  light— 
Ev'n  now,  could  Folly  lure 
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My  Lord  Mountcashel,  too,  to  write. 

Emancipation's  sure. 
By  geese  (we  read  in  history), 

Old  Rome  was  saVd  from  ill ; 
And  now,  to  quiUs  of  geese,  we  see, 

Old  Bome  indebted  stilL 

Write  on,  write  on,  etc 

Write,  write,  y«  Peers,  nor  stoop  to  s^fey 

Nor  beat  for  sense  about  — 
Things,  little  worth  a  Noble's  while. 

You  're  better  far  without. 
Oh  ne'er,  since  asses  spoke  of  yore, 

Such  miracles  were  done ; 
For,  write  but  four  such  letters  mora^ 

And  Freedom's  cause  is  won  1 


lONG  OF  THE  DEPARTING  SPIRIT  OP   TITHE 

^  The  parting  Oeniiu  is  ^th  dghing  ieat.**        MzLTOir. 

It  is  o'er,  it  is  o'er,  my  reign  is  o*er ; 

I  hear  a  Voice,  fix)m  shore  to  shore, 

From  Dunfanaghy  to  Baltimore, 

And  it  saith,  in  sad,  parsonic  tone, 

^  Great  Tithe  and  Small  are  dead  and  gone  I  ^ 

Even  now,  I  behold  your  ranishing  wings. 
Ye  Tenths  of  all  conceivable  things, 
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Which  Adam  first,  as  Doctors  deem* 

Saw,  in  a  sort  of  night-*mare  dreamy* 

After  the  feast  of  fruit  abhorr'd  — 

First  indigestion  <m  record !  ^— 

Ye  decimate  dudes,  ye  chosen  chicks, 

Ye  pigs  which,  though  ye  be  Catholics, 

Or  of  Calvm's  most  select  depraVd, 

In  the  Church  must  have  your  bacon  sav'd ;  — 

Ye  fields,  where  Labour  counts  his  sheaves, 

And,  whatsoever  AtmM^f  believes, 

Must  bow  to  the'  Established  Church  belief, 

That  the  tenth  is  always  a  Protestant  sheaf;  — 

Ye  calves,  of  which  the  man  of  Heaven 

Takes  Irish  tithe,  one  calf  in  seven ;  f 

Ye  tenths  of  rape,  hemp,  barley,  flax, 

Sggs4  timber,  milk,  fish,  and  bees'  wax ; 

All  things,  in  short,  since  earth's  creation, 

Doom'd,  by  the  Church's  dispensation, 

To  sufier  eternal  decimation  — 

Leaving  the  whole  /oy-world,  since  then, 

Reduced  to  nine  parts  out  of  ten ; 

•  A  reverend  prebendary  of  Hereford,  in  an  Essay  on  the  Beve- 
»nes  of  the  Church  of  England,  has  assigned  the  origin  of  Tithei 
to  '*  some  nnreoorded  revelation  made  to  Adam.** 

t  "  The  tenth  calf  is  due  to  the  panon  of  common  right;  and 
K  there  are  seven  he  shall  have  one.** — Bbe8*s  Cyclqpadia,  art. 
*  Tithes.'* 
I  Chancer*!  Plowman  complaint  of  the  parish  recton  that 
**  For  the  tithing  of  a  dnok, 
Or  an  apple,  or  an  aye  (egg), 
They  make  him  swear  npon  a  boke; 
Thus  they  fDulen  Christ*8  foy.** 
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Or  —  as  we  calculate  thefts  and  arsons  — 
Just  ten  per  cent*  the  worse  for  Parsons  I 
Alas,  and  is  all  this  wise  device 
For  the  saving  of  souls  thus  gone  in  a  trice?—- 
The  whole  put  down,  in  the  simplest  way, 
By  the  souls  resolving  not  to  pay ! 
And  even  the  Papists,  thankless  race. 
Who  have  had  so  much  the  easiest  case  -^ 
To  pat/ for  our  sermons  doom'd,  'tis  true, 
But  not  condemned  to  hear  tkem,  too  — 
(Our  holy  business  being,  'tis  known. 
With  the  ears  of  their  barley,  not  their  own,) 
Even  th^  object  to  let  us  pillage, 
By  right  divine,  their  tenth  of  tillage. 
And,  horror  of  horrors,  even  decline 
To  find  us  in  sacramental  wine !  * 

It  is  o'er,  it  is  o'er,  my  reign  is  o'er. 
Ah,  never  shall  rosy  Rector  more. 
Like  the  shepherds  of  Israel,  idly  eat, 
And  make  of  his  flock  "  a  prey  and  meat"  f 
No  more  shall  be  his  the  pastoral  sport 
Of  suing  his  flock  in  the  Bishop's  Court, 
Through  various  steps.  Citation,  Libel  — 
Scriptures  all,  but  not  the  Bible ; 

*  Among  the  Bpecimens  laid  befbre  Parliament  of  the  Bort«of 
Chnrch  rates  levied  upon  Catholics  in  Ireland,  was  a  charge  d 
two  pipes  of  port  for  sacramental  wine. 

t  Ezekiel,  xxxiv.  10.  —  "Neither  shall  the  shepherds  feed 
themselves  anymore;  for  I  will  deliver  my  flock  from  their 
pMUth,  that  they  may  not  be  meat  for  them.** 
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Working  the  Law's  whole  apparatus. 
To  get  at  a  few  pre-doom'd  potatoes. 
And  summoning  all  the  powers  of  wig. 
To  settle  the  fraction  of  a  pig !  — 
Till,  parson  and  all  committed  deep 
In  the  case  of  **  Shepherds  versus  Sheep^** 
The  Law  usurps  the  Gospel's  place, 
And,  on  Sundays,  meeting  face  to  face. 
While  Pljuntiff  fills  the  preacher's  station, 
Defendants  form  the  congregation. 

So  lives  he,  Mammon's  priest,  not  Heaveii*% 

For  tenths  thus  all  at  sixes  and  sevens^ 

Seeking  what  parsons  love  no  less 

Than  tragic  poets  —  a  good  distress. 

Instead  of  studying  St.  Augustin, 

Gregory  Nyss.,  or  old  St  Justin 

(Books  fit  only  to  hoard  dust  in), 

His  reverence  stints  his  evening  readings 

To  leam'd  Reports  of  Tithe  Proceedings, 

Sipping,  the  while,  that  port  so  ruddy, 

Which  forms  his  only  ancient  study ;  — 

Port  so  old,  you  'd  swear  its  tartar 

Was  of  the  age  of  Justin  Martyr, 

And,  had  he  sipp'd  of  such,  no  doubt 

His  martyrdom  would  have  been  -—  to  gout 

Is  all  then  lost?  —  alas,  too  true  — 
Ye  Tenths  belov'd,  adieu,  adieu ! 
My  reign  is  o'er,  my  reign  is  o'er  — 
Like  old  Thumb's  ghost,  "  I  can  no  mora-" 
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THE  EUTHANASIA  OP  VAN. 

«W«uet(ddthatth«lilcMiangrMviiicoM«iidtekii<iuii«<ml.  VII 
be  K),  why  not  let  OS  die  in  pe«ee?'*~IiOBD  Bsxur'g  Littm  le  tl« 
Freekolders  •/Kent. 

Stop,  Intellect,  in  mercy  stop. 
Ye  curst  improvements,  cease ; 

And  let  poor  Ni<^  Vandttart  drop 
Into  his  grave  in  peace. 

Hide,  Knowledge,  hide  thj  rising  suD| 
Young  Freedom,  veil  thy  head ; 

Let  nothing  good  be  thought  or  done. 
Till  Nick  Yansittart's  deadl 

Take  pity  on  a  dotard's  fears, 

Who  much  doth  light  detest ; 
And  let  his  last  few  drivelling  years 

Be  dark  as  were  the  rest. 

You,  too,  ye  fleeting  <me-pound  note% 

Speed  not  so  fast  away — 
Ye  rags,  on  which  old  Ni<^y  gloats, 

A  few  months  longer  stay.* 

Together  soon,  or  much  I  err. 
You  hoih  £rom  life  may  go— 

•  Perituraa  parcere  chart». 
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The  notes  unto  the  scavenger, 
And  Nick  —  to  Nick  below. 

Ye  Liberals,  whatever  your  plan, 

Be  all  reforms  suspended ; 
In  compliment  to  dear  old  Van, 

Let  nothing  bad  be  mended. 

Ye  Papists,  whom  oppression  wrings^ 

Your  cry  poKtely  cease. 
And  fret  your  hearts  to  fiddle^strings 

That  Van  may  die  in  peace. 

So  shall  he  win  a  fame  sublime 

By  few  old  rag-men  gain'd ; 
Since  all  shall  own,  in  Nicky's  time. 

Nor  sense,  nor  justice  reign'd. 

So  shall  his  name  through  ages  past. 

And  dolts  ungotten  yet, 
Date  from  **  the  days  of  Nicholas,** 

With  fond  and  sad  regret ;  — 

And  sighing,  say,  ^  Alas,  had  he 
**  Been  spared  from  Pluto's  bowersi 

**,The  blessed  reign  of  Bigotry 
^  And  Bags  might  still  be  ours  !** 


Digitized 


by  Google 


188  SATIRICAL   AND   HUMOROUS   POEMS. 


TO  THE  REVEREND  . 

OSB  OF  TRB  8IXTSBN  BBQUISITIONIST8  OF  KOTTINOHAX. 

1828. 

What,  you,  too,  my  ♦♦♦♦♦♦,  in  hashes  so  knowing, 
Of  sauces  and  soups  Aristarchus  profest ! 

Are  f/au,  too,  mj  savoury  Brunswicker,  going 
To  make  an  old  fool  of  yourself  with  the  rest? 

Far  better  to  stick  to  your  kitchen  receipts ; 

And  —  if  you    want  something    to    tease  —  for 
variety, 
Go  study  how  Ude,  in  his  "  Cookery,"  treats 

Live  eels,  when  he  fits  them  in  polish'd  society. 

Just  snuggling  them  in,  'twixt  the  bars  of  the  fire. 
He  leaves  them  to  wriggle  and  writhe  on  the  coals,* 

In  a  manner  that  Homer  himself  would  admire. 
And  wish,  'stead  of  eels,  they  were  Catholic  souls. 

Ude  tells  us,  the  fish  little  sufiering  feels ; 

While  Papists,  of  late,  have  more  sensitive  grown 
So,  take  my  advice,  try  your  hand  at  Uve  eels. 

And,  for  once,  let  the  other  poor  devils  alone 

*  The  onlj  way,  Monsieur  Udo  assures  us,  to  get  rid  of  the  oil 
10  objectionable  in  this  fish. 
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I  have  ev*n  a  still  better  receipt  for  jour  cook  — 
How  to  make  a  goose  die  of  confirm'd  hepaiiti$;* 

Andy  if  joully  for  onceyy«fl(Oi^-feelings  o'erlook, 
A  well-tortur'd  goose  a  most  capital  sight  is. 

First,  catch  him,  alive  —  make  a  good  stead j  fire  — 
Set  your  victim  before  it,  both  legs  being  tied, 

(As,  if  left  to  himself  he  might  wish  to  retire,) 
And  place  a  large  bowl  of  rich  cream  by  his  side. 

There  roasting  by  inches,  dry,  fever'd,  and  faint. 
Having  drunk  all  the  cream,  you  so  civilly  laid,  off| 

He  dies  of  as  charming  a  liver  complaint 
As  ever  sleek  parson  could  wish  a  pie  made  of. 

Besides,  only  think,  my  dear  one  of  Sixteen, 
What  an  emblem  this  bird,  for  the  epicure's  use 
meant. 
Presents  of  the  mode  in  which  Ireland  has  been 
Made  a  tid-bit  for  yours  and  your  brethren's 
amusement : 

Tied  down  to  the  stake,  while  her  limbs,  as  they 
quiver, 
A  slow  fire  of  tyranny  wastes  by  degrees  — 
No  wonder  disease  should  have  swelled  up  her  liver. 
No  wonder  you,  Grourmands,  should  love  her 
disease. 

•  A  liver  complmint     The  procees  by  which  the  liven  of 
are  enlarged  for  the  famous  Pate$  de  foU  tfoU. 
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IBISH  ANTIQUITIES. 

According  to  some  leam'd  opinions 
The  Irish  once  were  Carthaginians ; 
But,  trusting  to  more  late  descriptions, 
I'd  rather  say  they  were  Egyptians. 
My  reason's  this :  —  the  Priests  of  Isis, 

When  forth  they  march'd  in  long  array, 
Employ*d,  'mong  other  grave  devices, 

A  Sacred  Ass  to  lead  the  way ;  * 
And  still  the  antiquarian  traces 

'Mong  Irish  Lords  this  Pagan  plan, 
For  still,  in  all  religious  cases, 

They  put  Lord  Hoden  in  the  van. 


A  CURIOUS  FACT. 

The  present  Lord  Kenyon  (the  Peer  who  writes 

letters, 
For  which  the  waste-paper  folks  much  are  his 

debtors) 
Hath  one  little  oddity,  well  worth  reciting, 
Which  puzzleth  observers,  ev'n  more  than  his  writiufi 
Whenever  Lord  Kenyon  doth  chance  to  behold 
A  cold  Apple-pie^- mind,  the  pie  must  be  eold— 

*  To  this  practioe  the  aod^  adage  alludes,  "  Asinns  poitap 
mysteria.'* 
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His  Lordship  looks  solmim  (Few  people  know  why)j 
And  he  makes  a  low  bow  to  the  said  apple-pie. 
Thi«  idolatrous  act,  in  so  **  vital  "a  Peer, 
Is,  by    most   serious  Protestants,  thought   rather 

queer  — 
Pie-worship,  they  hold,  coming  under  the  head 
(Vide  OrusHum^  chap,  iv.)  of  the  Worship  of  Bread, 
Some  think  'tis  a  tribute,  as  author,  he  owes 
For  the  service  that  pie-crust  hath  done  to  his 

prose ;  — 
The  only  good  things  in  his  pages,  they  swear, 
Being  those   that  the   pastry-cook  sometimes  puts 

there. 

Others  say,  'tis  a  homage,  through  pie-crust  convey'd, 
To  our  Glorious  Deliverer's  much  honoured  shade ; 
As  that  Protestant  Hero  (or  Saint,  if  you  please) 
Was  as  fond  of  cold  pie  as  he  was  of  green  peas,* 
And  'tis  solely  in  royal  remembrance  of  that. 
My  Lord  Kenyon  to  apple-pie  takes  off  his  hat. 
While  others  account  for  this  kind  salutation 
By  what  Tony  Lumpkin  calls  "  concatenation ; "  — 
A  certain  good-will  that,  from  sympathy's  ties, 
Twixt  old  -4pjt?fe-women  and  Orange-men  lies. 

•  See  the  anecdote,  which  the  Duchess  of  Marlborough  re- 
lates in  her  Memoirs,  of  this  polite  hero  appropriating  to  himself 
one  day,  at  dinner,  a  whole  dish  of  green  peas — the  first  of  the 
season  —  while  the  poor  Princess  Anne,  who  was  then  in  a 
longing  condition,  sat  by,  vainly  entreating,  with  her  eyes  for  a 
share. 
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But  'tis  needless  to  add,  these  are  all  vague  surmises, 
For  thus,  we  're  assur'd,  the  whole  matter  arises : 
Lord  Kenjon's  respected  old  father  (like  many 
Respected  old  fathers)  was  fond  of  a  penny ; 
And  lov'd  so  to  save,*  that — there's  not  the  least 

question  — 
His  death  was  brought  on  by  a  bad  indigestion. 
From  cold  apple-pie-crust  his  Lordship  would  stuff  in, 
At  breakfast,  to  save  the  expense  of  hot  muffin. 
Hence  it  is,  and  hence  only,  that  cold  apple-pies 
Are  beheld  by  his  Heir  with  such  reverent  eyes  — 
Just  as  honest  King  Stephen  his  beaver  might  doff 
To  the  fishes  that  carried,  his  kind  unde  off — 
And  while  ^toZ  piety  urges  so  many  on, 
T  is  pure  6^20-pie-ety  moves  my  Lord  Kenyon. 

*  The  same  pradent  propensity  characterizes  his  descendant, 
who  (as  is  well  known)  wonld  not  even  go  to  the  expense  of  • 
diphthong  on  his  fother's  monument,  hat  had  the  insoripticii 
•filled,  economically  thiis:^**  Mor$  Jmma  mta.** 
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KEW-FASmOKED  ECHOES. 

■r, 

Moft  ot  your  naden  aze,iio  donbt,  aequainted  with  «he  anecdote  told 
•f  a  certain  not  orer-^dee  judge,  who,  when  in  the  act  of  deUrering  a 
duurge  in  some  oomitix  ooaTt-hoiu»|  wae  intermpted  by  the  braying  of 
■n  au  at  the  door.  *^What  noise  is  that?**  asked  the  angry  jadgei. 
K  Only  an  extraordinary  echo  there  is  in  court,  my  Lord,"  answered  oiia 
aftheoonnseL 

As  there  are  a  number  of  soch  "  extraordinary  echoes  "  abroad  Jnst  now, 
foa  will  not,  perhaps,  be  unwilling,  Mr.  Editor,  to  receive  tlie  following 
few  lines  suggested  by  them.  Tours,  etc. 

Hue  ooeamus,*  alt ;  nullique  Ubentius  unquam 
Besponsura  sono,  Ooeamus,  retulit  echo. 

Otid. 

Thebe  are  echoes,  we  know,  of  all  sorts, 
From  the  echo,  that  "  dies  in  the  dale," 

To  the  "  airy-tongu'd  babbler,"  that  sports 
Up  the  tide  of  the  torrent  her  "  tale." 

There  are  echoes  that  bore  us,  like  Blues, 
With  the  latest  smart  mot  they  have  heard , 

There  are  echoes,  extremely  like  shrews. 
Letting  nobody  have  the  last  word. 

In  the  bogs  of  old  Paddy-land,  too. 

Certain  "  talented  "  echoes  t  there  dwell. 

Who,  on  being  ask'd,  "  How  do  you  do  ?  " 
Politely  reply,  «  Pretty  well." 

•  ••Letnsibni:  Caaba." 

i  Commonly  called  "  Paddy  Blake's  Echoes.*' 
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But  why  should  I  talk  any  more 
Of  such  old-fashion'd  echoes  as  these. 

When  Britain  has  new  ones  in  store, 
That  transcend  them  by  many  degrees? 

For,  of  all  repercnssions  of  sound. 

Concerning  which  bards  make  ft  pother, 

There 's  none  like  that  happy  rebound 
When  one  blockhead  echoes  another; — 

When  Kenyon  commences  the  bray, 
And  the  Borough-Duke  follows  his  track ; 

And  loudly  from  Dublin's  sweet  bay, 
Rathdowne  brays,  with  interest,  back ;  — 

And  while,  of  most  echoes  the  sound 

On  our  ear  by  reflection  doth  fall. 
These  Brunswickers  *  pass  the  bray  roundi 

Without  any  reflection  at  aU. 

Oh  Scott,  were  I  gifted  like  you. 

Who  can  name  all  the  echoes  there  are 

From  Benvoirlich  to  bold  Ben-venue, 
From  Benledi  to  wild  Uamvar ; 

I  might  track,  through  each  hard  Irish  name, 
The  rebounds  of  this  asinine  strain. 

Till  from  Neddy  to  Neddy,  it  came 
To  the  chief  Neddjy  Kenyon,  again; 

•  Anti  Catholic  assooiations,  under  the  title  of  Bnmswiok 
Chibs,  were  at  this  time  becommg  nnmeroiui  both  in  Englanc 
ind  Ireland. 
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Might  tell  how  it  roar'd  in  Rathdowne, 
How  from  Dawson  it  died  off  genteelly  — 

How  hollow  it  rung  from  the  crown 
Of  the  fat-pated  Marquis  of  Ely ; 

How,  on  hearing  my  Lord  of  G— e, 
Thistle-eaters,  the  stoutest,  gave  way, 

Outdone,  in  their  own  special  line, 
By  the  forty-ass  power  of  his  bray  I 

But,  no  —  for  so  humble  a  bard 
'T  is  a  subject  too  trying  to  touch  on ; 

Such  noblemen's  names  are  too  hard, 
And  their  noddles  too  soft  to  dwell  rnwak  onu 

Oh  Echo,  sweet  nymph  of  the  hill, 

Of  the  dell,  and  the  deep-sounding  shdiyes ; 

K,  in  spite  of  Narcissus,  you  still 
Take  to  fools  who  are  charm'd  with  ^emseWea. 

Who  knows  but,  some  morning  retiring, 
To  walk  by  the  Trent's  wooded  side, 

You  maj'  meet  with  Newcastle,  admiring 
His  own  lengthened  ears  in  the  tide  I 

Or,  on  into  Cambria  straying, 
Find  Eenyon»  that  double  tongu'd  el^ 

In  his  love  of  a«<-cendeney,  braying 
A  Brunswick  duet  with  himself  1 

VOL.  III.  10 
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INCANTATION. 

FBOM  THS  NEW  TBAGBDT  OF  **THB  BBONSWIOKKBA.** 

1828. 

SCENE.— Penefui^n  Pkm,    In  the  middle,  a  caidron  boHmg, 
Thunder. — Enter  three  Brunmoickers, 

lit  Brum,  —  Thbice  hath  scribbling  Kenyon 

scrawFd, 
2d  Brans.  —  Once  hath  fool  Newcastle  bawl'd, 
^d  Bruns.  —  Bexley  snores:  —  'tis  tinje,  'tis  timei 
Ist  Bruns,  —  Round  about  the  caldron  go ; 

In  the  pois'nous  nonsense  throw. 

Bigot  spite,  that  long  hath  grown, 

Like  a  toad  within  a  stone, 

Sweltering  in  the  heart  of  Scott, 

Boil  we  in  the  Brunswick  pot. 
AU,  —  Dribble,  dribble,  nonsense  dribble^ 

Eldon  talk,  and  Kenjon  scribble. 

2d  Brum.  —  Slaver  from  Newcastle's  qaiO 

In  the  noisome  mess  distil. 

Brimming  high  our  Brunswick  broth 

Both  with  venom  and  with  froth. 

Mix  the  brains  (though  apt  to  hash  ill, 

Being  scant)  of  Lord  Mountcashel, 

With  that  maltj  stuff  which  ChandoB 

Drivels  as  no  other  man  does. 

Catch  (».  c.  if  catch  you  can) 

One  idea,  spick  and  span, 
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From  my  Lord  of  Salisbury,— 
One  idea,  though  it  be 
Smaller  than  the  **  happy  flea,* 
Which  his  sire,  in  sonnet  terse, 
"Wedded  to  immortal  verse.* 
Though  to  rob  the  son  is  sin. 
Put  his  one  idea  in ; 
And,  to  keep  it  company, 
Let  that  conjuror  Winchelsea 
Drop  but  half  another  there, 
If  he  hath  so  much  to  spare. 
Dreams  of  murders  and  of  arsons, 
Hatch'd  in  heads  of  Msh  parsons, 
Bring  from  every  hole  and  comer 
Where  ferocious  priests,  like  Homer, 
Purely  for  religious  good, 
Cry  aloud  for  Papist's  blood, 
Blood  for  Wells,  and  such  old  women, 
At  their  ease  to  wade  and  swim  in. 

AU.  —  Dribble,  dribble,  nonsense  dribble, 
Bexley,  talk,  and  Kenyon,  scribble. 

•  Alluding  to  a  well-known  lyric  composition  of  the  late  Mar- 
IQiB,  which,  with  a  slight  alteration,  might  be  addressed  either 
)o  a  flea  or  a  fly.    For  instance :  — 

•*  Oh,  happy,  happy,  happy  fly. 
If  I  were  you,  or  you  were  L" 

**  Oh,  happy,  happy,  happy  flea. 
If  I  were  you,  or  you  were  me  ; 
But  since,  alas !  that  cannot  be, 
I  must  remaic  Lord  Salisbury." 


Digitized 


by  Google 


tid         SATIRK3AL   AND   HUMOROUS  POEMS. 

Sd  Brans.  —  Now  the  charm  begin  to  brew ; 
Sisters,  sisters,  add  thereto 
Scraps  of  Lethbridge's  old  speecbeSy 
Mix'd  with  leather  from  his  breeches. 
Rinsings  of  old  Bexley's  brains, 
Thicken'd  (if  jou'U  take  the  pains) 
With  that  pulp  which  rags  create. 
In  then*  middle,  nympha  state. 
Ere,  like  insects  frail  and  sunny. 
Forth  they  wing  abroad  as  money. 
There  —  the  Hell-broth  we've  enchanted— 
Now  but  one  thing  more  is  wanted. 
Squeeze  o'er  all  that  Orange  juice, 
Castlereagh  keeps  cork'd  for  use. 
Which,  to  work  the  better  spell,  is 

Colour'd  deep  with  blood  of , 

Blood,  of  powers  far  more  various, 

Ev'n  than  that  of  Januarius, 

Since  so  great  a  charm  hangs  o'er  it, 

England's  parsons  bow  before  it  I 

AH —  Dribble,  dribble,  nonsense  dribble, 

Bexley,  talk,  and  Kenyon,  scribble. 

2d  Bruns, —  Cool  it  now  with ^'s  blood, 

So  the  charm  is  firm  and  good*  \Exeunt. 
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HOW  TO  MAKE  A  GOOD  POLITICIAN. 

WHEm'BR  you're  in  doubt,  said  a  Sage  I  once 

knew, 
Twixfe  two  Hnet  of  ecmduct  whieh  course  to  fmrsue, 
Ask  a  woman's  adyice,  and,  whate'er  she  adyise, 
Bo  the  verj  reverse,  and  you're  sure  to  be  wise^ 

Of  the  same  use  as  guides,  are  the  Brunswiekor 

throng; 
In  their  thoughts,  words,  and  deeds,  so  instinctiyelj 

wrong, 
Thai,  whatever  they  oounsel,  act,  talk,  or  indite. 
Take  the  opposite  course,  and  you're  sure  to  be  right 

So  golden  Hm  role,  that,  had  nature  denied  you 
The  use  of  that  finger-post,  Beason,  to  guide  you  — 
Were  you  even  more  doltish  than  any  giVn  man  is, 
More  soft  than  Newcastle,  more  twaddling  than 

Van  is, 
I'd  stake  my  repute,  on  the  following  conditions. 
To  make  you  the  soundest  of  sound  politicians. 
Place  yourself  near  the  skirts  of  some  high-flying 

Tory  — 
Some  Brunswicker  parson,  of  port-drinking  glory, — 
Watch  well  how  he  dines,  during  any  great  Ques- 

ticm-^  [tion  — 

What  makes  him  feed  gaily,  what  spoib  his  dige^ 
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And  always  feel  sure  that  Ms  joy  o'er  a  stew 

Portends  a  clear  case  of  dyspepsia  to  you. 

Read  him  backwards,  like  Hebrew  —  whatever  ha 

wishes, 
Or  praises,  note  down  as  absurd,  or  pernicious. 
Like  the  folks  of  a  weather-house,  shifting  about, 
When  he's  otrf,  be  an  In  —  when  he's  tn,  be  an 

Out. 
Keep  him  always  revers'd  in  your  thoughts,  night 

and  day. 
Like  an  Lish  barometer  tum'd  the  wrong  way :  — 
If  he 's  up^  you  may  swear  that  foul  weather  is  nigh ; 
If  he's  down^  you  may  look  for  a  bit  of  blue  sky. 
Never  mind  what  debaters  or  journalists  say. 
Only  ask  what  he  thinks,  and  then  think  t'other 

way. 
Does  he  hate  the  Small-note  Bill?  then  firmly  rely 
The  Small-note  Bill's  a  blessing,  though  you  don't 

know  why. 
Is  Brougham  his  aversion  ?  then  Harry's  your  man. 
Does  he  quake  at  O'Connell  ?  take  doubly  to  Dan. 
Is  he  all  for  the  Turks  ?  then,  at  once,  take  the  whole 
Russian  Empire  (Czar,  Cossacks,  and  all)  to  your 

soul, 
in  short,  whatsoever  he  talks,  thinks,  or  is. 
Be  your  thoughts,  words,  and  essence  the  contrast 

of  his. 
Kay,  as  Siamese  ladies  —  at  least,  the  polite  ones  — 
All  paint  their  teeth  black,  *cause  the  devil  has  white 
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rf  ev'n,  by  the  chances  of  time  or  of  tide, 
Your  Tory,  for  once,  should  have  sense  on  his  side, 
Even  then  stand  aloof —  for,  be  sure  that  Old  Nick, 
WTien  a  Tory  talks  sensibly,  means  you  some  trick. 

Such  my  recipe  is  —  and,  in  one  single  verse, 
I  shall  now,  in  conclusion,  its  substance  rehearse. 
Be  all  that  a  Brunswicker  is  not,  nor  covM  be, 
And  then  —  you  11  be  all  that  an  honest  man  should 
be. 


EPISTLE  OF  CONDOLENCE, 

FROM  A  SLAYB-LOBD,  TO  A  GOTTON-LOBD. 

AxAS !  my  dear  friend,  what  a  state  of  affairs ! 

How  unjustly  we  both  are  despoil'd  of  our  rights ! 
Not  a  pound  of  black  flesh  shall  I  leave  to  my  heirs, 

Nor  must  you  any  more  work  to  death  little  whitese 

Both  forc'd  to  submit  to  that  general  controller 
Of  King,  Lords,  and  cotton  mills.  Public  Opinion, 

No  more  shall  you  beat  with  a  big  billy-roller, 
Nor  /with  the  cart-whip  assert  my  dominion. 

Wliereas,  were  we  suffer'd  to  do  as  we  please 
With  our  Blacks  and  our  Whites,  as  of  yore  we 
were  let, 
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We  might  range  them  altematey  like  harpsichord 
keys, 
And  between  us  thump  out  a  good  piebald  duet 

But  this  fun  is  all  over ;  —  farewell  to  the  zest 
Which  Slav'ry  now  lends  to  each  tea-cup  we  sip  | 

Which  makes  still  the  cruellest  coffee  the  best, 
And  that  sugar  the  sweetest  which  smacks  of  the 
whip. 

Farewell,  too,  the  Factorjr's  white  picaninnies  — 
Small,  living  machines,  which,  if  flogg'd  to  their 
tasks. 
Mix  so  well  with  their  namesakes,  the  ^^  Billies  "  and 
"  Jennies," 
That  which  have  got  souls  in  'em  nobody  asks ;  — 

Little  Maids  of  the  Mill,  who,  themselves  but  ill-^ed, 
Are  oblig'd,  'mong  their  other  benevolent  cares, 

To  "  keep  feeding  the  scribblers,"  *  —  and  better,  'tis 
said. 
Than  old  Blackwood  or  Eraser  have  ever  fed  theirs. 

All  this  is  now  o'er,  and  so  dismal  my  loss  is^ 
So  hard  'tis  to  part  from  the  smack  <^  the  thcMig, 

That  I  mean  (from  pure  love  for  the  old  whipping 
process). 
To  take  to  whipt  syllabub  all  my  life  long; 

•  One  of  the  operations  in  cotton  mills  usually  performed  its 
sfaildren. 
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THE  GHOST  OF  MILTIADBS. 
Ah  quotlet  dnbiiu  SeripiiB  exanit  amator !  Onft. 

Thi:  6ho9l  of  Miltiades  came  at  night. 
And  he  stood  by  the  bed  of  the  B^athamkey 
And  be  said,  in  a  voice  that  thrill'd  the  firama, 
^  If  ever  the  sound  of  Marathon's  name 
«  Hath  fir'd  thy  blood  or  flush'd  thy  brow, 
"  Lover  of  Liberty,  rouse  thee  now ! " 

The  Benthamite,  yawning,  left  his  bed  — 

Away  to  the  Stock  Exchange  he  sped. 

And  he  found  the  Scrip  of  Greece  so  high, 

That  it  fir'd  his  blooa,  it  flush'd  his  eye. 

And  oh,  'twas  a  sight  for  the  Ghost  to  see, 

For  never  was  Greek  more  Greek  than  he ! 

And  still  as  the  premium  higher  went, 

His  ecstasy  rose  —  so  much  per  cent, 

(As  we  see  in  a  glass,  that  tells  the  weather, 

The  heat  and  the  tiher  rise  together,) 

And  Liberty  sung  from  the  patriot's-  lip. 

While  a  voice  from  his  pocket  whisper'd  "  Scrip ! " 

The  Ghost  of  Miltiades  came  again ;  — 

He  smil'd,  as  the  pale  moon  smiles  through  rain, 

For  his  soul  was  glad  at  that  patriot  strain ; 

(And  poor,  dear  ghost  —  bow  little  he  knew 

The  jobs  and  the  tricks  of  the  Philhellene  crew  I  > 
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^  Blessings  and  thanks ! "  was  all  he  said, 
Then,  melting  awaj,  like  a  night-dream,  fled  I 

The  Benthamite  hears — amaz'd  that  ghosts 

Could  he  such  fools  —  and  away  he  posts, 

A  patriot  still  ?     Ah  no,  ah  no  — 

Groddess  of  Freedom,  thy  Scrip  is  low. 

And,  warm  and  fond  as  thy  lovers  are. 

Thou  triest  their  passion,  when  under  jemit. 

The  Benthamite's  ardour  fast  decays. 

By  turns  he  weeps,  and  swears,  and  prays, 

And  wishes  the  devil  had  Crescent  and  CrosSy 

Ere  he  bad  been  forc'd  to  sell  at  a  loss. 

They  quote  him  the  Stock  of  various  nations, 

But,  spite  of  his  classic  associations. 

Lord,  bow  he  loathes  the  Greek  quotcUians  ! 

«  Who  '11  buy  my  Scrip  ?    Who  '11  buy  ray  Scrip  ? 

Is  now  the  theme  of  the  patriot's  lip. 

As  he  runs  to  tell  how  hard  his  lot  is 

To  Messrs.  Orlando  and  Luriottis, 

And  says,  "  Oh  Greece,  for  Libert/s  sake, 

**  Do  buy  my  Scrip,  and  I  vow  to  break 

"  Those  dark,  unholy  bonds  of  thine  — 

"  If  you'll  only  consent  to  buy  up  mine/" 

The  Ghost  of  Miltiades  came  once  more ;  ^ 

His  brow,  like  the  night,  was  lowering  o'er, 

And  he  said,  with  a  look  that  flash'd  dismay, 

"  Of  Liberty's  foes  the  worst  are  they, 

**  Who  turn  to  a  trade  her  cause  divine, 

**  And  gamble  for  gold  on  Freedom's  shrine  I* 
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Thus  saying,  the  Ghost,  as  he  took  his  flight. 
Gave  a  Parthian  kick  to  the  Benthamite, 
Which  sent  him,  whimperings  off  to  Jerry  — 
And  vanish'd  away  to  the  Stygian  ferry ! 


ALARMING    INTELLIGENCE  — REVOLUTION    IN 

THE  DICTIONARY— ONE  GALT  AT  THA 

HEAD  OF  IT, 

Gk>D  preserve  us! — there's  nothing  now  safe  from 
assault ;  — 
Thrones  toppling  around,  churches  brought  to  the 
hammer ; 
And  accounts  have  just  reached  us  that  one  Mr.  Ga& 
£[as  declared  open  war  against  English  and  Gram- 
mar! 

He  had  long  been  suspected  of  some  such  design. 

And,  the  better  his  wicked  intents  to  arrive  at. 
Had  lately  'mong  Colbum's  troops  of  the  line 

(The  penny-a-line  men)  enlisted  as  private- 
There  school'd,  with  a  rabble  of  words  at  command, 

Scotch,  English,  and  slang,  in  promiscuous  alliance, 
Be,  at  length,  against  Syntax  has  taken  his  stand. 

And  sets  all  the  Nine  Parts  of  Speech  at  defiance. 
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Next  advices^  no  doubt,  further  &icts  will  afford ; 

In  the  mean  time  the  ^nger  most  imminent  grows, 
He  ]ias  taken  the  Life  <^  one  eminent  Lord, 

And  whom  be  '11  neoBt  murder  the  Lord  only  knaws. 

Wednesday  evening. 
Since  our  last,  matters,  kic^ly,  look  more  serene ; 

Tho'  the  rebel,  'tis  stated,  to  aid  his  defection. 
Has  seiz'd  a  great  Powder  —  no.  Puff  Magazine, 

And  the'  explosions  are  dreadful  in  every  direction. 

What  his  meaning  exactly  is,  nobody  knows. 
As  he  talks  (in  a  strain  of  intense  botheration) 

Of  lyrical  "  ichor,"  *  "  gelatinous"  prose,t 
And  a  mixture  call'd  amber  immortalization.^ 

Now,  he  raves  of  a  bard  he  once  happen'd  to  meet^ 
Seated  high  "among  rattlings,"  and  churning  a 
sonnet ;  § 

Now,  talks  of  a  mystery,  wrapp'd  in  a  sheet, 
With  a  halo  (by  way  of  a  nightcap)  upon  it !  | 

*  <'  That  dark  diseased  ichor  whieh  coloured  his  effiisions.*'  -• 
Galt*s  Life  of  Byron. 

t  "  That  gelatinous  character  of  their  effusions.*' —  Snd. 

X  "  The  poetical  embalmment,  or  rather,  amber  immortaliza 
Jion.""-7WA 

I  "  Sitting  amidst  the  shrouds  and  rattlings,  churning  an  inar< 
tionlate  melody."  ^-Jbid. 

II  **  He  was  a  mystery  in  a  winding  sheet  crowned  with  a 
WfiLi>.'*—GAut'aLifeofBjfron, 
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We  shudder  in  tradng  these  tercihle  lines ; 
0   Something  had  tiiej  most  diean,  tiio'  we  can't 

make  it  out ; 
For,  whate'er  may  he  gaess^d  of  Crait's  secret  designs. 
That  they're  all  .in^En^ish  no  Christian  can 
doubt. 


BBSOLUTIONS 

PASSED  AT  A  LATB  MESTIVO  OF  BBYKBENDS  ABD  BMIR 
BEYEBEND8. 

ResolVd  —  to  stick  to  ev'ry  particle 
Of  ev'ry  Creed  and  ev'ry  Article 
Reforming  nought,  or  great  or  little 
We'll  stanchly  stand  by  every  tittle,"  * 
And  scorn  the  swallow  of  that  soul 
Which  cannot  boldly  bolt  the  whole. 

ResolVd,  that,  though  St.  Athanasius 
In  damning  souls  is  rather  spacious  — 
Though  wide  and  far  his  curses  fall. 
Our  Church  "  hath  stomach  for  them  all ; " 
And  those  who 're  not  content  with  such 
May  e'en  be  d— d  ten  times  as  much. 

•  One  of  the  questions  propounded  to  the  Puritans  in  1578 
iras  —  **  Whether  the  Book  of  Service  was  good  and  godly,  every 
little  grounded  on  the  Holy  Scripture?  '*  On  which  an  honest 
Dissenter  remarks  —  "Surely  they  had  a  wonderful  opinion  of 
lieir  Service  Book  thai  there  was  not  a  tUUe  amiss  in  it.*' 
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Resolv*d  —  such  liberal  souls  are  we  — 

Though  hating  Nonconformity,  # 

We  yet  believe  the  cash  no  worse  is 

That  comes  from  Nonconformist  purses. 

Indifferent  whence  the  money  reaches 

The  pockets  of  our  reverend  breeches, 

To  us  the  Jumper's  jingling  penny 

Chinks  with  a  tone  as  sweet  as  any ; 

And  ev'n  our  old  friends  Yea  and  Nay 

May  through  the  nose  for  ever  pray, 

If  also  through  the  nose  they'll  pay. 

Resolv'd,  that  Hooper,*  Latimer,t 
And  Cranmer,t  all  extremely  err, 
In  taking  such  a  low-bred  view 
Of  what  Lords  Spiritual  ought  to  do :  — 
All  owing  to  the  fact,  poor  men, 
That  Mother  Church  was  modest  then. 
Nor  knew  what  golden  eggs  her  goose. 
The  Public,  would  in  time  produce* 

•  "They,"  the  Bishops,  "know  that  the  primitive  Chiirch 
had  no  snch  Bishops.  If  the  fourth  part  of  the  bishopric  re- 
mained unto  the  Bishop,  it  were  sufficient"  —  On  Ihe  Command- 
menis^  p.  72. 

t  "Since  the  Prelates  were  made  Lords  and  Nobles,  the 
plough  standeth,  there  is  no  work  done,  the  people  starve.**  — 
Lot,  Ssrm. 

t  "  Of  whom  have  come  all  these  glorious  titles,  styles,  and 
pomps  into  the  Church.  But  I  would  that  I,  and  all  my 
brethren,  the  Bishops,  would  leave  all  our  styles,  and  write 
the  styles  of  our  offices,**  etc. — Life  of  Cranmer,  by  Stript 
Sfpettdix. 
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One  Pisgah  peep  at  modem  Durham 

To  far  more  lordly  thoughts  would  stir  'em, 

Resolv'd,  that  when  we,  Spiritual  Lords, 

Whose  income  just  enough  affords 

To  keep  our  Spiritual  Lordships  cozy, 

Are  told,  by  Antiquarians  prosy. 

How  ancient  Bishops  cut  up  theirs. 

Giving  the  poor  the  largest  shares  — 

Our  answer  is,  in  one  short  word. 

We  think  it  pious,  but  absurd. 

Those  good  men  made  the  world  their  debtee, 

But  we,  the  Church  reform'd,  know  better; 

And,  taking  all  that  all  can  pay, 

Balance  the'  account  the  other  way. 

Resolv'd,  our  thanks  profoundly  due  are 
To  last  month's  Quarterly  Reviewer, 
Who  proves  (by  arguments  so  dear 
One  sees  how  much  he  holds  per  year) 
That  England's  Church,  though  out  of  date. 
Must  still  be  left  to  lie  in  state, 
As  dead,  as  rotten,  and  as  grand  as 
The  mummy  of  King  Osymandyas, 
All  pickled  snug  —  the  brains  drawn  out  —  * 
With  costly  cerements  swathed  about,  — 
And  **  Touch  me  not,"  those  words  terrific, 
Scrawl'd  o'er  her  in  good  hieroglyphic 

•  Part  of  the  ^rooess  of  embalmment. 
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Sm  ANDREWS  DREAM. 

**  N66  ta  q^tmo  ptti  TBnimtUt  wwnnto  portfp  * 
Oum  pia  yenenint  MmDia,  pondos  batwntk** 

P&opiBT.  lib.  It.  eleg.  7 

As  snug,  on  a  Sunday  eve,  of  late, 

In  his  easy  chair  Sir  Andrew  sate, 

Being  much  too  pious,  as  every  one  knows, 

To  do  aught,  of  a  Sunday  eve,  but  doze, 

He  dreamt  a  dream,  dear,  holy  man. 

And  I'  11  tell  you  his  dream  as  well  as  I  can. 

He  found  himself,  to  his  great  amaze. 

In  Charles  the  First's  high  Tory  days. 

And  just  at  the  time  that  grayest  of  Courts 

Had  published  its  Book  of  Sunday  Sports,  —  ♦ 

Sunday  Sports !  what  a  thmg  for  the  ear 
Of  Andrew,  even  in  sleep,  to  hear !  — 

•  The  Booh  of  Sporia  drawn  up  by  Bishop  Moreton  was  first 
put  forth  in  the  reign  of  James  I.,  1618,  and  afterwards  lepnb- 
Ilshed,  at  the  advice  of  Land,  by  Charles  I.,  1638,  with  an  in- 
junction that  it  should  be  "made  public  by  order  from  the 
Bishops.''  We  find  it  therein  declared,  that  "•  fbr  his  good  peo- 
ple's recreation,  his  Majesty's  pleasure  was,  that  after  the  end  of 
divine  service  they  should  not  be  disturbed,  letted,  or  dis- 
couraged from  any  lawful  recreations,  such  as  dancing,  either  of 
men  or  women,  archery  for  men,  leaping,  vaulting,  or  any  such 
harmless  recreations,  nor  having  of  May-games,  Whitsun-ales,  or 
Morris-dances,  or  setting  up  of  May-poles,  or  other  sports  there- 
vith  used,"  etc. 
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ii  d»nee<l  to  be,  too,  a  Sabbath  day, 

When  the  people  from  church  were  coming  awi^ 

And  Andrew  with  h(»Tor  heard  this  song, 

As  the  smiling  sinners  flock'd  along :  — 

^  Long  life  to  the  Bi^ops,  hurrah !  humih  I 

"  For  a  week  of  work  and  a  Sunday  of  play 

^Make  the  poor  man's  life  run  merry  away." 

**  The  Bishops  1 "  quoth  Andrew,  "  Popish,  I  guess," 
And  he  grinned  with  conscions  holiness. 
But  the  song  went  on,  and,  to  brim  the  cup 
Of  poor  Andy's  grie^  the  fiddles  struck  up  I 

"  Come,  take  out  the  lasses  —  let's  have  a  daoee— - 

"  For  the  Bish<^  allow  us  to  skip  our  fill, 
''Well  ]|nowing  that  no  one's  the  more  in  adymce 

On  the  road  to  heaven,  for  standing  stilL 
*<  Oh,  it  never  was  meant  that  grim  grimaces 

"  Should  sour  the  cream  of  a  creed  of  love ; 
**  Or  that  fellows  with  long,  disastrous  faces, 

^  Alone  should  sit  among  cherubs  above. 

''  Then  hurrah  for  the  Bishops,  elOi 

•*  For  Sunday  fim  we  never  can  fail, 

^  Whetn  the  Churoh  herself  each  sport  points  oot ;  -«• 
"There's  May-games,  archery,  Whitsun-ale, 

"  And  a  May-pole  high  to  dance  about. 
•  Or,  should  we  be  for  a  pole  hard  driven, 

^  Some  lengthy  saint,  of  aspect  fell, 

VOL.  in.  11 
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I*  With  his  pockets  on  earth,  and  his  nose  in  hearei^ 

**  Will  do  for  a  May-pole  just  as  well. 
**  Then  hurrah  for  the  Bishops,  hurrah !  hurrah ! 
•*  A  week  of  work  and  a  Sabbath  of  play 
"  Make  the  poor  man's  life  run  merry  away," 

To  Andy,  who  doesn't  much  deal  in  history, 

This  Sunday  scene  was  a  downright  mystery ; 

And  Gk>d  knows  where  might  have  ended  the  jokey 

But,  in  trying  to  stop  the  fiddles,  he  woke. 

And  the  odd  thing  is  (as  the  rumour  goes) 

That  since  that  dream  —  which,  one  would  suppose^ 

Should  have  made  his  godly  stomach  rise. 

Even  more  than  ever,  'gainst  Sunday  pies  — 

He  has  viewed  things  quite  with  different  eyes ; 

Is  beginning  to  take,  on  matters  divine,       , 

Like  Charles  and  his  Bishops,  the  ^porting  line  •— • 

Is  all  for  Christians  jigging  in  pairs, 

As  an  interlude  'twixt  Sunday  prayers;  — 

Nay,  talks  of  getting  Archbishop  Howley 

To  bring  in  a  Bill,  enacting  duly, 

That  all  good  Protestants,  from  this  date. 

May,  freely  and  lawfully,  recreate, 

Of  a  Sunday  eve,  their  spirits  moody, 

With  Jack  in  the  Straw,  or  Punch  and  Judy. 
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A  BLUB  LOVE-SONG. 

TO  XI88 * 

ilr.^**  Corns Uv  with msmdUmfhm/* 

GOMS  wed  with  me,  and  we  will  write, 

Mj  Blue  of  Blues,  from  mom  till  night 

Chased  from  our  classic  souls  shall  be 

All  thoughts  of  Tulgar  progeny ; 

And  thou  shalt  walk  through  smiling  rows 

Of  chubby  duodecimos. 

While  ly  to  match  thy  products  nearly, 

Shall  lie-in  of  a  quarto  yearly. 

Tis  true,  ev'n  books  entail  some  trouble ; 

But  Uve  productions  give  one  double. 

Correcting  children  is  such  bother,  — 

While  printers'  deVls  correct  the  other. 

Just  think,  my  own  Malthusian  dear. 

How  much  more  decent  'tis  to  hear 

f*rom  male  or  female  —  as  it  may  be — 

**  How  is  your  book  ?  "  than  "  How 's  your  baby?* 

And,  whereas  physic  and  wet  nurses 

Do  much  exhaust  paternal  purses. 

Our  books,  if  rickety,  may  go 

And  be  well  dry-nurs'd  in  the  Row; 

And,  when  God  wills  to  take  them  hence^ 

Are  buried  at  the  Rouj'$  expense. 

Besides,  (as  'tis  well  prov'd  by  thee, 
In  thy  own  Works,  voL  93,) 
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The  march,  just  now,  of  population 
So  much  outstrips  all  moderation. 
That  ev'n  prolific  herring-shoals 
Keep  pace  not  with  our  erring  souls.* 
Oh  far  more  proper  and  well-bred 
To  stick  to  writing  books  instead ; 
And  show  the  world  how  two  Blue  loven 
Can  coalesce,  like  two  book-covers, 
(Sheep-skin,  or  calf,  or  such  wise  leather,) 
Lettered  at  back,  and  stitch'd  together, 
Fondly  as  first  the  binder  fix'd  'em. 
With  nought  but — literature  betwixt  'em. 


SUNDAY   ETHICS. 

A  800TOH  CDS. 

PuiB,  profligate  Londoners,  having  heard  tell 
That  the  De'il's  got  amang  je,  and  fearing  'tis 
true. 
We  ha'  sent  ye  a  mon  wha's  a  match  for  his  spell, 
A  chiel  o'  our  ain,  that  the  De'il  himsel 
Will  be  glad  to  keep  dear  of,  one  Andrew  Agnew. 

So,  at  least,  ye  may  reckon,  for  ane  day  entire 
In  ilka  lang  week  yell  be  tranquil  eneugh^ 

*  See  **  Ella  of  Garvelooh.'*  —  Garvelooh  being  a  place  when 
there  was  a  large  herring-fishery,  but  where,  as  we  are  told  bf 
the  author,  '*the  people  increased  much  &ster  than  the  pr^ 
dnce.** 
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As  Auld  Nick,  do  him   justice,  abhors   a  Scotch 

squire, 
An*  would  sooner  gae  roast  by  his  ain  kitchen  fire 
Than  pass  a  hale  Sunday  wi'  Andrew  Agnew. 

For,  bless  the  gude  mon,  gin  he  had  his  ain  way, 
He'd  na  let  a  cat  on  the  Sabbath  say  " mew ; " 
Nae  birdie  maun  whistle,  nae  lambie  maun  play. 
An*  Phoebus  himsel  could  na  travel  that  day, 
As  he'd  find  a  new  Joshua  in  Andie  Agnew. 

Only  hear,  in  your  Senate,  how  awfu'  he  cries, 

"  Wae,  wae  to  a*  sinners  who  boil  an'  who  stew  I 
"  Wae,  wae  to  a'  eaters  o'  Sabbath-bak'd  pies, 
"  For  as  surely  again  shall  the  crust  thereof  rise 
**  In  judgment  against  ye,"  saith  Andrew  Agnew  I 

Ye  may  think,  from  a'  this,  that  our  Andie 's  the  lad 

To  ca*  o'er  the  coals  your  nobeelity,  too ; 
That  their  drives,  o'  a  Sunday,  wi'  flunkies,*  a*  clad 
Like  Shawmen,  behind  'em,  would  mak  the  mon  mad- 
But  he's  nae  sic  a  noodle,  our  Andie  Agnew. 

If  Lairds  jm'  fine  Ladies,  on  Sunday,  think  right 
To  gang  to  the  deevil  —  as  maist  o'  them  do  — 

To  stop  them  our  Andie  would  think  na  polite ; 

And  'tis  odds  (if  the  chiel  could  get  ony  thing  by't) 
But  he'd  follow  'em,  booing,!   would  Andi'ew 
Agnew. 

•  Servants  in  livery. 

t  Fcr  tlie  "  gude  effects  and  uteelity  of  booing,*'  see  the  Mam 
sfUki  World. 
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AWFUL  EVENT. 

Yes,  Winchelsea  (I  tremble  while  I  pen  it), 
Winchelsea's  Earl  hath  cvt  the  British  Senate  — 
Hath  said  to  England's  Peers,  in  accent  gruff, 
**  That  for  ye  aU  **  [snapping  his  fingers],  and  exit 
in  a  huff  I 

Disastrous  news !  —  like  that,  of  old.  Which  spread 
From  shore  to  shore,  **  our  mighty  Pan  is  dead," 
O'er  the  cross  benches  (cross  from  being  crost) 
Sounds  the  loud  wail,  "  Our  Winchelsea  is  lost!** 

Which  of  ye.  Lords,  that  heard  him,  can  forget 
The  deep  impression  of  that  awful  threat, 

*'  I  quit  your  house  II"  —  'midst  all  that  histories 
tell, 
I  know  but  one  event  that's  parallel:  — 

It  chanc'd  at  Drury  Lane,  one  Easter  night, 

When  the  gay  gods,  too  blest  to  be  polite, 

Grods  at  their  ease,  like  those  of  leam'd  Lucretius, 

Laugh'd,  whistled,  groan'd,  uproariously  facetious  — 

A.  well-dress'd  member  of  the  middle  gaUery, 

Whose  "  ears  polite  "  disdain'd  such  low  canaillerie. 

Rose  in  his  place  —  so  grand,  you  'd  almost  swear 

Lord  Winchelsea  himself  stood  towering  there  — 

And  like  that  Lord  of  dignity  and  nous^ 

Said,  "  Silence,  fellows,  or  —  I  'U  leave  the  house  1 1  ^ 
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How  brook'd  the  gods  this  speech  ?    Ah  well-a-da; 
That  speech  so  fine  should  be  so  thro¥m  away  t 
In  vain  did  this  mid-gallery  grandee 
Assert  his  own  two-shilling  dignity  — 
In  vain  he  menac'd  to  withdraw  the  ray 
Of  his  own  full-price  countenance  away  — 
Fun  against  Dignity  is  fearful  odds. 
And  as  the  Lords  laugh  now,  so  giggled  then  the 
godst 


THE  NUMBEBING  OF  THE  CLEBGT. 

rABODT  ON  BIB  0HABLS8  HAH.  WILUAH8*8  FAHOVt  OOI^ 

*'ooia,  OLOi,  ijn>  em  mb  twuv  Eosm.** 

**  We  want  more  Ohniehflt  and  moie  Glergymen.*' 

Bishop  of  London's  lots  CkmgSt 

**  Biotaniin  mmMmm,  tcrrls  perrantibiu,  angent.'' 
daudian  in  Eutrop. 

Come,  give  us  more  Livings  and  Rectors, 
For,  richer  no  realm  ever  gave ; 

But  why,  ye  unchristian  objectors. 
Do  ye  ask  us  how  many  we  crave  ?  ♦ 

Oh,  there  can't  be  too  many  rich  Livings 
For  souls  of  the  Pluralist  kind, 

•    Cknne,  Gloe,  and  give  me  sweet  kiseee, 
For  sweeter  sore  never  girl  gave; 
But  wfa  J,  in  the  midst  of  my  blisses, 
Do  yoa  aak  jdm  how  nuuiy  I  'd  ha,y%} 
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Who,  despifling  old  Cocker's  misgivinga^ 
To  numbers  can  ne'er  be  confin'd.* 

Count  the  cormorants  hovering  about,t 
At  the  time  their  fish  season  sets  in, 

When  these  models  of  keen  diners-out 
Are  preparing  their  beaks  to  begin. 

Count  the  rooks  that,  in  clerical  dresses, 
Flock  round  when  the  harvest's  in  plaj. 

And,  not  minding  the  farmer's  distresses, 
Like  devils  in  grain  peck  away. 

Gro,  number  the  locusts  in  heaven,t 
On  their  way  to  some  tithable  shore ; 

And  when  so  many  Parsons  you  've  given, 
We  still  shall  be  craving  for  more. 

Then,  unless  ye  the  Church  would  submerge,  ye 
Must  leave  us  in  peace  to  augment, 

For  the  wretch  who  could  number  the  Clergy, 
With  few  will  be  ever  content§ 

•    For  whilst  I  love  thee  above  measure, 

To  numbers  I  '11  ne'er  be  confin'd. 
t    Gonnt  the  bees  that  on  Hybla  are  playing, 

Gomit  the  flowers  that  enamel  its  fields, 
Ckmnt  the  flocks,  etc. 
I    Go  number  the  stars  in  the  heaven, 

Gount  how  many  sands  on  the  shore; 
When  80  many  kisses  ^ou've  given, 

I  still  shall  be  craving  for  more. 
f    But  the  wretch  who  can  number  his  kimm^ 

ITith  ftw  will  be  evw  content 
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A  SAD  CASE. 

If  It  be  the  undergradiiate  season  at  which  this  rabiet  reUgiosM  Is  tc  b( 
■o  fSsaifol,  what  security  has  Mr.  Ctoulbam  against  It  at  this  mcmeutt 
when  bis  sdn  is  aotoally  exposed  to  the  ftill  renomof  anassouiattMi  with 
Dissenters? '^—  The  Times,  March  25. 

How  sad  a  case !  — just  think  of  it — 

If  Goulbum  junior  should  be  bit 

By  some  insane  Dissenter,  roaming 

Through  Granta's  halls,  at  large  and  foaming, 

And  with  that  aspect,  tdtra  crabbed 

Which  marks  Dissenters  when  they  're  rabid  I 

Grod  only  knows  what  mischiefs  might 

Result  from  this  one  single  bite, 

Or  how  the  venom,  once  suck'd  in, 

Might  spread  and  rage  through  kith  and  kuL 

Mad  folks,  of  all  denominations. 

First  turn  upon  their  own  relations : 

So  that  one  Goulbum,  fairly  bit, 

Might  end  in  maddening  the  whole  kit. 

Till,  ah,  ye  gods,  we'd  have  to  rue 

Our  Goulbum  senior  bitten  too ; 

The  Hychurchphobia  in  those  veins. 

Where  Tory  blood  now  redly  reigns;  — 

And  that  dear  man,  who  now  perceives 

Salvation  only  in  lawn  sleeves. 

Might,  tainted  by  such  coarse  infection,     « 

Run  mad  in  the*  opposite  direction. 
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And  think,  poor  man,  'tis  only  ^ren 
To  linsey-woolsey  to  reach  Heayen ! 

Just  fancy  what  a  shock  *t  would  be 
Our  Goulburn  in  his  fits  to  see, 
Tearing  into  a  thousand  particles 
His  once-lov'd  Nine  and  Thirty  Articles ; 
(Those  Articles  his  friend,  the  Duke,* 
For  Gospel,  t'other  night,  mistook ;) 
Cursing  cathedrals,  deans,  and  singers  — 
Wishing  the  ropes  might  hang  the  ringers-^ 
Pelting  the  church  with  blasphemies, 
Even  worse  than  Parson  Beverley's ;  — 
And  ripe  for  severing  Church  and  State, 
Like  any  creedless  reprobate. 
Or  like  that  class  of  Methodists 
Prince  Waterloo  styles  "  Atheists  I " 

But  'tis  too  much — the  Muse  turns  pale^ 
And  o'er  the  picture  drops  a  veil, 
Praying,  God  save  the  Gonlbums  all 
From  mad  Dissenters,  great  and  small  I 

•  The  Dokeof  Wellington,  i^io  styled  them '*  the  ArtielM  of 
Uhrijtiaiiity." 
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A  DREAM  OF  HINDOSTAN. 

ri$mn  teneatii,  amloL 

*Th£  longer  one  lives,  the  more  one  learns^ 

Said  I,  as  off  to  sleep  I  went, 
Bemus'd  with  thinking  of  Tithe  concerns, 
And  reading  a  book,  by  the  Bishop  of  Fbbns,*^ 

On  the  Irish  Church  Establishment 
But,  lo,  in  sleep,  not  long  I  lay. 

When  Fancy  her  usual  tricks  began, 
And  I  found  myself  bewitch'd  away 

To  a  goodly  city  in  Hindostan  — 
A  city,  where  he,  who  dares  to  dine 

On  aught  but  rice,  is  deem*d  a  sinner ; 
Where  sheep  and  kine  are  held  divine. 

And,  accordingly  —  never  drest  for  dinner. 

"  But  how  is  this  ?  "  I  wondering  cried  — 
As  I  walk'd  that  city,  fair  and  wide, 
And  saw,  in  every  marble  street, 

A  row  of  beautiful  butchers'  shops  — 
"  What  means,  for  men  who  don't  eat  meat^ 

"  This  grand  display  of  loins  and  chops  ?  " 
In  vain  I  ask'd  —  'twas  plain  to  see 
That  nobody  dar'd  to  answer  me. 

•  An  indefatigable  scribbler  of  anti-Catholic  pamphleta. 


Digitized 


by  Google 


172         SATIKICAL   AND   HXTMOROUS  POEMS. 

So,  on,  from  street  to  street  I  strode ; 
And  you  can't  conceive  how  vastly  odd 
The  butchers  look'd  —  a  roseate  crew, 
Inshiin'd  in  stalls,  with  nought  to  do ; 
While  some  on  a  bench,  half  dozing,  sat. 
And  the  Sacred  Cows  were  not  more  fat. 

Still  pos'd  to  think,  what  all  this  scene 
Of  sinecure  trade  was  meant  to  mean, 
"  And,  pray,"  ask'd  I  — "  by  whom  is  paid 
The  expense  of  this  strange  masquerade  ?  " — 
"  The'  expense !  —  oh,  that's  of  course  defray'd 
(Said  one  of  these  well-fed  Hecatombers) 
"  By  yonder  rascally  rice-consumers." 
**  What !  thei/,  who  mustn't  eat  meat ! "  — 

"No  matter- 
(And.  while  he  spoke,  his  cheeks  grew  fatter,) 
"  The  rogues  may  munch  their  Paddy  crop, 
"  But  the  rogues  must  still  support  our  shop. 
"  And,  depend  upon  it,  the  way  to  treat 

"  Heretical  stomachs  that  thus  dissent, 
"  Is  to  burden  all  that  wo'n't  eat  meat, 

"  With  a  costly  Meat  Establishment." 

On  hearing  these  words  so  gravely  said, 

With  a  volley  of  laughter  loud  I  shook ; 
And  my  slumber  fled,  and  my  dream  was  sped. 
And  I  found  I  was  lying  snug  in  bed, 

Willi  my  nose  in  the  Bishop  of  Ferns'  booL 
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THE  BRUNSWICK  CLUB. 

A  Letter  haviiig  been  addressed  to  a  very  distinguished  personage, 
qoesting  him  to  become  the  Patron  of  tliis  Orange  Olub,  a  polite 
■wer  was  fbrthwith  returned,  of  which  we  liaTC  been  fortunate 
to  obtain  a  copy. 

Brimstone-haU,  September  1, 1828. 

Private.  —  Lord  Belzebub  presents 

To  the  Brunswick  Club  his  compliments, 

And  much  regrets  to  say  that  he    • 

Cannot,  at  present,  their  Patron  be. 

Li  stating  this,  Lord  Belzebub 

Assures,  on  his  honour,  the  Brunswick  Cliib^ 

That  'tis  n't  from  any  lukewarm  lack 

Of  zeal  or  fire  he  thus  holds  back  — 

As  ev'n  Lord  Goal*  himself  is  not 

For  the  Orange  party  more  red-hot : 

But  the  truth  is,  till  their  Club  affords 

A  somewhat  decenter  show  of  Lords, 

And  on  its  list  of  members  gets 

A  few  less  rubbishy  Baronets, 

Lord  Belzebub  must  beg  to  be 

Excused  from  keeping  such  company. 

Who  the  devil,  he  humbly  begs  to  know. 
Are  Lord  Glandine,  and  Lord  Dunlo  ? 
Or  who,  with  a  grain  of  sense,  would  go 
To  sit  and  be  bored  by  Lord  Mayo  ? 

•  Usually  w-ifcten  "  Cole." 
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What  living  creature  —  except  his  nurse  ^^ 

For  Lord  Mountcashell  cares  a  curse, 

Or  thinks  'twould  matter  if  Lord  Muskerrj 

Were  t'other  side  of  the  Stygian  ferry? 

Breathes  there  a  man  in  Dublin  town, 

Who'd  give  but  half  of  half-a-crown 

To  save  from  drowning  my  Lord  Rathdowne, 

Or  who  wouldn't  also  gladly  hustle  in 

Lords  Boden,  Bandon,  Cole^  and  Jocelyn? 

In  short,  though,  from  his  tenderest  years, 

Accustom'd  to  all  sorts  of  Peers, 

Lord  Belzebub  much  questions  whether 

He  ever  yet  saw,  mix'd  together, 

As  'twere  in  one  capacious  tub. 

Such  a  mess  of  noble  silly-bub 

As  the  twenty  Peers  of  the  Brunswick  Club. 

'Tis  therefore  impossible  that  Lord  B. 

Could  stoop  to  such  society. 

Thinking,  he  owns  (though  no  great  prig)» 

For  one  in  his  station  'twere  infra  dig. 

But  he  begs  to  propose,  in  the  interim 

(Till  they  find  some  prop'rer  Peers  for  him), 

His  Highness  of  Cumberland,  as  Sub, 

To  take  his  place  at  the  Brunswick  Club  — 

Begging,  meanwhile,  himself  to  dub 

Their  obedient  servant,  BblzebuBi 

It  luckily  happens,  the  Royal  Duke 
Resembles  so  much,  in  air  and  look« 
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The  head  of  the  Belzebub  famUy, 

That  few  can  any  diflference  see ; 

Which  makes  of  him,  of  course,  the  better  soil 

To  serve  as  Lord  B.'s  substitute. 


PROPOSALS  FOR  A  GYNJECOCBACT. 

▲DDRB88ED  TO  A  LATE  BADIOAL  MBBTUIO. 

uQuasipiadeeaiitblcUaOMnfflft 

Dekgit  pftdsquft  bonaf  belUqiie  ministni.*' 

As  Whig  Beform  has  had  its  range, 

And  none  of  us  are  yet  content. 
Suppose,  my  friends,  by  way  of  change, 

We  try  a  Female  ParUament ; 
And  since,  of  late,  with  he  M.  P.'s 
We've  fared  so  badly,  take  to  she's  — 
Petticoat  patriots,  flounc'd  John  Russells, 
Burdetts  in  hUmde^  an4  Broughams  in  bu$de$. 
The  plan  is  startling,  I  confess  — 
But  'tis  but  an  affair  of  dress ; 
Nor  see  I  much  there  is  to  choose 

'Twixt  Ladies  (so  they  're  thorough  bred  ones) 
In  ribands  of  all  sorts  of  hues. 

Or  Lords  in  only  blue  or  red  ones. 

At  least,  the  fiddlers  will  be  winners. 
Whatever  other  trade  advances ; 
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As  then,  instead  of  Cabinet  dinners. 

We  *11  have,  at  Ahnaek's,  Cabinet  dances ; 
Nor  let  this  world's  important  questions 
Depend  on  Ministers'  digestions. 

If  Ude's  receipts  have  done  things  ill, 

To  Weippert's  band  they  may  go  better ; 
There's  Lady  *  *,  in  one  quadrille, 

Would  settle  Europe,  if  you'd  let  her: 
And  who  the  deuce  or  asks,  or  cares. 

When  Whigs  or  Tories  have  undone  'em. 
Whether  they  've  danced  through  State  afiaira 

Or  simply,  dully,  dvrCd  upon  'em  ? 

Hurrah  then  for  the  Petticoats ! 

To  them  we  pledge  our  free-bom  votes ; 

We'll  have  all  «Ac,  and  only  she  — 

Pert  blues  shall  act  as  "  best  debaters,** 
Old  dowagers  our  Bishops  be. 

And  termagants  our  Agitators. 

If  Vestris,  to  oblige  the  nation. 
Her  own  Olympus  will  abandon. 

And  help  to  prop  the'  Administration, 
It  carCt  have  better  legs  to  stand  on. 

The  fam'd  Macaulay  (Miss)  shall  show, 

*   Each  evening,  forth  in  learn'd  oration ; 

Shall  move  (midst  general  cries  of  "  Oh ! ") 
For  full  returns  of  population : 
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And,  finally,  to  crown  the  whole, 
The  Princess  Olive,*  Royal  soul, 
Shall  from  her  bower  in  Banco  Begi% 
Descend,  to  bless  her  faithful  lieges. 
And,  mid  our  Unions'  loyal  chorus, 
Beign  jollily  for  ever  o'er  us. 


TO  THE  EDITOR  OF  THE  •    •    •. 

Haying  heard  some  mnioiiTS  respecting  the  ftrange  and  awftod  vklte- 
tfon  under  which  Lord  Henley  has  for  some  time  past  been  suffering,  in 
eoDseqnenoe  of  his  declared  hostility  to  "■  anthems,  solos,  duets,**  t  «to., 
I  ionHs.  the  liberty  of  making  inquiries  at  Iiis  liOrdship's  house  tlJs  mom- 
lug,  and  lose  no  time  in  transmittuig  to  you  such  particulars  as  I  could 
eoUect.  It  is  said  that  the  screams  of  his  Lordship,  under  the  operation 
of  tliis  nightly  concert,  (which  is,  no  doubt,  some  trick  of  the  Radicals,) 
may  l>e  heard  all  over  the  neighborhood.  The  female  who  personates  St. 
Cecilia  is  supposed  to  be  the  same  that,  last  year,  appeared  in  the  chaiao- 
tor  of  Isis,  at  the  Rotunda.  How  the  cherubs  are  managed,  I  have  nol 
fBi  aaoertained.  Youis,  tic 

P.  P. 

LORD  HENLEY  AND  ST.  CECILL^ 
— —  in  Metii  descendat  Judicis  anres.    Hobat. 

As  snug  in  his  bed  Lord  Henley  lay, 
Revolving  much  his  own  renoMm, 

And  hoping  to  add  thereto  a  ray, 
By  putting  duets  and  anthems  down, 

•  A  personage,  »->  styling  herself,  who  attained  conslderabto 
feotoriety  at  that  period. 

t  In  a  work,  on  Church  Reform,  published  by  his  Lordship  i« 
1883. 

V<)L.  III.  12 
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Sudden  a  strain  of  chorsd  sounds 

Mellifluous  o'er  his  senses  stole ; 
Whereat  the  Reformer  mutter'd,  ^  Zounds !  * 

For  he  loath'd  sweet  music  with  all  his  souL 

Then,  starting  up,  he  saw  a  sight 

That  well  might  shock  so  leam'd  a  snorer  — 
Saint  Cecilia,  rob*d  in  light, 

With  a  portable  organ  slung  before  her. 

And  round  were  Cherubs,  on  rainbow  wings, 
Who,  his  Lordship  fear'd,  might  tire  of  flitting^ 

So  begg'd  they'd  sit  —  but  ah !  poor  things, 
They  'd,  none  of  them,  got  the  means  of  sitting.* 

** Having  heard,"  said  the  Saint,  "you're  fond  of 
hymns, 

"  And  indeed,  that  musical  snore  betray'd  you, 
"  Myself,  and  my  choir  of  cherubims, 

"  Are  come,  for  a  while,  to  serenade  you." 

In  vain  did  the  horrified  Henley  say 

"  'T  was  all  a  mistake  "  —  "  she  was  misdirected ;  ^ 
And  point  to  a  concert,  over  the  way, 

Where  fiddlers  and  angels  were  expected. 

In  vain  —  the  Saint  could  see  in  his  looks 
(She  civilly  said)  much  tuneful  lore ; 

So,  at  once,  all  open'd  their  music-books, 
And  herself  and  her  Cherubs  set  ofi*  at  score. 

•  "  Asseyez-vous,  mes  enfans."  —  "  H  n*y  a  pas  de  quoi,  m<4 
Beismeur." 
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All  night  duets,  terzets,  quartets, 
Nay,  long  quintets  most  dire  to  hear  5 

Aj,  and  old  motets,  and  canzonets, 
And  glees,  in  sets,  kept  boring  his  ear. 

He  tried  to  sleep — but  it  wouldn't  do ; 

So  loud  they  squall'd,  he  must  attend  to  'em ; 
Though  Cherubs'  songs,  to  his  cost  he  knew^ 

Were  like  themselves,  and  had  no  end  to  'emu 

Oh  judgment  dire  on  judges  bold, 

Who  meddle  with  music's  sacred  strains  I 

Judge  Midas  tried  the  same  of  old, 

And  was  punish'd,  like  Henlej,  for  his  pains. 

But  worse  on  the  modem  judge,  alas! 

Is  the  sentence  launch'd  from  Apollo's  throne ; 
For  Midas  was  given  the  ears  of  an  ass. 

While  Henley  is  doom'd  to  keep  his  own  I 


ADVERTISEMENT.* 

Missing  or  lost,  last  Sunday  night, 
A  Waterloo  coin,  whereon  was  trac'd 

The'  inscription,  "  Courage ! "  in  letters  bright, 
Though  a  little  by  rust  of  years  defac'd. 

•  Written  at  that  memorable  crisia  when  a  distinguished  Duke, 
flien  Prime  Minister,  acting  nnder   the    inspirations    of   Sif 
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The  metal  thereof  is  rough  and  hard, 
And  ('tis  thought  of  late)  mix'd  up  with  brass 

But  it  bears  the  stamp  of  Fame's  award, 
And  through  all  Posterity's  hands  will  pass. 

How  it  was  lost,  God  onlj  knows, 
But  certain  Oity  thieves,  they  say, 

Broke  in  on  the  owner's  evening  doze, 
And  filch'd  this  "gift  of  gods"  away  I 

One  ne'er  could,  of  course,  the  Cits  suspect, 
If  we  hadn't,  that  evening,  chanc'd  to  see, 

At  the  robb'd  man's  door,  a  Mare  elect, 
With  an  ass  to  keep  her  company. 

Whosoe'er  of  this  lost  treasure  knows, 
Is  begg'd  to  state  all  facts  about  it. 

As  the  owner  can't  well  face  his  foes. 
Nor  eVn  his  friends,  just  now,  without  it 

And  if  Sir  Clod  will  bring  it  back, 
Like  a  trusty  Baronet,  wise  and  able, 

He  shall  have  a  ride  on  the  whitest  hack  ♦ 
That's  left  in  old  King  Greorge's  stable. 


CI  -d— s  Hunter  and  other  City  worthies,  advised  his  Majesty 
to  give  up  his  announced  intention  of  dining  with  the  Lord 
fifayor. 

•  Among  other  remarkable  attributes  by  which  Sir  CI— d— ♦ 
distinguished  himself,  the  dazzling  whiteness  of  his  favonritt 
Bttcd  was  not  the  least  conspicuous. 
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inssiNa. 


Whereas,  Lord  ♦♦♦♦♦♦  de#*  ♦♦*♦♦• 

Left  his  borne  last  Saturday, 

Andy  though  inqair'd  for,  round  and  round. 

Through  eertain  purHeus,  can't  be  found ; 

And  whereas,  none  can  solve  our  queries 

As  to  where  this  yirtuous  Peer  is. 

Notice  is  hereby  giv'n,  that  all 

May  £>ithwith  to  inquiring  fall, 

As,  once  the  thing's  well  set  about, 

No  doubt  but  we  shall  hunt  him  out 

His  Lordship's  mind,  of  late,  they  say, 

Hath  been  in  an  uneasy  way. 

Himself  and  colleagues  not  being  let 

To  climb  into  the  Cabinet, 

To  settle  England's  state  affairs. 

Hath  much,  it  seems,  UTisettled  theirs ; 

And  chief  to  this  stray  Plenipo 

Hath  been  a  most  distressing  blow* 

Already,  —  certain  to  receive  a 

Well-paid  mission  to  the  Neva, 

And  be  the  bearer  of  kind  words 

To  tyrant  Nick  from  Tory  Lords,— 

To  fit  himself  for  free  discussion, 

His  Lordship  had  been  learning  Russian  | 

And  all  so  natural  to  him  were 

The  accents  of  the  Northern  bear, 
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That,  while  his  tones  were  in  your  ear,  joa 
Might  swear  you  were  in  sweet  Siberia. 
And  still,  poor  Peer,  to  old  and  youngs 
He  goes  od  raving  in  that  tongae ; 
Tells  you  how  much  you  would  enjoy  a 
Trip  to  Dalnodoubrowskoya ;  • 
Talks  of  such  places,  by  the  score,  on 
As  Oulisfflirmchinagoboron,t 
And  swears  (for  he  at  nothing  sticks) 
That  Russia  swarms  with  Raskol-niks,  | 
Though  one  such  Nick,  Gk>d  knows,  must  be 
A  more  than  ample  quantity. 

Such  are  the  marks  by  which  to  know 
This  stray'd  or  stolen  Plenipo ; 
And  whosoever  brings  or  sends 
The  unhappy  statesman  to  his  fnends. 
On  Carlton  Terrace,  shall  have  thanks, 
And  —  any  paper  but  the  Bank's. 

P.  S.  —  Some  think,  the  disappearance 
Of  this  our  diplomatic  Peer  hence 
Is  for  the  purpose  of  reviewing, 
]h  person,  what  dear  Mig  is  doing 


*  In  the  Government  of  Perm. 

t  Territory  belonging  to  the  mines  of  EoIivano-EosskretsenM. 

X  The  name  of  a  religions  sect  in  Russia.  "  II  existe  en  Bussto 
tmsienrs  sectes;  la  plus  nombreose  est  celle  des  Raskol>niks« 
IV  Trai  croyants.** —  Gamba,  Voyage  dans  la  Ruuie  Meridimak* 
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So  as  to  'scape  all  tell4ale  letters 
'Bout  Beresford,  and  such  abettors,-— 
The  only  **  wretches  "  for  whose  aid  ♦ 
Letters  seem  not  to  have  been  made 


THE  DANCE  OF  BISHOPS; 

OB,    THB    EPISCOPAL    QUAOBILLB.f 

A  DREAM. 

1888. 

*  Solemii  ilaxuJeB  were,  on  great  fSestlTals  and  oelebiations,  admitted  amoof 
the  primitlTe  Christians,  in  ^rhich  eren  the  Bishops  and  dignlAed 
Oleigy  were  performers.  Scaliger  says,  that  the  iirst  Bishops  wen 
called  Pratsutes  %  for  no  other  reason  than  that  they  led  off  these 
dances.''  —  CydopadiOj  art.  Donee*. 

I've  had  such  a  dream  —  a  frightful  dream  — 
Though  funny,  mayhap,  to  wags  'twill  seem. 
By  all  who  regard  the  Church,  like  us, 
'Twill  be  thought  exceedingly  ominous  I 

As  reading  in  bed  I  lay  last  night  — 
Which  (being  insured)  is  my  delight— 
I  happened  to  doze  off  just  as  I  got  to 
The  singular  fact  which  forms  my  motto. 
Only  think,  thought  I,  as  I  doz'd  away, 
Of  a  party  of  Churchmen  dancing  the  hay  I 

•  M  Heav'n  first  taught  letters  for  some  wretch'i  aid.'* 

Pops 
t  Written  on  the  passing  of  the  memorable  BiU,  in  the  jrear 
rear  1888,  for  the  abolition  of  ten  Irish  Bishoprics. 
X  Literally,  First  Dancers. 


Digitized 


by  Google 


L8i         SATIBICAL   AND   HUMOROUS   POEMS* 

Gerks,  curates,  and  rectors,  capenng  all. 
With  a  neat-legg'd  Bishop  to  open  the  ball  I 
Scarce  had  my  ejelids  time  to  close, 
When  the  scene  I  had  fancied  belbre  me 
An  Episcopal  Hop,  on  a  scale  so  grand 
As  my  dazzled  eyes  could  hardly  stand. 
For,  Britain  and  Erin  clubb'd  their  Sees 
To  make  it  a  Dance  oi  Dignities, 
And  I  saw  —  oh  brightest  of  Church  events  I 
A  quadrille  of  the  two  Establishments, 
Bishop  to  Bishop  ms-a-vis. 
Footing  away  prodigiously. 

There  was  Bristol  capering  up  to  Derry, 
And  CJork  with  London  making  merry ; 
While  huge  Llandaff,  with  a  See,  so  so. 
Was  to  dear  old  Dublin  pointing  his  toe. 
There  was  Chester,  hatched  by  woman's  smUe» 
Performing  a  chains  das  Dames  in  style ; 
While  he  who,  whene'er  the  Lords'  House  doze^ 
Can  waken  them  up  by  citing  Moses,* 
The  portly  Tuam,  was  all  in  a  hurry 
To  set,  en  avant,  to  Canterbury. 

Meantime,  while  pamphlets  stuffed  his  pockets, 
(All  out  of  date,  like  spent  sky-rockets,) 


•  ^And  what  does  Mobm  8ft7?'*«-0ne  of  the  ejaculations 
with  which  this  eminent  pr^te  enlivened  his  faoions  speech  <n» 
the  Catholic  question. 
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Our  Exeter  stood  forth  to  caper, 

As  hi^  cm  the  floor  as  he  doth  on  paper  •— 

Much  like  a  dftpper  Dancing  Dervise, 

Who  pirouettes  his  whole  church-servioe— 

Performing,  'midst  those  reverend  souls, 

Such  entrechats,  such  cabnoles, 

Such  hahnnes,  *  siwh  —  rigmai^oles, 

Now  high,  now  low,  now  this,  now  that. 

That  none  could  guess  what  the  devl  he'd  be  at; 

Though,  watching  his  various  steps,  some  thought 

That  a  step  in  the  Church  was  all  he  sought 

But  alas,  alas  I  while  thus  so  gay, 

These  rev'rend  dancers  frisk'd  away. 

Nor  Paul  himself  (not  the  saint,  but  he 

Of  the  Opera-house)  could  brisker  be, 

There  gathered  a  gloom  around  their  glee  — 

A  shadow,  which  came  and  went  so  fast. 

That  ere  one  could  say  "'Tis  there,"  'twas  pabt— 

And,  lo,  when  the  scene  again  was  clear'd, 

Ten  of  the  dancers  had  disappeared ! 

Ten  able-bodied  quadrillers  swept 

From  the  hallowed  floor  where  late  they  stept. 

While  twelve  was  all  that  footed  it  still. 

On  the  Irish  side  of  that  grand  Quadrilk  I 

*  A  desoription  of  the  method  of  executing  this  step  may  be 
Bseftil  to  future  performers  in  the  same  line:  "  Ce  pas  est  com- 
post de  deux  mouvemens  difif^rens,  savoir,  plier^  et  santer  sur 
mk  pied,  et  se  rejeter  sur  VautrtV  — Dktiontmrt  de  Danti^  art 
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Nor  this  the  worst :  —  still  danc'd  they  on, 
But  the  pomp  was  sadden'd,  the  smile  was  gone; 
And  agrnn,  from  time  to  time,  the  same 
Ill-omened  darkness  round  them  came  — 
*  While  still,  as  the  light  broke  out  anew, 
Their  ranks  look'd  less  bj  a  dozen  or  two ; 
Till  ah !  at  last  there  were  only  found 
Just  Bishops  enough  for  a  four-hands-round ; 
And  when  I  awoke,  impatient  getting, 
I  left  the  last  holy  pair  paussMng  / 

N.  B.  —  As  ladies  in  years,  it  seems. 
Have  the  happiest  knack  at  solving  dreams, 
I  shall  leave  to  my  ancient  feminine  friends 
Of  the  Standard  to  say  what  this  portends. 


DICE   ♦    ♦   ♦   ♦. 

A  ORABAOTEB. 

Op  various  scraps  and  fragments  built, 

Borrowed  alike  from  fools  and  wits, 
Dick's  mind  was  like  a  patchwork  quilt, 

Made  up  of  new,  old,  motley  bits  — 
Where,  if  the  Go.  calFd  in  their  shares, 

If  petticoats  their  quota  got. 
And  gowns  were  all  refunded  theirs. 

The  quilt  would  look  but  shy,  Grod  wot 
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And  thus  he  still,  new  plagiaries  seeking, 

Bevers'd  ventriloquism's  trick, 
For,  'stead  of  Dick  through  others  speaking, 

'Twas  others  we  heard  speak  through  DicL 
A  Tory  now,  all  bounds  exceeding, 

Now  best  of  Whigs,  now  worst  of  rate ; 
One  day,  with  Malthus,  foe  to  breeding. 

The  next,  with  Sadler,  all  for  brats. 

Poor  Dick !  —  and  how  else  could  it  be  ? 

With  notions  all  at  random  caught, 
A  sort  of  mental  fricassee, 

Made  up  of  legs  and  wings  of  thought  *- 
The  leavings  of  the  last  Debate,  or 

A  dinner,  yesterday,  of  wits. 
Where  Dick  sate  by  and,  like  a  waiter, 

Had  the  scraps  for  perquisites. 


A  CORRECTED  REPORT  OF  SOME  LATE 
SPEECHES. 

M  Than  I  bMurd  one  saint  speaUng,  and  another  saint  ndd  nnt* 
ttiat  saint.** 

1884. 

St.  Sinolaib  rose  and  declared  in  sooth, 
That  he  wouldn't  give  sixpence  to  Maynooth. 
He  had  hated  prieste  the  whole  of  his  life. 
For  a  priest  was  a  man  who  had  no  wife,* 

« **  He  objected  to  the  maintenance  and  education  of  a  olargy 
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And,  haying  no  wife,  the  Church  was  his  mother 

The  Church  was  his  father,  sister,  and  brother. 

This  being  the  case,  he  was  sorry  to  saj, 

That  a  gulf  'twixt  Papist  and  Protestant  lay,* 

So  deep  and  wide,  scarce  possible  was  it 

To  say  even  " how  d'ye  do ? "  across  it: 

And  though  your  Liberals,  nimble  as  fleas. 

Could  clear  such  gulfs  with  perfect  ease, 

'T  was  a  jump  that  nought  on  earth  could  make 

Your  proper,  heavy-built  Christian  take. 

No,  no,  —  if  a  Dance  of  Sects  must  be. 

He  would  set  to  the  Baptist  willingly ,t 

At  the  Independent  deign  to  smirk, 

And  rigadoon  with  old  Mother  Kirk ; 

Nay  ev'n,  for  once,  if  needs  must  be, 

He'd  take  hands  round  with  all  the  three ; 

But,  as  to  a  jig  with  Popery,  no,  — 

To  the  harlot  ne'er  would  he  point  his  toe. 

St.  Mandeville  was  the  next  that  rose,  — 
A  Saint  who  round,  as  pedlar,  goes, 

i 

tound  by  the  particular  vows  ofceKbacyy  uhichy  as  it  were^  gaiot 
ihem  ih^  church  as  their  only  famUjy^  making  it  JUL  (he  places  of 
father  and  mother  and  brother.**  —  Debate  on  the  Grant  to  May 
nooth  College.     The  Times^  April  19. 

*  ^*lt  had  always  appeared  to  him  that  between  ike  CcdhoUc 
and  Protestant  a  great  gulf  intervened,  which  rendered  it  im- 
possible/' eto. 

t  "  The  Baptist  might  acceptably  extend  the  offices  of  religion 
to  the  Presbyterian  and  Lidependent,  or  the  member  of  tb# 
Church  of  England  to  any  of  the  other  three;  but  the  GatholiA^^ 
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With  his  pack  of  piety  and  prose, 
Heavy  and  hot  enough,  Grod  knows^ — 
And  he  said  that  Papists  were  much  inclined 
To  extirpate  all  of  Protestant  kind, 
Which  he  couldn't,  in  truth,  so  much  condemn, 
Having  rather  a  wish  to  extirpate  them  ; 
That  is,  —  to  guard  against  mistake,  — 
To  extirpate  them  for  their  doctrine's  sake ; 
A  distinction  Churchmen  always  make,  — 
Insomuch  that,  when  they  've  prime  control, 
Though  sometimes  roasting  heretics  whole, 
They  but  cook  the  body  for  sake  of  the  souL 

Next  jump'd  St.  Johnston  joUily  forth. 
The  spiritual  Dogberry  of  the  North,* 
A  right  "wise  fellow,  and,  what's  more, 
An  officer,"  t  like  his  type  of  yore ; 
And  he  ask'd,  if  we  grant  such  toleration. 
Pray,  what's  the  use  of  our  Eeformation  ?  J 
What  is  the  use  of  our  Church  and  State  ? 
Our  Bishops,  Articles,  Tithe,  and  Rate  ? 


•  **  Could  he  then,  holding  as  he  did  a  spiritaal  office  in  the 
Church  of  Scotland,  (cries  of  hear,  and  laughter,)  with  any  con* 
nstency  give  his  consent  to  a  grant  of  money?  **  etc. 

t  **  1  am  a  wise  fellow,  and  which  is  more,  an  officer.*'  Much 
Ado  about  Nothing, 

X  **  What,  he  asked,  was  the  U'^e  of  the  Reformation?  What 
was  the  use  of  the  Articles  of  the  Church  of  En^^d,  or  <tf  the 
Church  of  Scotland?  "  etc 
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And,  still  as  he  yell'd  out  **  what's  the  use  ?•• 
Old  Echoes,  from  their  cells  recluse 
Where  they'd  for  centuries  slept,  broke  loose. 
Yelling  responsive,  **  What's  the  we  f** 


MORAL  POSITIONS. 

A  DBBAM. 

KQg  Lordship  said  that  it  took  a  long  time  fat  a  moral  position  to  find 
its  way  across  the  AUantie.  He  was  very  sorry  that  its  voyage  liad 
heen  so  long,"  etc. — Speech  of  Lord  Dudley  and  Ward  on  Coltmlal 
SlaTery,  March  8. 

T'other  night,  after  hearing  Lord  Dudley's  oration 
(A  treat  that  comes  once  a-year  as  May-day  does), 

I  dreamt  that  I  saw  —  what  a  strange  operation  I 
A  '^  moral  position  "  shipp'd  off  for  Barbadoes* 

The  whole  Bench  of  Bishops  stood  by  in  grave  at- 
titudes. 

Packing  the  article  tidy  and  neat ;  — 
As  their  Bev'rences  know,  that  in  southerly  latitudes 

"  Moral  positions  "  don't  keep  very  sweet. 

There  was  Bathurst  arranging  the  custom-house 


And,  to  guard  the  frail  package  from  tousing  and 
routing, 
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Hiere  stood  my  Lord  Eldon,  endorsing  it  ^  (ilass," 
Though  as  to  which  side  should  lie  uppermost, 
doubtmg. 

The  freight  was,  however,  stow'd  safe  in  the  hold ; 

The  win^  were  polite^  and  the  moon  look'd  ro« 

mantic,  [roll'd. 

While  off  in  the  good  ship  "  The  Truth  **  we  were 

With  our  ethical  cargo,  across  the  Atlantic. 

Long,  dolefully  long,  seem'd  the  voyage  we  made ; 
For  "  The  Truth,"  at  all  times  but  a  very  slow 
sailer. 
By  friends,  near  as  much  as  by  foes,  is  dela/d, 
And  few  come  aboard  her,  though  so  many  hail 
her. 

At  length,  safe  arrived,  I  went  through  <<  tare  and 
tret," 
Delivered  my  goods  in  the  primest  condition. 
And  next  morning  read,  in  the  Bridgetown  Gazette^ 
"  Just  arrived  by  *  The  Truth,'  a  new  moral  posi* 
tion. 

"  The  Captain  " —  here,  startled  to  find  myself  nam'd 
As  **the   Captfdn" — (a  thing  which,  I  own  it 
with  pain, 
t  through  ]i£&    havg    av(»ded^  I  woke  —  look'd 
asham'd, 
Found  I  wasn't  a  captain,  and  doz'd  off  again. 
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THE  MAD  TOBY  AND  THE  COMET. 

VOUNDXD  OH  A  liATB  DI8TBB88IMO  INOIDXIIT. 

1882- «. 
**  Hntantem  ngna  oouMtem.*'        Ldoah.* 

*  Though  all  the  pet  mischief  we  count  upon,  fail, 
**niough  Cholera,  hurricanes,  Wellington  leave  usi 

** We've  still  in  reserve,  mighty  Comet,  thy  tail;  — 
^  Last  hope  of  the  Tories,  wilt  thou  too  deceive  us  ? 

**No  —  'tis  coming,  'tis  coming,  th'  avenger  is  nigh; 

^Heed,  heed  not,  ye   placemen,  how  Herapatb 
flatters ; 
^  One  whisk  &om  that  tail,  as  it  passes  us  by, 

**  Will  settle,  at  once,  all  political  matters  ;  — 

<<The    East-India   Question,  the   Bank,  the   Five 
Powers, 
"  (Now  tum'd  into  two)  with  their  rigmarole  Pro- 
tocols ;  —  t 

'  Eolipses  and  comets  have  been  always  looked  to  as  great 
ohangers  of  administrations.  Thns  Milton,  speaking  of  the 
fimner:-* 

**  With  fear  of  change 
Perplexing  monarchs.** 

4nd  in  Statins  we  find, 

**  Mutant  qniD  soeptra  oometa.*' 
^  See,  for  some  of  these  Protocols,  the  Annual  Begister,  for 
tiM  year  1882. 
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"  Ha  I  ba !  ye  gods,  how  this  new  friend  of  ours 
**  Will  knock,  right  and  left,  all  diplomacy's  what- 
d'ye-callsl 

*Yes,  rather  than  Whigs  at  our  downfall  should 
mock, 
<<  Meet  planets,  and  suns,  in  one  general  hustle ! 
•*  While,  happy  in  vengeance,  we  welcome  the  shock 
"  That  shall  jerk  from  their  places.  Grey,  Althorp, 
and  EusseU.** 

Thus  spoke  a  mad  Lord,  as  with  telescope  rais'd, 

His  wild  Tory  eye  on  the  heavens  he  set ; 
And,  though  nothing  destructive  appear'd  as  he 
gaz'd. 
Much  hop'd  that  there  wauld^  before  Parliament 
met. 

And  still,  as  odd  shapes  seem'd  to  flit  through  his 
glass, 

"  Ha !  there  it  is  now,"  the  poor  maniac  cries ;  • 
While  his  fancy  with  forms  but  too  monstrous,  alas 

From  his  own  Tory  zodiac,  peoples  the  skies :-— 

*  Now  I  spy  a  big  body,  good  heavens,  how  big  I 
**  Whether  Bucky  ♦  or  Taurus  I  cannot  well  say :  — 

"  And,  yonder,  there  *8  Eldon's  old  Chancery-wi^ 
^  In  its  dusty  aphelion  &st  fading  away. 

•  The  Duke  of  Buckingham. 
TOL.  UI.  13 
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^  I  see,  'mong  those  fatuous  meteors  behmd, 
"  Londonderry,  in  vacuOy  flaring  about  ;•<— 

*  While  that  dim  double  star,  of  the  nd^uloQS  kind, 
^  Is  the  Gemini,  Boden  and  Lorton,  no  doubt 

•<  Ah,  EUenVroughl  'faith,  I  first  thought  'twas  the 
Comet; 
^  So  like  that  in  Miltcm,  it  made  me  quite  pale ; 
^  The  head  with  the  same  *  horrid  hair '  *  coming 
from  it, 
<*  And  plenty  of  vapour,  but  —  where  is  the  t^  ?  " 

Just  then,  up  aloft  jump'd  the  gazer  elated*-^ 
For,  k),  his  bright  glass  a  phenomencm  show'd, 

Which  he  took  to  be  Cumberland,  upwards  trans- 
lated. 
Instead  of  his  natural  course,  t'other  road  I 

But  too  awful  that  sight  for  a  spirit  so  shaken,—- 
Down  dropp'd  the  poor  Tory  in  fits  and  grimaces 

Then  off  to  the  Bedlam  in  Charles  Street  was  taken 
And  is  now  one  of  Halford's  most  fisiTourite  ( 


**  And  from  his  horrid  hair 
Shakes  pestilence  and  war.** 
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FROM  THE  HON.  HENRY  ,  TO  LiLDT 

EMMA  . 

Parti,  Mcurdi  80,  1882. 
Tou  bid  me  explain,  my  dear  angry  Mit'amselle, 
How  I  came  thus  to  bolt  without  saying  farewell ; 
And  the  truth  is,  —  as  truth  you  wiU  have,  my  sweel 
railer, — 
There  are  two  worthy  persons  I  always  feel  lo^h 
To  take   leave  of  at  starting,  —  my  mistress   and 
tailor, — 
As  somehow  one  always  has  scenes  with  them  both ; 
The  Snip  in  ill-humour,  the  Syren  in  tears, 

She  calling  on  Heaven,  and  he  on  the*  attorney,  -^ 
Till  sometimes,  in  short,  'twixt  his  duns  and  his  dears, 
A  young  gentleman  risks  being  stopped  in  his 
journey. 

But,  to  come  to  the  point,  —  though  you  think,  I 

dare  say, 
That  'tis  debt  or  the  Cholera  drives  me  away, 
Pon  honour  you're  wrong ;  —  such  a  mere  bagatelle 

As  a  pestilence,  nobody,  now-a-days,  fears ; 
And  the  fact  is,  my  love,  I'm  thus  bolting,  pell-mell, 

To  get  out  of  the  way  of  these  horrid  new  Peers ;  • 

•  A  DAW  ereation  of  Peers  waa  generally  expected  at  thii 
tone. 
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rhis  deluge  of  coronets,  frightful  to  think  of, 
Which  England  is  now,  for  her  sins,  on  the  brink  of  j 
This  coinage  of  nobles,  —  coin'd,  all  of  'em,  badly, 
And  sure  to  bring  Counts  to  a  discount  most  sadlj. 

Only  think,  to  have  Lords  overrunning  the  nation, 

As  plenty  as  frogs  in  a  Dutch  inimdation ; 

No  shelter  from  Barons,  from  Earls  no  protection. 

And  tadpole  young  Lords,  too,  in  every  direction,  •— 

Things  created  in  haste,  just  to  make  a  Court  list  o^ 

Two  legs  and  a  coronet  all  they  consist  of! 

The  prospect's  quite  frightful,  and  what  Sir  George 

Rose 
(My  particular  friend)  says  is  perfectly  true, 
That,  so  dire  the  alternative,  nobody  knows, 

'Twixt  the  Peers  and  the  Pestilence,  what  he's  to 

do; 
And  Sir  George  even  doubts,  —  could  he  choose  hia 

disorder,  — 
•Twixt  coffin  and  coronet,  which  he  would  order. 
This  being  the  case,  why,  I  thought,  my  dear  Emma, 
'Twere  best  to  fight  shy  of  so  curs'd  a  dilemma; 
And  though  I  confess  myself  somewhat  a  villain, 

To've  left  idol  mio  without  an  addio. 
Console  your  sweet  heart,  and,  a  week  hence,  fix)ra 

Milan 
I'll  send  you  —  some  news  of  Bellini's  last  trio. 

N.  B.  —  Have  just  pack'd  up  my  travelling  set-outi 
Things  a  tourist  in  Italy  canH  go  without  — 
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Viz.,  a  pair  of  gants  graSj  from  old  Hoabigant's  shop^ 
Good  for  hands  that  the  air  of  Mont  Cenis  might  chap. 
Small  presents  for  ladies, —  and  nothing  so  wheedles 
The  creatures  abroad  as  your  golden-ey'd  needles. 
A  neat  pocket  Horace,  by  which  folks  are  cozen'd 
To  think  one  knows  Latin,  when  —  one,  perhap6| 

doesn't; 
With  some  little  book  about  heathen  mythology, 
Just  large  enough  to  refresh  one's  theology ; 
Nothing  on  earth  being  half  such  a  bore  as 
Not  knowing  the  diflPrence  'twixt  Virgins  and  Floras. 
Once  more,  love,  farewell,  best  regards  to  the  girls. 
And  mind  you  beware  of  damp  feet  and  new  Earls. 

Henbt. 


TRIUMPH  OF  BIGOTBY. 

OoLLBCO.  — We  axmonnoed,  in  oar  last,  that  Lefroy  and  Shaw  irere  v»> 
tmned.  They  were  chaired  yesterday ;  the  Students  of  the  Oolite  da- 
termined,  it  would  seem,  to  imitate  the  mob  in  all  things,  hamessiiig 
themselTes  to  the  car,  and  the  Masters  of  Arts  bearing  Orange  flags  and 
bludgeons  befbre,  bedde,  and  behind  the  oar." 

Dublin  Evening  Post,  Deo.  20, 1888. 

At,  yoke  ye  to  the  bigots*  car, 

Ye  chos'n  of  Alma  Mater's  scions ;  — 

Fleet  chargers  drew  the  God  of  War, 
Great  Cybele  was  drawn  by  lions, 

And  Sylvan  Pan,  as  Poets  dream, 

Drove  four  young  panthers  in  his  team* 
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Thus  classiefil  L^roy,  for  onoe,  is, 

Thus,  stodious  of  a  like  torn-out, 
He  harnesses  young  sucking  dunces, 

To  draw  him,  as  their  Chief,  about, 
And  let  the  world  a  picture  see 
Of  Dulness  yok'd  to  Bigotry : 
Showing  us  how  young  College  hacks 
Can  pace  with  bigots  at  their  backs, 
As  thoii^h  the  cubs  were  bam  to  draw 
Such  luggage  as  Lefroy  and  Shaw. 
Oh  shade  of  Gk)ldsimth,  shade  of  Swift, 

Bright  spirits  whom,  in  days  of  yore. 
This  Queen  of  Dulneas  sent  adrift. 

As  aliens  to  her  foggy  shore ;  —  * 
Shade  of  our  glorious  Grattan,  too, 

Whose  very  name  her  shame  recalls ; 
Whose  effigy  her  bigot  crew 

Reversed  upon  their  monkish  walls,  —  f 
Bear  witness  (lest  the  world  should  doubt) 

To  your  mute  Mother's  dull  renown, 
Hien  famous  but  for  Wit  tum'd  dirt, 

And  Eloquence  turrCd  upside  down  ; 
But  now  ordain'd  new  wreaths  to  win. 

Beyond  all  fame  of  former  days, 

•  See  the  lives  of  these  two  poets  for  tiie  dfonmstaiioes  undac 
which  they  left  Dabtin  College. 

t  hi  the  year  1799,  the  Board  of  Trinity  College,  DnbUn, 
thought  proper,  as  a  mode  of  expressing  thehr  disapprobation  of 
Ifr.  Grattan's  pablio  conduct,  to  order  his  portrait,  in  the  Greal 
Hall  oi  the  UniverBity,  to  be  tomed  upside  down,  and  in  this  po> 
litioD  it  renuUned  for  some  time. 
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By  breaking  thus  joang  donkies  in 
To  draw  M.  P.s,  amid  the  brajs 
Alike  of  donkies  and  M.  A^ ;  — 
Defying  Oxford  to  surpass  *em 
In  this  new  ^  Gradus  ad  Pamasfliun**^ 


TBANSLAT^ON   FROM  THE  GULL    LANQUAGR 
fibripta  nuuMt. 

18M. 
TwAS  graved  on  the  Stone  of  Destiny,* 
In  letters  four,  and  letters  three ; 
And  ne'er  did  the  Eang  of  the  Gulls  go  by 
But  those  awful  letters  scar'd  his  eye ; 
For  he  know  that  a  Prophet  Voice  had  said, 
"  As  long  as  those  words  by  man  were  read, 
"  The  ancient  race  of  the  Gulls  should  ne'er 
*  One  hour  of  peace  or  plenty  share." 
But  years  on  years  successive  flew, 
And  the  letters  still  more  legible  grew,  — 
At  top,  a  T,  an  H,  an  E, 
And  underneath,  D.  £.  B.  T. 

Some  thought  them  Hebrew,  —  such  as  Jews, 
More  skill'd  in  Scrip  than  Scripture,  use ; 

*  Liafail,  or  the  Stone  of  Destmy, «  for  which  see  Westmls- 
Mei  Abbey. 
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While  some  surmis'd  'twas  an  ancient  way 

Of  keeping  accounts,  (well  known  in  the  day 

Of  the  fam'd  Didlerius  Jeremias, 

Who  had  thereto  a  wonderful  bias,) 

And  prov'd  in  books  most  learn' dly  boring, 

'T  was  called  the  Fontick  way  of  scoring. 

Howe'er  this  be,  there  never  were  yet 

Seven  letters  of  the  alphabet, 

That,  'twixt  them,  form'd  so  grim  a  spell, 

Or  scar'd  a  Land  of  Gulls  so  well, 

As  did  this  awful  riddle-me-ree 

Of  T.  H.E.  D.  E.  B.T. 


Hark !  —  it  is  struggling  Freedom's  cry , 

"  Help,  help,  ye  nations,  or  I  die ; 

"  'Tis  Freedom's  fight,  and,  on  the  field 

"  Where  I  expire,  your  doom  is  seal'd." 

The  Gull-King  hears  the  awakening  call. 

He  hath  summon'd  his  Peers  and  Patriots  aD, 

And  he  asks,  "  Ye  noble  Gulls,  shall  we 

«  Stand  basely  by  at  the  fall  of  the  Free, 

"  Nor  utter  a  curse,  nor  deal  a  blow  ?  " 

And  they  answer,  with  voice  of  thunder,  **  No.* 

Out  fly  their  flashing  swords  in  the  air !  -~ 
But,  —  why  do  they  rest  suspended  there  ? 
What  sudden  blight,  what  baleful  charm, 
Hath  chill'd  each  eye,  and  check'd  each  arm  ? 
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Alas !  some  withering  hand  hath  thrown 
The  veil  from  off  that  fatal  stone, 
And  pointing  now,  with  sapless  finger, 
Showeth  where  dark  those  letters  linger,— 
Letters  four,  and  letters  three, 
T.  H.  E.  D.  E.  B.  T. 

At  sight  thereof,  each  li^d  hrand 

Powerless  falls  from  every  hand ; 

In  vain  the  Patriot  knits  his  brow,  — 

Even  talk,  his  staple,  fails  him  now. 

In  vain  the  King  like  a  hero  treads. 

His  Lords  of  the  Treasury  shake  their  heads; 

And  to  all  his  talk  of  ^*  brave  and  free," 

No  answer  getteth  His  Majesty 

But^T.  H.  E.  D.  E.  B.  T." 

In  short,  the  whole  Gull  nation  feels 
They're  fairly  spell-bound,  neck  and  heels; 
'  And  so,  in  the  face  of  the  laughing  world. 
Must  e'en  sit  down,  with  banners  furl'd, 
Adjourning  all  their  dreams  sublime 
O^glory  and  war  to  —  some  other  time. 
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NOTIONS  ON  EEFORM. 

BT  A  MODBBH  |UBFO^M)(B. 

Of  all  the  misfortunes  as  yet  brought  to  pass 

By  this  cometflike  Bill,  with  its  long  tail  of  speeohes, 

The  saddest  and  worot  is  the  schism  whioh,  alas ! 
It  has  caused  between  Wetberel's  waistcoat  and 
breeches. 

Some  symptoms  of  this  Anti-Union  propenaty 
Had  oft  broken  out  in  that  quarter  before ; 

But  the  breach,  since  the  Bill,  has  attain'd  such  im- 
mensity, 
Daniel  himself  could  have  scarce  wish'd  it  more. 

Oh !  h|i6te  to  repair  it,  ye  friends  of  good  order, 
Ye  Atwoods  and  Wynns,  ere  the  moment  is  past 

Who  can  doubt  that  we  tread  upon  Anarchy's  border 
When  the  ties  that  should  hold  men  are  loosening 
so  &st?  * 

Make  Wetherel  yield  to  "  some  sort  of  Reform  ^ 
(As  we  all  must^  Gk)d  help  us  I  with  very  wry 
faces); 

fLnd  loud  as  he  likes  let  him  bluster  and  storm 
About  Corporate  Bights,  so  he'll  only  wear  bracea 
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Should  tiboee  he  now  MpcntB  hav«  b^m  kwg  in  pq«h 
sesBion, 

And,  like  hk  owo^  honmgh^  ihe  worse  for  the  w^eTi 
Advise  lum,  at  leiist,  «b  a  jHrudent  ocmcefision 

To  Intellect's  progress,  to  buy  a  new  pair. 

Oh !  who  that  e'er  saw  him,  when  vocal  he  plands. 
With  a  look  something  midway  'twixt  Filoh'a  mi 
Lockit^s, 

While  fltiU,  to  mpire  him,  his  deeply  Ibruit  hmdfi 
Keep  jingling  the  rhino  in  both  breeches-pockets  — 

Who  that  ever  has  listen'd,  through  groan  and 

through  cough. 

To  the  speeches  inspired  by  this  music  of  pence,— 

But  mu$t  ffnev^  that  there 's  any  thing  likeyiifiin^  aff^ 

In  that  greait  nether  source  of  bis  wit  jand  hia 

sense? 

Who  that  knows  how  he  look'd  when,  with  grace 
debonair. 
He  began  fisst  to  court  —  ratiher  late   in  the 
season-^ 
Or  when,  leais  ftstidlous,  h^  fiat  in  the  chair 
Of  his  old  friend,  the  Nottingham  GMdess  of 
Beason;* 


•  It  will  be  recollected  that  the  leaned  gentleman  himself 
boasted,  one  night,  in  the  House  of  Commons,  of  having  sat  in 
ttie  Ycrj  chair  which  this  allegorical  lady  had  occupied. 
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That  Goddess,  whose  borongh-like  virtue  attracted 
All  mongers  in  both  wares  to  proffer  their  love ; 

Whose  chair  like  the  stool  of  the  Pythoness  acted. 
As  Wetherel's  rants,  ever  since,  go  to  prove ;  * 

WhOj  in  short,  would  not  grieve,  if  a  man  of  his 
graces 

Should  go  on  rejecting,  unwam'd  by  the  past, 
The  "  moderate  Reform  "  of  a  pair  of  new  braces, 

Till,  some  day, — he'll  all  fall  to  pieces  at  last 


TORY  PLEDGES. 

I  PLEDGE  myself  through  thick  and  thin, 
To  labour  still,  with  zeal  devout, 

To  get  the  Outs,  poor  devils,  in. 
And  turn  the  Ins,  the  wretches,  oat 

I  pledge  myself,  though  much  bereft 
Of  ways  and  means  of  ruling  ill, 

To  make  the  most  of  what  are  left, 
And  stick  to  all  that's  rotten  stilL 


*  Lacan*8  description  of  the  effects  of  the  tripod  on  the  a^ 
pearanoe  and  voice  of  the  sitter,  shows  that  the  symptoms  an^ 
tl  least,  very  similar:  — 

Spumea  tunc  primum  rabies  vesana  per  ora 

Efflnit 

tone  moBstus  vastis  olalatns  in  antris. 
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Though  gone  the  days  of  place  and  pelf, 
And  drones  no  more  take  all  the  honey, 

I  pledge  myself  to  cram  myself 
With  all  I  can  of  puhlic  money. 

To  quarter  on  that  social  purse 

My  nephews,  nieces,  sisters,  brothers, 

Nor,  so  we  prosper,  care  a  curse 

How  much  'tis  at  the'  expense  of  others. 

I  pledge  myself,  whenever  Bight 

And  Might  on  any  point  divide, 
Not  to  ask  which  is  black  or  white. 

But  take,  at  once,  the  strongest  side. 

For  instance,  in  all  Tithe  discussions, 
I'mybr  the  Reverend  encroachers : — 

I  loathe  the  Poles,  applaud  the  Russians,  — 
Am  for  the  Squires,  against  the  Poachers. 

Betwixt  the  Corn-Lords  and  the  Poor 
I've  not  the  slightest  hesitation, — 

The  People  must  be  starved,  t*  insure 
The  Land  its  due  remuneration. 

I  pledge  myself  to  be  no  more 

With  L'eland's  wrongs  bepros'd  or  shamm'd,— « 
I  vote  her  grievances  a  horty 

So  she  may  suffer,  and  be  d— d. 
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Or  if  she  kick,  let  it  oonaole  us, 
We  still  have  plenty  of  red  ooats, 

To  cram  the  Churcb,  that  general  boliUy 
Down  my  giv'n  ftmount  <^  throotB. 

I  dearly  love  tie  Frankfort  Diet,  — 
Think  newspap^^  the  worst  of  orimfiB ; 

And  would,  to  give  ^ome  chance  of  quiet, 
Hang  all  the  writers  of  The  Times ; 

Break  all  their  correspondents'  hone^ 
All  authors  of  «  Eeply,"  ^'  Bejoinder,* 

From  the  Anti-Tory,  Colonel  Jones, 
To  the  Anti-Suttee,  Mr.  Poynder. 

Such  are  the  Pledges  I  propose ; 

And  though  I  can't  now  offer  gold, 
There's  many  a  way  of  buying  those 

Who've  but  the  taste  for  being  sold. 

So  here's,  with  three  times  three  hurrahs, 
A  toast,  of  which  you'll  not  complain,— 

**  Long  life  to  jobbing ;  may  the  days 
^  Of  Peculation  shine  again  I  * 
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8T.  JEBQMB  ON  SABTK. 


As  St.  Jerome,  who  died  eome  agee  ago, 
Was  sittings  one  day,  in  the  shades  below, 
**  I  ve  heard  much  of  English  bishops,^'  quoth  he, 
^  And  shall  now  take  a  trip  to  earth,  to  see 
"  How  far  they  agree,  in  their  lives  and  ways, 
"  With  our  good  old  bishops  of  ancient  days." 

He  had  kam'd — but  leani'd  without  misgivings  — 

Their  love  for  good  living,  and  eke  good  livings; 

Not  knowing  (as  ne'er  having  taken  degrees) 

That  good  living  means  claret  and  fricassees. 

While  its  plural  means  simply  —  pluralities. 

"  From  all  I  hear,"  said  the  innocent  man, 

"  They  are  quite  on  the  good  old  primitive  plan. 

«  For  wealth  and  pomp  tiiey  little  can  care, 

"  As  they  all  say  *  JVb '  to  the'  Episcopal  chair ; 

^  And  their  vestal  virtue  it  well  denotes 

^  That  they  all,  good  men,  wear  petdcoats.** 

Thus  saying,  post-haste  to  earth  he  hurries. 
And  knocks  at  th^'  Archbishop  of  Canterbury'i. 
The  door  was  oped  by  a  lackey  in  lace. 
Saying,  "What's  your  business  with  his  Grace?* 
"  His  Grace  1 "  quoth  Jerome  —  for  posed  was  he, 
Not  knowing  what  sort  this  Grace  could  be ; 
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Whether  Grace  preventing,  Grace  particular y 

Grace  of  that  breed  called  Qutnquarticular — * 

In  short,  he  mmmag'd  his  holy  mind, 

The*  exact  description  of  Grace  to  find, 

Which  thus  could  represented  be 

By  a  footman  in  full  livery. 

At  last,  out  loud  in  a  laugh  he  broke, 

(For  dearly  the  good  saint  loVd  his  joke)  f 

And  said — surveying,  as  sly  he  spoke, 

The  costly  palace  from  roof  to  base  — 

"  Well,  it  isn't,  at  least,  a  saving  Grace  I  ** 

"  Umph  I"  said  the  lackey,  a  man  of  few  words, 

"  Th'  Archbishop  is  gone  to  the  House  of  Lords.'' 

^  To  the  House  of  the  Lord,  you  mean,  my  son, 

**  For,  in  mg  time,  at  least,  there  was  but  one; 

"  Unless  such  manj-fold  priests  as  these 

"  Seek,  ev'n  in  their  Lord,  pluralities ! "  J 

"  No  time  for  gab,"  quoth  the  man  in  lace : 

Then,  slamming  the  door  in  St  Jerome's  face. 

With  a  curse  to  the  single  knockers  all. 

Went  to  finish  his  port  in  the  servants'  hall, 

And  propose  a  toast  (humanely  meant 

To  include  even  Curates  in  its  extent) 

**  To  all  as  serves  the'  Establishment" 


*  So  called  from  the  prooeedings  of  the  Synod  of  ItrL 

t  Witness  his  well  known  pun  on  the  name  of  hift  adyenaiy 

f  igilantias,  whom  he  calls  facetiously  Dormitantiiis. 
I  The  suspicion  attached  to  some  of  the  early  Fathers  of  being 

Arians  in  their  doctrine  would  appear  to  derive  some  oonflrm* 

lion  from  this  passage. 
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ST.  JEROME  ON  EARTH. 

8BOOND  VISIT. 

■  TUb  maeh  I  dan  say,  that,  since  lording  and  lolteTing  haUt  3ome  vp, 
preaching  hath  come  down,  oontnury  to  the  Apostles'  times.    For  ihaij 

praaehfid  and  lordtd  not :  and  now  thej  2<m<  and  preach  not. 

Brer  since  the  Prelates  were  made  Lords  and  Nobles,  the  plough  stand- 
eth ;  there  is  no  work  done,  the  people  starre.'*  —  Latimer  ^  Sgmum  <tf 
the  Plough. 

** Once  more,"  said  Jerome,  "111  run  up  and  see 

How  the  Church  goes  on,"  —  and  off  set  he. 

Just  then  the  packet-boat,  which  trades 

Betwixt  our  planet  and  the  shades, 

Had  arrived  below,  with  a  freight  so  queer, 

"  My  eyes ! "  said  Jerome, "  what  have  we  here  ?  *  — 

For  he  saw,  when  nearer  he  explor'd. 

They'd  a  cargo  of  Bishops'  wigs  aboard. 

**  They  are  ghosts  of  wigs,"  said  Charon,  "  all, 

"  Once  worn  by  nobs  Episcopal* 

"  For  folks  on  earth,  who've  got  a  store 

"  Of  cast  off  things  they  11  want  no  more, 

"  Oft  send  them  down,  as  gifts,  you  know, 

"  To  a  certain  Gentleman  here  below. 

"  A  sign  of  the  times  I  plainly  see," 

Said  the  Saint  to  himself  as,  pondering,  he 

Sail'd  off  in  the  death-boat  gallantly. 

*  The  wig,  which  had  so  long  fbrmed  an  essential  part  ot  the 
iress  of  an  English  bishop,  was  at  this  time  beginning  to  be  dis- 
pensed with. 

VOL.  III.  14 
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ArriVd  on  earth,  quoth  he,  **  No  more 
** 111  affect  a  body,  as  before ; 
^  For  I  think  I'd  best,  in  the  company 
*  Of  Spiritual  Lords,  a  spirit  be, 
"  And  glide,  unseen,  from  See  to  See." 
But  oh !  to  tell  what  scenes  he  saw,  — ^ 
It  was  more  than  Rstbelais'  pen  could  draw 
For  instance,  he  found  Exeter, 
Soul,  body,  inkstand,  all  in  a  stir,  — 
For  love  of  God  ?  for  sake  of  King  ? 
For  good  of  people  ?  —  no  such  thing ; 
But  to  get  for  himself,  by  some  new  trick, 
A  shove  to  a  better  bishoprick. 

H6  found  that  pious  soul.  Van  Mildert, 

Much  with  his  money-bags  bewildered ; 

Snubbing  the  Clerks  of  the  Diocess,* 

Because  the  rogues  showed  restlessness 

At  having  too  little  cash  to  touch, 

While  he  so  Christianly  bears  too  mudi. 

He  found  old  Sarum's  wits  as  gone 

As  his  own  beloved  text  in  John,  —  f 

Text  he  hath  prosed  so  long  upon. 

That  'tis  thought  when  ask'd,  at  the  gate  of  heaven^ 

His  name,  hell  answ^  "  John,  v.  7." 


•  See  the  Bishop*!  Letter  to  Clergy  of  his  Diocese. 

t  1  John,  T.  7.  A  text  which,  though  long  given  up  by  al 
Ihe  reet  of  the  orthodox  world,  is  still  pertinaciously  adherad  to 
tj  this  Eight  Beyerend  scholar. 
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«  But  enough  of  Bishops  I  Ve  had  to-day* 

Said  the  weary  Saints  —  "I  must  away. 

"  Though  I  own  I  should  like,  before  I  go^ 

«*  To  see  for  <wice  (as  I'm  ask'd  below 

"  If  really  such  odd  sights  exist) 

"  A  regular  six-fold  Pluralist" 

Just  then  he  heard  a  general  cry  — 

"  There's  Doctor  Hodgson  galloping  by ! " 

"Ay,  that's  th6  man,"  says  the  Saint,  "to  follow,** 

And  off  he  sets,  with  a  loud  view-hoUo, 

At  Hodgson's  heels,  to  catch,  if  he  can, 

A  glimpse  of  this  singular  plural  man. 

But,  —  talk  of  Sir  Boyle  Roche's  bird !  ♦ 

To  compare  him  with  Hodgson  is  absurd. 

"  Which  way,  sir,  pray,  is  the  doctor  gone  ?  "  — 

"  He  is  now  at  his  living  at  Hillingdon."  — 

"  No,  no,  —  you  're  out,  by  many  a  mile, 

"  He 's  away  at  his  Deanery  in  Carlisle.'*  — 

"  Pardon  me,  sir ;  but  I  understand 

"  He's  gone  to  his  living  in  Cumberland."  — 

"  God  bless  me,  no,  —  he  can't  be  there ; 

"  You  must  try  St  Greorge's,  Hanover  Square.* 

Thus  all  in  vain  the  Saint  inquir'd. 
From  living  to  living,  mock'd  and  tir'd ;  — 
'Twas  Hodgson  here,  'twas  Hodgson  there, 
•Twas  Hodgson  nowhere,  everywhere; 


•  It  was  a  saj^  of  the  well-known  Sir  Boyle,  that  '*  •  man 
Po«]d  not  be  in  two  places  at  onoe,  nnless  he  was  a  bird.** 
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Till,  fairly  beat,  the  Saint  gave  o'er, 

And  flitted  away  to  the  Stygian  shore, 

To  astonish  the  natives  under  ground 

With  the  comical  things  he  on  earth  had  found. 


THOUGHTS  ON  TAR  BARBELS. 

(VIDB  DXBOBIPnOll  OF  A  LATE  FiXS.*) 

1882. 

What  a  pleasing  contrivance  I  how  aptly  devis'd 
'Twixt  tar  and  magnolias  to  puzzle  one's  noses ! 

And  how  the  tar-barrels  must  all  be  surprised 
To  find  themselves  seated  like  ^Love  Djnong 
roses!" 

What  a  pity  we  can't,  by  precautions  like  these, 
Clear  the  air  of  that  other  still  viler  infection ; 

That  radical  pest,  that  old  whiggish  disease. 

Of  which  cases,  true-blue,  are  in  every  direction. 

Stead  of  barrels,  let's  light  up  an  Auto  da  F^ 
Of  a  few  good  combustible  Lords  of  "  the  Club ; " 

They  would  fume,  in  a  trice,  the  Whig  chol'ra  away. 
And  there 's  Bucky  would  bum  like  a  barrel  of 
bub. 


*  Ta9  Marquis  of  Hertfinrd's  FSte.  ^  From  dread  of  cholera  hit 
Uofdihiphad  ordered  tar-barrels  to  be  burned  in  every  direotloa 
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How  Roden  would  blaze !  and  what  rubbish  throw 
out! 

A  volcano  of  nonsense,  in  active  display ; 
While   Vane,  as  a  butt,  amidst  laughter,  would  spout 

The  hot  nothings  he  *s  full  of,  all  night  and  all  day. 

And  then,  for  a  finish,  there 's  Cumberland's  Dukej— 
Grood  Lord,  how  his  chin-tuft  would  crackle  in  air  I 

Unless  (as  is  shrewdly  surmised  from  his  look) 
He 's  abready  bespoke  for  combustion  elsewhere. 


THE  CONSULTATION.* 

**  Wbfen  Ibey  do  agree,  thdr  unanimity  is  wonderfliL- 

Tkt  OritU. 
1838. 
Seeiu  dUeoven  Dr.  Whig  and  Dr.  Tory  in  eonsultaiion.    PaHeat  on  tlU 
floor  between  them. 

Dr.  Whig.  —  This  wild  Irish  patient   does  pester 

me  so, 
That  what  to  do  with  him,  I'm  curst  if  I  know. 

I've  promts' d  him  anodynes 

I>r.  Tory.  Anodynes!  — Slufi: 

Tie  him  down — gag  him  well — he'll  be  tranquil 

enough. 
That's  my  mode  of  practice. 

•  These  verses,  as  well  as  some  others,  that  follow,  ip.  226) 
were  extorted  from  me  by  that  lamentable  measure  of  the  Whig 
ministry,  the  Irish  Coercion  Act 
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Dr,  Whig.  True,  quite  in  your  line, 

But  unluckily  not  much,  till  lately,  in  mine. 

T  is  so  painful 

Dr.  T(yry.  —  Pooh,  nonsense  —  ask  Ude  how  he 

feels, 
When,  for  Epicure  feasts,  he  prepares  his  live  eels, 
By  flinging  them  in,  'twixt  the  bars  of  the  fire. 
And  letting  them  wriggle  on  there  till  they  tire. 
Hey  too,  says  "'tis  painful**  —  "quite   makes    his 

heart  bleed"  — 
But  "  Your  eels  are  a  vile,  oleaginous  breed."  — 
He  would  fain  use  them  gently,  but  Cook*ry  says 

"No,"  [so* 

And  —  in  short  —  eels  were  horn  to  be  treated  just 
Tis  the  same  with  these  Irish,  —  who 're  odder  fish 

still,— 
Your  tender  Whig  heart  shrinks  from  using  them  ill 
I,  myself,  in  my  youth,  ere  I  came  to  get  wise. 
Used,  at  some  operations,  to  blush  to  the  eyes ;  — 
But,  in  fact,  my  dear  brother,  —  if  I  may  make  bold 
To  style  you,  as  Peachum  did  Lockit,  of  old,— 
We,  Doctors,  must  act  with  the  firmness  of  Ude, 
And,  indifferent  like  him,  — so  the  fish  is  hut  stew'd,— 
Must  torture  live  Pats  for  the  general  good 

[Here  patient  groans  and  kicks  a  little. 

*  This  eminent  artist,  in  the  second  edition  of  the  work 
idierein  he  propounds  this  mode  of  purifying  his  eels,  professes 
himself  mnch  concerned  at  the  charge  of  inhumanity  brought 
igainst  his  practice,  but  still  begs  leave  respectfully  to  repeni 
ttuU  it  if  the  only  proper  mode  of  preparing  eels  for  the  table. 
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Dr,  Whig.  —  But  what,  if  one's  patient's  so  devil- 
ish perverse, 
that  he  wo*nH  be  thus  tortured? 

Dr.  Tory,  Coerce,  sir,  coerce. 

You're  a  juv*nile  performer,  but  once  you  begin. 
You  can't  think  how  fast  you  may  train  your  hand  in : 
And  (smiling)  who  knows  but  old  Tory  may  take 
to  the  shelf,  [pelfi 

With  the  comforting  thought  that,  in  place  and  in 
He's  succeeded  by  one  just  as  —  bad  as  himself? 
Dr,  Whig  (looking  JkUterecT).  —  Why,  to  tell  you  the 

truth,  I've  a  small  matter  here. 
Which  you  help'd  me  to  make  for  my  patient  last 
year,— 

[  Goes  to  a  cupboard  and  brings  out  a 
strait-iaaistcoai  and  gag. 
And  such  rest  I've  enjoy'd  from  his  raving,  since  then, 
That  I've  made  up  my  mind  he  shall  wear  it  again. 
Dr.  Tory  (embracing  him).  —  Oh,  charming  I  — 
My  dear  Doctor  Whig,  you  *re  a  treasure. 
Next  to  torturing,  myself^  to  help  you  is  a  pleasure. 

\Assisting  Dr.  Whig* 
Give  me  leave  — I've  some  practice  in  these  mad 

machines ; 
There  —  tighter  —  the  gag  in  the  mouth,  by  all 

means. 
Delightful!  —  all's  snug— not  a  squeak  need  you 

fear, — 
Tou  may  now  put  your  anodynes  off  till  next  year. 

[^Scene  closes. 
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TO  THE  REV.   CHARLES  OVEBTON, 

OUSATB  OF  BOMALDKIBK. 

A.UTHOB  OF  THB  POBTIOAL  FORTBAITUBB  OF  THB  CHURCH  * 

1888. 

Sweet  singer  of  Romaldkirk,  thou  who  art  reckon*^ 
By  Clitics  Episcopal,  David  the  Second,t 
If  thus,  as  a  Curate,  so  lofty  your  flight. 
Only  think,  in  a  Rectory,  how  you  would  write ! 
Once  fairly  inspired  by  the  "  Tithe-crown'd  Apollo," 
(Who  beats,  I  confess  it,  our  la^  Phoebus  hollow, 
Having  gotten,  besides  the  old  Nine's  inspiration, 
The  Tenth  of  all  eatable  things  in  creation,) 
There's  nothing,  in  fact,  that  a  poet  like  you. 
So  he-nined  and  he-tenth' d,  couldn't  easily  do. 
Round  the  lips  of  the  sweet-tongued  Athenian^  they 

say, 
Wliile  yet  but  a  babe  in  his  cradle  he  lay. 
Wild  honey-bees  swarm'd,  as  a  presage  to  tell 
Of  the  sweet-flowing  words  that  thence  afterwardu 

feU. 
Just  so  round  our  Overton's  cradle,  no  doubt, 
Tenth  ducklings  and  chicks  were  seen  flitting  about ; 

•  See  Edinbnr^  Beview,  No.  117. 

t  **  Your  Lordship,"  says  Mr.  Overtoil,  in  the  Dedication  of 
Lis  Poem  to  the  Bishop  of  Chester,  *'  has  kindly  expressed  you 
persuasion  that  my  '  Muse  will  always  be  a  Miue  of  sacred  son^ 
and  that  it  wiU  be  tuned  at  DovUTb  waeJ'  ** 

I  Sophocles. 
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Gk>ose  embryos,  waiting  their  doom'd  decimatioiiy 
Came,  shadowing  forth  his  adult  destination, 
And  small,  sucking  tithe-pigs,  in  musical  droves, 
Announced  the  Church  poet  whom  Chester  approveSi 

O  Horace  I  when  thou,  in  thy  vision  of  yore, 
Didst  dream  that  a  snowy-white  plumage  came  o'er 
Thy  etherealiz'd  limbs,  stealing  downily  on, 
Till,  by  Fancy's  strong  spell,  thou  wert  tum'd  to  a 

swan,* 
Little  thought'st  thou  such  fate  could  a  poet  befall, 
Without  any  effort  of  fancy,  at  all ; 
Little  thought 'st  thou  the  world  would  in  Overton 

find 
A  bird,  ready-made,  somewhat  different  in  kind. 
But  as  perfect  as  Michaelmas'  self  could  prodnoe^ 
By  gods  yclept  amer^  by  mortals  a  gaoit. 

* album  mntor  in  alitem 

Snpemd:  nascnntnrqne  Iffives 
Per  digitOB,  hnmeroaqne  plimui. 
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SCENE 

FBOM  A  nJLYy  ACTED  AT  OXFORD,  OAXAMD 
"  IfATBIOUULTION.'*  * 


[Boy  discoyered  at  a  table,  with  the  Thirty-Nine  Articles  befbit 
him.— Enter  the  Rt.  Rev.  Doctor  PhUlpotts.] 

Dociyr  P.  — There,  my  lad,  lie  the  Articles  —  (-Bbj 
begins  to  count  them)  just  thirty-nine  — 

No  occasion  to  count  —  youVe  now  only  to  sign. 

At  Cambridge,  where  folks  are  less  High-church 
than  we. 

The  whole  Nine-and-Thirty  are  lump'd  into  Three. 

Let's  run  o'er  the  items;  —  there's  Justification, 

Predestination,  and  Supererogation,  — 

Not  forgetting  Salvation  and  Creed  Athanasian, 

Till  we  reach,  at  last.  Queen  Bess's  Ratification. 

That's  sufficient — now,  sign  —  having  read  quite 
enough. 

You  "  believe  in  the  foil  and  true  meaning  thereof?  " 

(Bof/  stares.) 

*  "  It  appears  that  when  a  youth  of  fifteen  goes  to  be  matricn- 
iftted  at  Oxford,  and  is  required  first  to  subscribe  Thirty-Nine 
Articles  of  Religious  Belief,  this  only  means  that  he  engages 
himself  afterwards  to  understand  what  is  now  above  his  compre~ 
hension;  that  he  expresses  no  assent  at  all  to  what  he  signs; 
Rnd  that  he  is  (or,  ought  to  be)  at  full  liberty,  when  he  has  stud- 
ied the  subject,  to  withdraw  his  provisional  assent"  —  EdMurgk 
Review^  No.  120. 
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Oh,  a  mere  form  of  words,  to  make  things  smooth 

and  brief,  — 
A  commodious  and  short  make-believe  of  belief 
Which  our  Church  has  drawn  up,  in  a  form  thus 

articular, 
To  keep  out,  in  general,  all  who 're  particular. 
But  what's  the  boy  doing?  what !  reading  all  through, 
And  my  luncheon  fast  cooling !  —  this  never  will  do. 
Boy  {poring  over  the  Articles).  —  Here  are  points 

which  —  pray,   Doctor,   what's   "  Grace  of 

Congruity  ?  " 
Doctor  P.  {sharply),  —  You'll  find  out,  young  sir, 

when  you've  more  ingenuity. 
At  present,  by  signing,  you  pledge  yourself  merely, 
Whate'er  it  may  be,  to  believe  it  sincerely. 
Both  in  dining  and  signing  we  take  the  same  plan,  — 
Fii'st,  swallow  all  down,  then  digest  —  as  we  can. 
Boy   {still  reading).  —  I've  to  gulp,  I  see,   St 

Athanasius's  Creed, 
Which,  I'm  told,  is  a  very  tough  morsel,  indeed; 

As  he  damns 

Doctor  P.  {aside).  —  Ay,  and  so  would  I,  will- 
ingly, too. 
All  confounded  particular  young  boobies,  like  you. 
This  comes  of  Reforming !  —  all's  o'er  with  our  land, 
When  people  wo'n't  stand  what  they  can't  ww^icrstand ; 
Mor  perceive  that  our  ever-rever'd  Thirty-Nine 
Were  made,  not  for  men  to  believe,  but  to  sign. 

[^Mcit  Dr.  P.  in  a  passion. 
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LATE  TITHE  CASE. 

**  Slo  Tos  non  vobii.'* 

1888. 
*11m  '^^oir  of  B— inh— m  dedres  me  to  state  that,  in  cooaeqiieiioe  of  flie 
irarnliig  of  a  x«oent  Act  of  Parliament,  he  Ib  compelled  to  adopt  mea» 
VTOi  which  may  by  some  be  considered  harsh  or  precipitate ;  bnt,  mi 
dutf  to  what  ke  owes  to  his  sueeessors^ba  feels  bound  to  presevre  the 
rights  of  the  Tiearage." --Xe««ry)-om  JI&.  S.  PoweU^  Angost  6. 

No,  not  for  yourselves,  ye  reverend  men, 

Do  you  take  one  pig  in  every  ten. 

But  for  Holy  Church's  future  heirs, 

WhoVe  an  abstract  right  to  that  pig,  as  theirs  ;— 

The  law  supposing  that  such  heirs  male 

Are  already  seized  of  the  pig,  in  tail. 

No,  not  for  himself  hath  B — ^mh — ^m's  priest 

His  "  well-belov'd  "  of  their  pennies  fleec'd: 

But  it  is  that,  before  his  prescient  eyes, 

All  future  Vicars  of  B — mh — m  rise. 

With  their  embryo  daughters,  nephews,  nieces, 

And  'tis  for  them  the  poor  he  fleeces. 

He  heareth  their  voices,  ages  hence, 

Saying  **  Take  the  pig  "  —  "  oh  take  the  pence  ;* 

The  cries  of  little  Vicarial  dears, 

The  unborn  B — mh — ^mites,  reach  his  ears; 

And,  did  he  resist  that  soft  appeal. 

He  ^ould  not  like  a  true-bom  Vicar  feeL 

Thou,  too,  Lundy  of  Lackington ! 
A  Rector  true,  if  e'er  there  was  one, 
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Who,  for  sake  of  the  Lundies  of  coming  ages, 
Gripest  the  tenths  of  labourers'  wages.* 
Tis  true,  in  the  pockets  of  thy  small-clothes 
The  claim'd  "  obvention  "  f  of  four-pence  goes ; 
But  its  abstract  spirit,  unconfin'd, 
Spreads  to  all  future  Rector-kind, 
Warning  them  all  to  their  rights  to  wake, 
And  rather  to  face  the  block,  the  stake. 
Than  give  up  their  darling  right  to  take. 
One  grain  of  musk,  it  is  said,  perfumes 
(So  subtle  its  spirit)  a  thousand  rooms. 
And  a  single  four-pence,  pocketed  well, 
Through  a  thousand  rectors'  lives  will  telL 
Then  still  continue,  je  reverend  souls. 
And  still  as  your  rich  Pactolus  rolls, 
Grasp  every  penny  on  evety  side. 
From  every  wretch,  to  swell  its  tide: 
Remembering  still  what  the  Law  lays  down, 
In  that  pure  poetic  style  of  its  own, 
"  If  the  parson  in  esse  submits  to  loss,  he 
^  Inflicts  the  same  on  the  parson  in  posse** 

*  Fourteen  agricultural  labourers  (one  of  whom  received  m 
little  as  six  guineas  for  yearly  wages,  one  eight,  one  nine,  another 
ten  guineas,  and  the  best  paid  of  the  whole  not  more  than  18t 
annuaUy)  were  all  in  the  course  of  the  autumn  of  1882,  served 
with  demands  of  tithe  at  the  rate  of  4dL  in  the  1^  sterUng,  on 

behalf  of  the  Bev.  F.  Lundy,  Rector  of ^,  etc.  etc.— 7%« 

Timu^  August,  1888. 

t  One  of  the  various  general  tenns  under  whien  oblfttiooft 
titties,  etc.  are  comprised. 
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FOOLS'  PABADISB. 

DBBAM  THE  FIB8T. 

I  HAVE  been,  like  Puck,  I  have  been,  in  a  trioe^ 

To  a  realm  they  call  Fools'  Paradise, 

Lying  N.  N.  E.  of  the  Land  of  Sense, 

And  seldom  bless'd  with  a  glimmer  thence* 

But  they  want  it  not  in  this  happy  place, 

Where  a  light  of  its  o^-n  gilds  every  face ; 

Or,  if  some  wear  a  shadowy  brow, 

'Tis  the  wish  to  look  wise,  —  not  knowing  haw. 

Self-glory  glistens  o'er  all  that's  there, 

The  trees,  the  flowers  have  a  jaunty  air ; 

The  well-bred  wind  in  a  whisper  blows. 

The  snow,  if  it  snows,  is  cotUeur  de  rose^ 

The  falling  founts  in  a  titter  fall, 

And  the  sun  looks  simpering  down  on  aU. 

Oh,  'tis  n't  in  tongue  or  pen  to  trace 

The  scenes  I  saw  in  that  joyous  place. 

There  were  Lords  and  Ladies  sitting  together, 

Li  converse  sweet,  "  What  charming  weather  I  — 

"You'll  all  rejoice  to  hear,  I'm  sure, 

"  Lord  Charles  has  got  a  good  sinecure ; 

"  And  the  Premier  says,  my  youngest  brother 

"  (Him  in  the  Guards)  shall  have  another. 

"Isn't  tliis  very,  very  gallant !  — 

^  Ab  for  my  poor  old  virgin  aunt, 
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*  Who  has  lost  her  all,  poor  thing,  at  whist, 
**  We  must  quarter  her  on  the  Pension  List** 
Thus  smoothly  time  in  that  Eden  roU'd ; 
It  seem'd  like  an  Age  of  real  gold, 
Where  all  who  liked  might  have  a  slice, 
So  rich  was  that  Fools'  Paradise. 

But  the  sport  at  which  most  time  they  spent, 
Was  a  puppet-show,  called  Parliament 
Perforin'd  by  wooden  Ciceros, 
As  large  as  life,  who  rose  to  prose, 
While,  hid  behind  them,  lords  and  squires. 
Who  own'd  the  puppets,  puU'd  the  wires ; 
And  thought  it  the  very  best  device 
Of  that  most  prosperous  Paradise, 
To  make  the  vulgar  pay  through  the  nose 
For  them  and  their  wooden  Ciceros. 

And  many  more  such  things  I  saw 
In  this  Eden  of  Church,  and  State,  and  Law ; 
Nor  e'er  were  known  such  pleasant  folk 
As  those  who  had  the  best  of  the  joke. 
There  were  Irish  Rectors,  such  as  resort 
To  Cheltenham  ytarly,  to  drink  —  port, 
And  bumper,  ^^  Long  may  the  Church  endure. 
May  her  cure  of  souls  be  a  sinecure, 
And  a  score  of  Parsons  to  every  soul 
A  moderate  allowance  on  the  whole." 
There  were  Heads  of  Colleges,  lying  about. 
From  which  the  sense  had  all  run  out, 
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Ev*Q  to  the  lowest  classic  lees, 

Till  nothing  was  left  but  quantities  ; 

Which  made  them  heads  most  fit  to  be 

Stuck  up  on  a  University,* 

Which  yearly  hatches,  in  its  schools, 

Such  flights  of  young  Elysian  fools. 

Thus  all  went  on,  so  snug  and  nice. 

In  this  happiest  possible  Paradise. 

But  plain  it  was  to  see,  alas !. 

That  a  downffdl  soon  must  come  to  pass. 

For  grief  is  a  lot  the  good  and  wise 

Don't  quite  so  much  monopolize, 

But  that  (^  lapt  in  Elysium ''  as  they  are) 

Even  blessed  fools  must  have  their  shaie» 

And  so  it  happen'd :  —  but  what  befeU^ 

In  Dream  the  Second  I  mean  to  telL 
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THB  BECTOB  AND  HIS  CX7BATE» 

OB,  OMS  FOUSD  TWO. 

I  trust  we  ihall  part,  m  wt  nwt,  in  pMM  and  eharity.  My  iMt  ptj* 
ment  to  you  paid  your  nlaiy  up  to  the  lit  of  this  month.  Binoe  thai, 
I  owe  yoo  for  one  month,  which,  being  a  long  month,  of  tbirty<<me 
days,  amounts,  as  near  as  I  can  caleuiats,  to  six  pounds  ei^t  ahnifaga^ 
lly  steward  returns  yon  as  a  debtor  to  the  amount  of  sstkk  pouifDt 
TXN  BHiLLaras  fob  oon^aou  oaouin),  which  leaves  some  trifling  balance 
in  my  t»,raax."  —  Letter  of  Dmnissai  firom  tht  lUv,  Mantu  Btn^bird 
to  kU  Curafy  tkt  Rn,  T,  A.  Lyons. 

The  account  is  balanced —  the  bill  drawn  ooty-— 
The  debit  and  credit  all  right,  no  doubt  — 
The  Rector,  rolling  in  wealth  and  state, 
Owes  to  his  Curate  six  pound  eight ; 
The  Curate,  that  least  well-fed  of  men, 
Owes  to  his  Rector  seven  pound  ten, 
Which  maketh  the  balance  clearly  due 
From  Curate  to  Rector,  one  pound  two. 

Ah  balance,  on  earth  unfair,  uneven  I 
But  sure  to  be  all  set  right  in  heaven, 
Where  bills  like  these  will  be  check'd,  some  day, 
And  the  balance  settled  the  other  way : 
Where  Lyons  the  curate's  hard-wrung  sum 
Will  back  to  his  shade  with  interest  come ; 
And  Marcus,  the  rector,  deep  may  rue 
This  tot,  in  his  favour,  of  one  pound  two. 

VOL.  m.  15 
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PADDY'S   METAMOBPHOSIS.* 

1888. 
About  fi%  years  since,  in  the  days  of  our  daddies, 
That  plan  was  commenced  which  the  wise  now 
applaud, 
Oi'  shipping  oiF  Ireland's  most  turbulent  Paddies^ 
As  good  raw  material  for  settlers,  abroad. 

Some  West-India  island,  whose  name  I  forget. 
Was  the  region  then  chos'n  for  this  scheme  00 
romantic ; 

And  such  the  success  the  first  colony  met, 
That  a  second,  soon  after,  set  sail  o'er  th'  Atlantic 

Behold  them  now  safe  at  the  long-look'd  for  shore, 
Saihng  in  between  banks  that  the  Shannon  might 
greet, 
And  thinking  of  friends  whom,  but  two  years  before, 
They  had  sorrowed  to  lose,  but  would  soon  again 
meet 

And,  hark  I  from  the  shore  a  glad  welcome  there 
came  — 
^  Arrah,  Paddy  fix>m  Cork,  is  it  you,  my  sweet 
boy?" 

•  1  hav«  already,  In  a  preceding  page,  referred  to  thi8  squib, 
m  being  one  of  those  wrung  from  me  by  the  Irish  Coercion  Act 

if  my  friends,  the  Whigs. 
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While  Pat  stood  astounded,  to  hear  his  own  name 
Thus  hail'd  by  black  devils,  who  capered  for  joy  I 

Can  it  possibly  be  ?  —  half  amazement — half  doubt, 
Pat  listens  again  —  rubs  his  eyes  and  looks  steady ; 

Then  heaves  a  deep  sigh,  and  in  horror  yells  out, 
**Good   Lord!    only  think,  —  black    and    curly 
already ! " 

Deceiv'd  by  that  well-mimick'd  brogue  in  his  ears, 
Pat  read    his  own  doom  in   these  wool-headed 
figures. 

And  thought,  what  a  climate,  in  less  than  two  years, 
To  turn  a  whole  cargo  of  Pats  into  niggers  1 


MOBAL. 

Tis  thus,  —  but  alas !  by  a  marvel  more  true 
Than  is  told  in  this  rival  of  Ovid's  best  stories,  — 

Your  Whigs,  when  in  office  a  short  yeax  or  two, 
By  a  litsus  natunBy  all  turn  into  Tories. 

And  thus,  when  I  hear  them  "strong  measures'' 
advise. 
Ere  the  seats  that  they  sit  on  have  time  to  get 
steady, 
t  say,  while  I  listen,  with  tears  in  my  eyes, 
'^Grood    Lord  I    only    think,  —  black  and   curly 
already ! " 
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COCKEB,  ON  CHURCH  REFORM. 

rOUKDED    UPON    SOMS   LATE    OALOULATION8. 

1831. 

Fine  figures  of  speech  let  your  orators  follow, 

Old  Cocker  has  figures  that  beat  them  all  hollow. 

Though  famed  for  his  rules  Aristotle  maj  be. 

In  but  AaZf  of  this  Sage  any  merit  I  see, 

For,  as  honest  Joe  Hume  says,  the  "  tottle  "  *  for  me « 

For  instance,  while  others  discuss  and  debate. 
It  is  thus  about  Bishops  /ratiocinate. 

In  England,  where,  spite  of  the  infidel's  laughter, 
Tis  certain  our  souls  are  look'd  vertf  well  after, 
Two  Bishops  can  well  (if  judiciously  sunder'd) 
Of  parishes  manage  two  thousand  two  hundred,  — 
Said  number  of  parishes,  under  said  teachers. 
Containing  three  millions  of  Protestant  creatures,  — 
So  that  each  of  said  Bishops  full  ably  controls 
One  million  and  five  hundred  thousands  of  souls. 

And  now  comes  old  Cocker.    In  Ireland  we're  told 
ffaifs.  million  includes  the  whole  Protestant  fold; 
[f,  therefore,  for  three  million  souls,  'tis  conceded 
Two  proper-sized  Bishops  are  all  that  is  needed, 

*  Th9  Malj  —  80  pronounced  by  this  industrious  senaUir. 
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Tis  plain,  for  the  Irish  Aa2/*  million  who  want  'em, 
One  third  of  one  Bishop  is  just  the  right  quantum* 
And  thus,  by  old  Cocker's  sublime  Rule  of  Three, 
The  Irish  Church  question's  resolv'd  to  a  T ; 
Keeping  always  that  excellent  maxim  in  view, 
That,  in  saving  men's  souls,  we  must  save  money  too* 

Nay,  if —  as  St.  Roden  complains  is  the  case  -^ 
The  half  million  of  soul  is  decreasing  apace, 
The  demand,  too,  for  bishop  will  also  fall  off. 
Till  the  tithe  of  one,  taken  in  kind,  be  enough. 
But,  as  fractions  imply  that  we'd  have  to  dissect. 
And  to  cutting  up  Bishops  I  strongly  object. 
We've  a  small,  fractious  prelate  whom   well  we 

could  spare. 
Who  has  just  the  same  decimal  worth,  to  a  hair ; 
And,  not  to  leave  Ireland  too  much  in  the  lurch, 
We'U  let  her  have  Exeter,  sole^*  as  her  Church. 


LBS  HOMMES  AUTOMATES. 

1884. 
*  We  are  penroaded  that  fhli  our  artifloial  man  will  not  only  walk  and 
■peak,  and  perform  most  of  the  outward  ftmctiona  of  animal  UfSe,  Imt 
(being  wound  np  once  a  week)  wHI  perlutpa  reason  aa  well  aa  meet  of 
your  country  parsona."—  Mtmairt  o/MarHniu  SeriblentSf  shap  xJL 

It  being  an  object  now  to  meet 
With  Parsons  that  don't  want  to  eat, 
Fit  men  to  fill  those  Irish  rectories. 
Which  soon  will  have  but  scant  refectories, 

*  (Corporation  sole. 
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It  has  been  suggested,  —  lest  that  Church 
Should,  all  at  once,  be  left  in  the  lurch, 
For  want  of  reverend  men  endued 
With  this  gift  of  ne'er  requiring  food,  — 
To  try,  by  way  of  experiment,  whether 
There  couldn't  be  made,  of  wood  and  leather, 
(Howe'er  the  notion  may  sound  chimerical,) 
Jointed  figures,  not  Zay,t  but  clerical, 
Wliich,  wound  up  carefully  once  a  week, 
.  Might  just  like  parsons  look  and  speak, 
Nay  even,  if  requisite,  reason  too. 
As  well  as  most  Irish  parsons  do. 

The'  experiment  having  succeeded  quite, 

(Whereat  those  Lords  must  much  delight, 

Who  've  shown,  by  stopping  the  Church's  food, 

They  think  it  isn't  for  her  spiritual  good 

To  be  serv'd  by  parsons  of  flesh  and  blood,) 

The  Patentees  of  this  new  invention 

Beg  leave  respectftdly  to  mention. 

They  now  are  enabled  to  produce 

An  ample  supply,  for  present  use. 

Of  these  reverend  pieces  of  machinery, 

Ready  for  vicarage,  rect'ry,  deanery. 

Or  any  such-like  post  of  skill 

That  wood  and  leather  are  fit  to  filL 


•  The  materials  of  which  those  Nnremberg  Savans,  mentioiied 
»y  Scriblerus,  constructed  their  artificial  man.' 

t  The  wooden  models  used  by  painters  are,  it  is  well  known 
tailed  "  lay  figures." 
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N.  B.  —  In  places  addicted  to  arson. 

We  can't  recommend  a  wooden  parson : 

But,  if  the  Church  anj  such  appoints, 

Thej  'd  better,  at  least,  have  iron  joints. 

In  parts,  not  much  bj  Protestants  haunted, 

A  figure  to  look  at's  all  that's  wanted — 

A  block  in  black,  to  eat  and  sleep, 

Which  (now  that  the  eating's  o'er)  comes  chetq;!. 

P.  S.  —  Should  the  Lords,  by  way  of  a  treat. 

Permit  the  clergy  again  to  eat. 

The  Church  will,  of  course,  no  longer  need 

Imitation-parsons  that  never  feed ; 

And  these  wood  creatures  of  ours  will  sell 

For  secular  purposes  just  as  well  — 

Our  Beresfords,  tum'd  to  bludgeons  stout, 

May,  'stead  of  beating  their  own  about, 

Be  knocking  the  brains  of  Papists  out ; 

While  our  smooth  O'SuUivans,  by  all  meana, 

Should  transmigrate  into  tuming  machines. 
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HOW  TO  MAKE  ONE'S  8ELF  A  PEER. 

AOCOBDINO   TO  THB    NEWEST    BEOBIFT,  AB    DISCLOSED    IH    A 
LATE  HERALDIC  WORK.* 

1684 

Choose  some  title  that's  dormant  —  the  Peerage 

hath  many  — 
Lord  Baron  of  Shamdos  somids  nobly  as  any. 
Next,  catch  a  dead  cousin  of  said  defunct  Peer, 
And  marry  him,  off  hand,  in  some  given  year, 
To  the  daughter  of  somebody,  —  no  matter  who,  — 
Fig,  the  grocer  himself,  if  you  're  hard  run,  will  do ; 
For,  the  Medici  piUs  still  in  heraldry  tell, 
And  why  shouldn't  loUypops  quarter  as  well? 
Thus  having  your  couple,  and  one  a  lord's  cousin. 
Young  materials  for  peers  may  be  had  by  the  dozen  $ 
And  'tis  hard  if,  inventing  each  small  mother's  son 

of  'em. 
You  can't  somehow  manage  to  prove  your$df  one 

of 'em. 
Should  registers,  deeds,  and  such  matters  refractory, 
Stand  in  the  way  of  this  lord-manufactory, 
I've  merely  to  hint,  as  a  secret  auricular. 
One  grand  rule  of  enterprise,  —  don*t  De  particular. 

*  The  claim  to  the  barony  of  ChandoB  (if  I  recollect  rij^t 
idvunced  by  the  late  Sir  Egerton  Bryd^ces. 


Digitized 


by  Google 


SATIRICAL    AND    HUMOROUS    POEMS.  233 

A.  man  who  once  takes  such  a  jump  at  nobility, 
Must  not  mince  the  matter,  like  folks  of  nihility,* 
But  clear  thick  and  thin  with  true  lordly  agility. 

Tis  true,  to  a  would-be  descendant  from  Kings, 
Parish-registers  sometimes  are  troublesome  things ; 
As  ofl,  when  the  vision  is  near  brought  about, 
Some  goblin,  in  shape  of  a  grocer,  grins  out ; 
Or  some  barber,  perhaps,  with  my  Lord  mingles 

bloods, 
And  one's  patent  of  peerage  is  left  in  the  suds. 

But  there  are  ways  —  when  folks  are  resolv'd  to  be 

lords  — 
Of  expurging  ev'n  troublesome  parish  records. 
What  think  ye  of  scissors  ?  depend  on 't  no  heir 
Of  a  Shamdos  should  go  unsupplied  with  a  pair, 
As,  whatever  else  the  learn'd  in  such  lore  may  invent, 
Your  scissors  does  wonders  in  proving  descent. 
Yes,  poets  may  sing  of  those  terrible  shears 
With  which  Atropos  snips  off  both  bumpkins  and 

peers,  [the  hands 

But  they're  nought  to  that  weapon  which  shines  in 
Of  some  would-be  Patrician,  when  proudly  he  stands 
O'er  the  careless  churchwarden's  baptismal  array, 
And  sweeps  at  each  cut  generations  away. 
By  some  babe  of  old  times  is  his  peerage  resisted  ? 
One  snip,  —  and  the  urchin  hath  never  existed ! 

•  "  This  we  call  pure  nihility,  or  mere  nothing.**  —  FTotti*! 
Logic, 
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Does  some  marriage,  in  days  near  the  Flood,  iii- 

terfere 
With  his  one  sublime  object  of  being  a  Peer  ? 
Quick  the  shears  at  once  nullify  bridegroom  and 

bride,  — 
No  such  people  have  ever  liv'd,  married,  or  died  I 

Such  the  newest  receipt  for  those  high-minded  elved, 
Who  Ve  a  fancy  for  making  great  lords  of  themselves. 
Follow  this,  young  aspirer,  who  pant'st  for  a  peerage, 
Take  S — m  for  thy  model  and  B — z  for  thy  steerage 
Do  all  and  much  worse  than  old  Nicholas  Flam  does, 
And — who  knows  but  you'll  be  Lord  Baron  of 
Shamdos  ? 


THE  DUKE  IS  THE  LAD. 

Ak.^-'*^  A  master  I  hare,  and  I  am  his  man, 
flaHoping  dreaiy  dun." 

CasOe  of  Andaimaim, 

Thb  Duke  is  the  lad  to  frighten  a  lass, 
Galloping,  dreary  duke ; 
The  Duke  is  the  lad  to  frighten  a  lass. 
He's  an  ogre  to  meet,  and  the  devil  to  pasi^ 
With  his  charger  prancing, 
Grim  eye  glancing, 
Chin,  like  a  Mufti, 
Grizzled  and  tufty, 
Galloping,  dreary  Duke. 


Digitized 


by  Google 


SATIRICAL   AND    HUMOROUS   rOEMS.         235 

Ye  misses,  beware  of  the  neighbourhood 
Of  this  galloping  dreary  Duke ; 
Ayoid  him,  all  who  see  no  good 
In  being  run  o'er  by  a  Prince  of  the  Blood. 
For,  surely,  no  nymph  is 
Fond  of  a  grim  phiz. 
And  of  the  married, 
Whole  crowds  have  miscarried 
At  sight  of  this  dreary  Duke. 


EPISTLE 

FROM  BRASMUB  ON  BABTH  TO  CICERO  IN  THE  BHADSl. 

Southampton. 
As  'tis  now,  my  dear  Tully,  some  weeks  since  I 

started 
By  rail-road,  for  earth,  having  vowed,  ere  we  parted. 
To  drop  you  a  line,  by  the  Dead-Letter  post, 
Just  to  say  how  I  thrive,  in  my  new  line  of  ghost, 
And  how  deucedly  odd  this  live  world  all  appears, 
To  a  man  who's  been  dead  now  for  three  hundred 

years, 
I  take  up  my  pen.  and,  with  news  of  this  earth, 
Hope  to  waken,  by  turns,  both  your  spleen  and  your 

mirth. 

In  my  way  to  these  shores,  taking  Italy  first. 
Lest  the  change  from  Elysium  too  sudden  should 
burst. 
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I  forgot  not  to  visit  those  haunts  where,  of  yore, 
You  took  lessons  from  Paetus  in  cookery's  lore,* 
Tum'd  aside  from  the  calls  of  the  rostrum  and  Musep 
To  discuss  the  rich  merits  of  roHs  and  stews, 
And  preferred  to  all  honours  of  triumph  or  trophy, 
A  supper  on  prawns  with  that  rogue,  little  Sophy.f 

Haling  dwelt  on  such  classical  musings  awhile, 

I  set  off,  by  a  steam-boat,  for  this  happy  isle, 

(A  conveyance  you  ne'er,  I  think,  sail'd  by,  my 

Tully, 
And  therefore,  per  next,  I'll  describe  it  more  fully,) 
Having  heard,  on  the  way,  what  distresses  me  greatly, 
That  England's  o'er-run  by  idolaters  lately. 
Stark,  staring  adorers  of  wood  and  of  stone, 
"^JTho  will  let  neither  stick,  stock,  or  statue  alone. 
Such  the  sad  news  I  heard  from  a  tall  man  in  black, 
Who  from  sports  continental  was  hurrying  back, 
To  look  after  his  tithes ;  —  seeing,  doubtless,  'twould 

follow, 
That,  just  as,  of  old,  your  great  idol,  Apollo, 
Devour'd  all  the  Tenths,}  so  the  idols  in  question. 
These  wood  and  stone  gods,  may  have  equal  diges- 
tion. 
And  th'  idolatrous  crew,  whom  this  Rector  despises, 
B£ay  eat  up  the  tithe-pig  which  he  idolizes. 

•  See  his  Letters  to  Friends,  lib.  ix.  epist  19,  20,  etc. 
t  Ingentiam   squillanun   cum  Sophia   SeptimsB.  —  Lib.  iX 
•pist  10. 
X  Tithes  were  paid  to  the  Pythian  Apollo. 
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Lond<m. 
Tis  all  but  too  true  —  grim  Idolatry  reigns, 
In  full  pomp,  over  England's  lost  cities  and  plains ! 
On  arriving  just  now,  as  my  first  thought  and  care 
Was^  as  usual,  to  seek  out  some  near  House  & 

Prayer, 
Some  calm,  holy  spot,  fit  for  Christians  to  pray  on, 
I  was  shown  to  —  what  think  you?  —  a  downright 

Pantheon  I 
A  grand,  pillar'd  temple,  with  niches  and  halls,* 
Full  of  idols  and  gods,  which  they  nickname  St« 

Paul's  ;  — 
Though  'tis  clearly  the  place  where  the  idolatrous 

crew. 
Whom  the  Rector  complain'd  of,  their  dark  rites 

pursue ; 
And,  'mong  all  the  "  strange  gods  "  Abraham's  father 

carv'd  out,t 
That  he  ever  carv'd  stranger  than  these  I  much 

doubt 

Wore  it  ev'n,  my  dear  Tullt,  your  Hebes  and 

Graces, 
And  such  pretty  things,  that  usurp'd  the  Saints' 

places, 
I  shouldn't  much  mind,  —  for,  in  this  classic  dome, 
Such  folks  from  Olympus  would  feel  quite  at  home. 


•  See  Dr.  Wiseman*^  learned  ani  able  letter  to  Mr.  Poynder. 
t  Joeiiaa,  xxiv.  2. 
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But  Ifte  gods  they've  got  here!  —  such  a  queer  om- 
nium gatherum 
Of  misbegot  things,  that  no  poet  would  father  'em ;  — 
Britannias,  in  light,  summer-wear  for  the  skies,  — 
Old  Thames,  tum'd  to  stone,  to  his  no  small  sur- 
prise, —  [said, 
Father  Nile,  too,  —  a  portrait,  (m  spite  of  what's 
That  no  mortal  e'er  yet  got  a  glimpse  of  his  head,)* 
And  a  Ganges,  which  India  would  think  somewhat 
fat  for 't,  [for't;  — 
Unless  'twas  some  full-grown  Director  had  sat 
Not  to  mention  the  et  ccBteras  of  Genii  and  Sphinxes, 
Fame,  Vict'ry,  and  other  such  semi-clad  minxes ; — 
Sea  Captains,t  —  the  idols  here  most  idolized ; 
And  of  whom  some,  alas,  might  too  well  be  comprized 
Among  ready-made  Saints,  as   they  died  cannon- 

ized ;  — 
With  a  multitude  more  of  odd  cockneyfied  deities, 
Shrined  in  such  pomp  that  quite  shocking  to  see  it  'tis; 
Nor  know  I  what  better  the  Rector  could  do 
Than  to  shrine  there  his  own  belov'd  quadruped  too ; 
As  most  surely  a  tithe-pig,  whatever  the  world  thinks,  is 
A  much  fitter  beast  for  a  church  than  a  Sphinx  i& 

But  I'm  call'd  oflT  to  dinner  —  grace  just  has  been 
said, 
mj  host  waits  for  nobody,  living  or  dead. 


*  Neo  contigiit  ulli 


Hoc  vidisse  oapnt**  Claudiak. 

t  Captains  Mosse,  Eion,  etc.  etc 
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•    LINES* 

Ml  THE  DEPABTUBE  OF  LOBDB  OASTLBBKAOH  AHD  STB^'AB* 
FOB  THB  OONTINSMT. 

Jt  Fctris  t  et  Fratres,  et  qui  npaftre  sab  Ulto 
TIz  tenutee  Bumoi  (Mis  hoe,  Hsnekfi)  xufiuidas. 

Oyid.  Metam,  Ub.  ziii.  t.  202. 

Gk),  Brothers  in  wisdom  —  go,  bright  pair  of  Peers, 
And  may  Cupid  and  Fame  fan  jou  both  with  their 
pinions  I 
The  ancy  the  best  lover  we  have — of  his  years, 
And  the  other  Prime  Statesman  of  Britain's  do- 
minions. 

Gk),  Hero  of  Chancery,  blest  with  the  smile 

Of  the  Misses  that  love,  and  the  monarchs  that 
prize  thee ; 

Forget  Mrs.  Angelo  Taylor  awhile. 
And  all  tailors  but  him  who  so  well  dandifies  thee. 

Never  mind  how  thy  juniors  in  gallantry  scoff. 
Never  heed  how  perverse  affidavits  may  thwart 
thee, 

But  show  the  young  Misses  thou'rt  scholar  enough 
To  translate  "  Amor  Fortis  "  a  love,  about  forty! 

•  This  and  &d  following  sqnlb,  which  must  have  been  written 
•iMmt  the  year  1815-16,  have  been  by  scmie  oversight  misplacedi 

t  Ovid  is  mistaken  in  saying  tha^  it  was  **  at  Paris  **  these 
impaoions  transactions  took  place — we  should  read  **  at  Vienna.** 
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And  uure  'tis  no  wonder,  when,  fresh  as  young  Man, 

From  the  battle  70a  came,  with  the  Orders  you'd 

eam'd  in't. 

That  sweet  Ladj  Fanny  should  cry  out "  my  stars  !  " 

And  forget  that  the  Mxm^  too,  was  some  way 

concem'd  in't 

For  not  the  great  Regent  himself  has  endur'd 
(Though  I've  seen  him  with  badges  and  orders  all 
shine, 

Till  he  look'd  like  a  house  that  was  over  insur'd) 
A  much  heavier  burden  of  glories  than  thine. 

And  'tis  plain,  when  a  wealthy  young  lady  so  mad  is. 
Or  any  young  ladies  can  so  go  astray, 

As  to  marry  old  Dandies  that  might  be  their  daddies. 
The  stars*  are  in  fault,  my  Lord  Stewart,  not 

they  I 

Thou,  too,  t  'other  brother,  thou  Tully  of  Tories, 
Thou  Malaprop  Cicero,  over  whose  lips 

Such  a  ^smooth  rigmarole   about  ^^monarchs,"  and 

"  glories,"  [slips.| 

And  ^ nuUidge," f  and  "features,"  like   syllabub 

Go,  haste,  at  the  Congress  pursue  thy  Tocation 
Of  adding  fresh  sums  to  this  National  Debt  of  ours, 

•  "  When  weak  women  go  astray, 

The  stars  are  more  in  fanlt  than  they." 
t  It  is  thus  the  noble  lord  pronounces  the  word  ^knowledge" 
—  denying  it,  as  far  as  his  own  share  is  concerned,  from  tha 
Latin,  ^'nullus/* 


Digitized 


by  Google 


SATIRICAL   AND   HUMOROUS   POEMS.         241 

Lieaguing  with  Kings,  who,  for  mere  recreation, 
Break  promises,  fast  as  jour  Lordship  breaks 
metaphors. 

Fare  ye  well,  fare  ye  well,  bright  Pair  of  Peers, 
And  may  Cupid  and   Fame  fan  you  both  with 
their  pinions ! 
The  one,  the  best  lover  we  have  —  ofhis  ffearsy 
And  the  other.  Prime  Statesman  of  Britain's  do* 
minions. 


TO  THE  SHIP 

Dl  WHICH  LORD  CA8TLEBEAOH  BAILED  FOB  THB  OOHTOmiT. 

ImUaUdJrofn  Horaee,  lib.  i.  ode  8. 

So  may  my  Lady's  pray'rs  prevail,  * 
And  Canning's  too,  and  Iticid  Bragge's, 

And  Eldon  beg  a  favouring  gale 
From  Eolus,  that  older  Bags,  t 

To  speed  thee  on  thy  destin'd  way, 

Oh  ship,  that  bear'st  our  Castlereagh, } 

•  Sic  te  Diva  poiens  Cypii, 

Sic  fratres  HelensB,  lucida  sidera, 
Ventommque  regat  pater, 
t  See  a  description  of  the  aaiun,  or  Bag§  of  Eohit,  fai  tiM 
Odyssey f  lib.  10. 

X  Navis,  qii»  tibi  oreditmn 
Debes  Virgilium. 
VOL.  III.  16 
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Our  gracious  Regent's  better  half* 

And,  therefore^  quarter  of  «  Sng— * 
(As  Van,  or  any  other  calf, 

May  find,  without  much  figuring). 
Waft  him,  oh  ye  kindly  breezes. 

Waft  this  Liurd  of  place  and  pel^ 
Any  where  his  Lordship  pleases, 

Though  'twere  to  Old  Nick  himself  I 

Oh,  what  a  face  of  brass  was  his,t 

Who  first  at  Congress  show'd  his  phi«  — 

To  sign  away  the  Rights  of  Man 

To  Russian  threats  and  Austrian  juggle; 
And  leave  the  sinking  African  \ 

To  fall  without  one  saving  struggle  — 
^Mong  ministers  fh)m  North  and  South, 

To  show  his  lack  of  shame  and  sense, 
And  hoist  the  Sign  of ""  Bull  and  Mouth  ** 

For  blunders  and  for  eloquence  1 

In  vain  we  wish  our  Sect,  at  home  § 

To  mind  their  papers,  desks,  and  shehrei^ 


■    AnimsB  dimidiiuii  i 
nii  robor  et  8B8  triplex. 

Circa  pectus  erat,  qui,  eto. 
pracipitem  AfHonm 
Decertantem  Aqniloiiibiis. 
Hequieqnam  Dens  absci^t 

Pradens  oceano  dissociabili 
Terras  si  tamen  impias 

Nod  taiigenda  halt»  transUiiuil 
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If  silly  Sees,  abroad  wtU  roam 
And  make  such  noodles  of  themselves. 

But  such  hath  always  been  the  case  — 
For  matchless  impudence  of  face, 
There's  nothing  like  your  Tory  race  I  * 
First,  Pitt,t  the  chos'n  of  England,  taught  her 
A  taste  for  famine,  fire,  and  slaughter. 
Then  came  the  Doctor,!  for  our  ease, 
With  Eldons,  Chathams,  Hawksburies, 
And  other  deadly  maladies. 
When  each,  in  turn,  had  run  their  rigs, 
Necessity  brought  in  the  Whigs :  § 
And  oh,  I  blush,  I  blush  to  say. 

When  these,  in  turn,  were  put  to  flight,  too^ 
Illustrious  Temple   flew  away 

With  lots  of  pens  he  had  no  right  to/ 1 

This  last  line,  we  may  suppose,  alludes  to  some  distingaitbed 
fiati  that  attended  the  voyager. 

*    Andax  omnia  perpeti 

Gens  rait  per  vetitum  nefaa. 
t    Andax  Japeti  genas 

Ignem  fraude  mal&  gentibus  intnUt* 
I    Post 


-  macies,  et  nova  febrium 


Terris  incubuit  cohors. 
tarda  necessitas 


Lethi  corripnit  gradum. 
I    Expertns  vcumum  Daedalus  a^ra 
Pemm  non  homird  daUs, 
This  alludes  to  the  12002.  worth  of  stationery  which  his  Lord* 
ihip  is  said  to  have  ordered,  when  on  the  point  of  vacating  hif 
olace. 
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In  short  what  tPtU  not  mortal  man  do  ?  * 

And  now,  that — strife  and  bloodshed  past  — 

We've  done  on  earth  what  harm  we  can  do. 
We  gravely  take  to  heav'n  at  last  t 

And  think  its  favouring  smile  to  purchase 

Oh  Lord,  good  Lord  I  by  —  building  churches ! 


SKETCH  OF  THE  FIRST  ACT  OF  A  NEW 
ROMANTIC  DRAMA. 

•*  And  now,"  quoth  the  goddess,  in  accents  jocose, 
"  Having  got  good  materials,  1*11  brew  such  a  dose 
"  Of  Double  X  mischief  as,  mortals  shall  say, 
"  They  Ve  not  known  its  equal  for  many  a  long  day/ 
Here  she  wink'd  to  her  subaltern  imps  to  be  steady 
And  all  wagg'd  their  fire-tipp'd  tails  and  stood  ready. 

<*  So,  now  for  the'  ingredients :  —  first,  hand  me  that 

bishop ; " 
Whereon,  a  whole  bevy  of  imps  run  to  fish  up. 
From  out  a  large  reservoir,  wherein  they  pen  'em, 
The  blackest  of  all  its  black  dabblers  in  venom ; 
And  wrapping  him  up  (lest  the  virus  should  ooze. 
And  one  "drop  of  the'  immortal "{  Right  Bev.§ 

they  might  lose) 
In  the  sheets  of  his  own  speeches,  charges,  reviews^ 

•  Nil  mortalibiis  ardni  est. 

t  Ctielom  ipsum  petimas  stultitii. 

I  **  To  lose  no  drop  of  the  immortal  man." 

4  The  present  Bishop  of  Exeter. 
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Pop  him  into  the  caldron,  while  loudly  a  burst 
From  the  by-standers  welcomes  ingredient  the  first! 

•Now    fetch    the    Ex-Chancellor,"    mutter'd    the 

dame  — 
**  He  who's  caird  after  Harry  the  Older,  by  name." 
•*  The  Ex-Chancellor  I "  echoed  her  imps,  the  whole 

crew  of  'em  — 
**  Why  talk  of  one  Ex,  when  your  Mischief  has  two 
of  'em  ?  "  [elves, 

•'True,  true,"  said  the  hag,  looking  arch   at  her 
''And  a  double-jS^  dose  they  compose,  in  them- 
selves." 
This  joke,  the  sly  meaning  of  which  was  seen  lucidly, 
Set  all  the  devils  a  laughing  most  deucedly. 
So,  in  went  the  pair,  and  (what  none  thought  sur- 
prising) 
Show'd  talents  for  sinking  as  great  as  for  rising ; 
While  not  a  grim  phiz  in  that  realm  but  was  lighted 
With  joy  to  see  spirits  so  twin-like  united  — 
Or  (plainly  to  speak)  two  such  birds  of  a  feather. 
In  one  mess  of  venom  thus  spitted  together. 

Here  a  flashy  imp  rose  —  some  connection,  no  doubt. 
Of  the  young  lord  in  question  —  and,  scowling  about, 
•*  Hop'd  his  fiery  friend,  Stanley,  would  not  be  left 

out; 
*  As  no  schoolboy  unwhipp'd,  the  whole  world  must 

agree,  [he." 

*Lov*d  mischief,  pun  mischief,  more  dearly  than 
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But,  HO'—  the  wis^  hag  wouldn't  hear  of  the  whipster; 
Not  merely  because,  as  a  shrew,  he  eelips'd  her, 
And  nature  had  giv'n  hhn,  to  keep  him  still  joung, 
Much  tongue  in  hiis  head  and  no  head  in  his  tongue 
But  because  she  well  knew  that,  for  change  ever 

ready, 
He'd  not  e^n  to  mischief  keep  properly  steady; 
That  soon  ev'n  the  wrong  side  would  cease  to  delight, 
And,  for  want  of  a  change,  he  must  swerre  to  the 

right; 
While,  on  ecLch,  so  at  random  his  missiles  he  threw, 
T^  the  side  he  attacked  was  most  safe,  of  the  two.  ««- 
This  ingredient  was  therefore  put  by  on  the  shelf. 
There  to  bubble,  a  bitter,  hot  mess,  by  itself. 
^  And  now,"  quoth  the  hag,  as  her  caldron  she  ey'd, 
And  the  tidbits  so  friendUly  rankling  inside, 
"  There  wants  but  some  seasoning ;  -^  so,  coQie,  ere 

I  stew  'em, 
"  By  way  of  a  relish,  we  *11  throw  in  *  -f-  John  Tuam. 
"In  cooking  up  mischief,  there's  no  flesh  or  fish 
'^  Like  your  meddling  High  Priest,  to  add  zest  to 

the  dish." 
Thus  saying,  she  pops  in  the  Irish  Grand  Lama  — 
ffliieh  great  event  ^ids  the  First  Aet  of  the  I^ama. 
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AITTMAL  MAGNETISM. 

Fhough  £un'd  was  Mesmer,  in  his  day. 

Nor  less  so,  in  ours,  is  Dupotet, 

To  say  nothing  of  all  the  wonders  d<xie 

B7  that  wizard,  Dr.  Elliotson, 

When,  standing  as  if  the  gods  to  invoke,  he 

Up  waves  his  arm,  and  —  down  dr<^  Okej  I  * 


Though  strange  these  things,  to  mind  and  1 
If  70U  wish  still  stranger  things  to  see  — 

If  you  wish  to  know  the  power  immense  * 

Of  the  true  magnetic  influence, 
Just  go  to  her  Majesty's  Treasury, 

And  learn  the  wonders  working  there  — 

And  I'll  be  hang'd  if  you  don't  stare  I 

Talk  of  your  animal  magnetists, 

And  that  wave  of  the  hand  no  soul  resists. 

Not  all  its  witcheries  can  compete 

With  the  friendly  beckon  tow'rds  Downing  Streefty 

Which  a  Premier  gives  to  one  who  wishes 

To  taste  of  the  Treasury  loaves  and  fishes. 

It  actually  lifls  the  lucky  elf. 

Thus  acted  upon,  above  himself;  — 

He  jumps  to  a  state  of  clairvoyance, 

A.nd  is  placeman,  statesman,  all,  at  once  1 

*  The  name  of  the  heroine  of  the  performances  At  tii«  North 

Col  ion  Hospital. 
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These  effects,  observe  (with  which  I  begin), 
Take  place  when  the  patient's  motion'd  in; 
Far  different,  of  course,  the  mode  of  affection, 
When  the  wave  of  the  hand's  in  the  ovt  direction; 
The  effects  being  then  extremely  unpleasant. 
As  is  seen  in  the  case  of  Lord  Brougham,  at  present 
In  whom  this  sort  of  manipulation 
Has  lately  produc'd  such  inflammation, 
Attended  with  constant  irritation. 
That,  in  short  —  not  to  mince  his  situation  — 
It  has  work'd  in  the  man  a  transformation 
That  puzzles  all  human  calculation  I 

EveiP  since  the  fatal  day  which  saw 

That  "  pass  "  *  performed  on  this  Lord  of  Law  — 

A  pass  potential,  none  can  doubt. 

As  it  sent  Harry  Brougham  to  the  right  about  -^• 

The  condition  in  which  the  patient  has  been 

Is  a  thing  quite  awful  to  be  seen. 

Not  that  a  casual  eye  could  scan 

This  wondrous  change  by  outward  survey ; 
It  being,  in  fact,  the'  interior  man 

That's  tum'd  completely  topsy-turvy:  — 
Like  a  case  that  lately,  in  reading  o'er  'em, 
I  found  in  the  Acta  Mruditorum, 
Of  a  man  in  whose  inside,  when  disclos'd. 
The  whole  order  of  things  was  found  transpos'd ;  t 

*  The  technical  term  for  the  movements  of  the  magnetlser^i 
liand. 

t  Omnos  fer^  interna^  corporis  partes  inverse  ordine  sitas.  — 
4cL  Erudit,  1690. 
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By  a  lusus  ncUurce,  strange  to  see, 

The  liver  plac'd  where  the  heart  should  be, 

And  the  spleen  (like  Brougham's,  since  laid  on  the 

shelf) 
As  diseas'd  and  as  much  out  of  place  as  himself. 

In  short,  'tis  a  case  for  consultation. 

If  e'er  there  was  one,  in  this  thinking  nation ; 

And  therefore  I  humbly  beg  to  propose, 

That  those  savans  who  mean,  as  the  rumour  goes. 

To  sit  on  Miss  Okey's  wonderful  case. 

Should  also  Lord  Harry's  case  embrace ; 

And  inform  us,  in  both  these  patients'  state, 

Which  ism  it  is  that  predominates. 

Whether  magnetism  and  somnambulism. 

Or,  simply  and  solely,  mountebankism. 


THE  SONG  OP  THE  BOX. 

Let  History  boast  of  her  Romans  and  Spartans, 
And  tell  how  they  stood  against  tyranny's  shocks ; 

rhey  were  all,  I  confess,  in  my  eye,  Betty  Martins, 
Compar'd  to  George  Grote  and  his  wonderful  Box. 

Ask,  where  Liberty  now  has  her  seat?  —  Oh,  it  isn't 
By  Delaware's  banks  or  on  Switzerland's  rocks  ;— 

Like  an  imp  in  some  conjuror's  bottle  imprison'd. 
She's  slily  shut  up  in  Grote's  wonderful  Box. 
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How  snug !  —  'stead  of  boating  through  ether's  do- 
minions, 

Blown  this  way  and  that,  by  the  "  populi  vox,'* 
To  fold  thus  in  silence  her  sinecure  pinions, 

4jid  go  fast  asleep  in  Grote's  wonder^l  Boil. 

Time  was,  when  free  speech  was  the  life-bre^h  of 

freedom  tt-  [Lockes ; 

So  thought  once  the    Seldens,  Hampdens,  the 

But  myte  be  our  troops,  when  to  ambush  we  lead 

'em,  [Box, 

For  ^^  Mupi "  is  the  word  with  us  Knightp  of  the 

Pure,  exquisite  Box !  no  corruption  con  soil  it ; 

There's  Otip  of  Rose  in  each  breath  it  unlocks; 
While  Grote  is  the  "  Betty,"  that  serves  at  the  toilet. 

And  breathes  all  Arabia  around  from  his  Box.* 

Tis  a  singular  fact,  that  the  fam'd  Hugo  Grotiusf 
(A  namesake  of  Grote's  —  being  both  of  Dutch 

stocks). 
Like  Grote,  too,  a  genius  profound  as  precocious, 
Was  also,  like  him,  much  renown'd  for  a  Box ;  — • 

|ji  immortal  old  clothes-box,  in  which  the  greal 
Grotius 
When  suffering  in  prison,  for  views  het'rodox, 

*  And  all  Arabia  breathes  from  yonder  box. 

PopB*8  Rape  of  ike  Lock, 
Qrootf  or  GroU^  latinized  into  Grotios. 
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Was  pack'd  up  incog,  spite  of  gaolers  ferocious,* 
And  sent  to  his  wife,t  carriage  free,  in  a  Box  I 

But  the  fame  of  old  Hugo  now  rests  on  the  shield 
Since  a  rival  hath  ris'n  that  all  parallel  mocks ;  -— 

That  Grodus  ingloriouslj  sav'd  but  himself, 
While  ours  sayes  the  whole  British  realm  hj  a 
Box! 

And  oh  when,  at  last,  ev'n  this  greatest  <^  Grotes 
Must  bend  to  the  Power  that  at  everj  door 
knocksyt 

May  he  drop  in  the  urn  like  his  own  ^  silent  yotes,'' 
And  the  tomb  of  ins  rest  be  a  large  Ballot>Box* 

While  long  at  his  shrine,  both  from  country  and  city. 
Shall  pilgrims  triennially  gather  in  flocks. 

And  sing,  while  they  whimper,  the'  appropriate  ditty, 
^Ofa  breathe  not  lus  namey  let  it  sleep — in  the 
Box/' 

•  For  the  particiilan  of  this  escape  of  Grotiiu  from  the  0«Btle 
of  Louvenstein,  by  means  of  a  box  (only  three  feet  and  a  half 
long,  it  is  said)  in  which  books  used  to  be  occasionally  sent  to 
him  and  foul  linen  returned,  see  any  of  the  Biographical  Dic- 
tionaries. 

t  This  is  not  quite  according  to  the  facts  of  the  case;  his  wife 
Haying  been  the  contriver  of  the  stratagem,  and  remained  in  tht 
trison  herself  to  give  him  time  for  escape. 

I  Pallida  Mok  jsquo  pulsat  pede»  eto. — Hokat. 
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AITBfOUNCEMENT   OF  A  NEW  THATiABA. 

ADDRESSED  TO  BOBEBT  80UTHET,   ESQ. 

"When  erst,  my  Southey,  thy  tuneful  tongue 
The  terrible  tale  of  Thalaba  sung  — 
Of  him,  the  Destroyer,  doom'd  to  rout 
That  grim  divan  of  conjurors  out, 
"Whose  dwelling  dark,  as  legends  say, 
Beneath  the  roots  of  the  ocean  lay, 
(Fit  place  for  deep  ones,  such  as  they, 
How  little  thou  knew'st,  dear  Dr.  Southey, 
Although  bright  genius  all  allow  thee, 
That,  some  years  thence,  thy  wondering  eyes 
Should  see  a  second  Thalaba  rise  — 
As  ripe  for  ruinous  rigs  as  thine. 
Though  his  havoc  lie  in  a  different  line, 
And  should  find  this  new,  improv'd  Destroyer 
Beneath  the  wig  of  a  Yankee  lawyer ; 
A  sort  of  an  "  alien,"  alias  man. 
Whose  country  or  party  guess  who  can, 
Being  Cockney  half,  half  Jonathan ; 
And  his  life,  to  make  the  thing  completer. 
Being  all  in  the  genuine  Thalaba  metre, 
Loose  and  irregular  as  thy  feet  are ;  — 
First,  into  Whig  Pindarics  rambling. 
Then  in  low  Tory  dogg'rel  scrambling ; 
Now  hve  his  theme,  now  Ghurch  his  glory 
(At  once  both  Tory  and  ama-tory). 
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Now  in  the'  Old  Bailey-/ay  meandering, 
Now  in  soft  couplet  style  philandering ; 
And,  lastly,  in  lame  Alexandrine, 
Dragging  his  wounded  length  along,* 
When  scourg'd  hy  Holland's  silken  thong. 

In  short,  dear  Bob,  Destroyer  the  Second 
May  fairly  a  match  for  the  First  be  reckon'd ; 
Save  that  your  Thalaba's  talent  lay 
In  sweeping  old  conjurors  clean  away. 
While  ours  at  aldermen  deals  his  blows, 
(Who  no  great  conjurors  are,  God  knows,) 
Lays  Corporations,  by  wholesale,  level. 
Sends  Acts  of  Parliament  to  the  devil. 
Bullies  the  whole  Milesian  race  — 
Seven  millions  of  Paddies,  face  to  face ; 
And,  seizing  that  magic  wand,  himself. 
Which  erst  thy  conjurors  left  on  the  shelf. 
Transforms  the  boys  of  the  Boyne  and  Liffey 
All  into  foreigners,  in  a  jiffey  — 
Aliens,  outcasts,  every  soul  of  'em, 
Born  but  for  whips  and  chains,  the  whole  of  em  I 

Never,  in  short,  did  parallel 
Betwixt  two  heroes  gee  so  well ; 
And,  among  the  points  in  which  they  fit, 
There's  one,  dear  Bob,  I  can't  omit 


A  needless  Alexandrine  ends  the  song 

That,  Kke  a  wounded  sncke^  drags  its  slow  length  along.* 
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That  backing,  hectoring  blade  c^  tbioe 
Dealt  much  in  the  Domdan,iel  line ;  * 
And  'tis  but  rendering  justice  due, 
To  say  that  ours  and  his  Tory  crew 
Damn  Danid  most  devoutly  too. 


RIVAL   TOPICS.t 

AN    BXTBAVAOANZA. 

Oh  Wellington  and  Stephenson, 

Oh  mom  and  evening  papers, 
Times,  Herald,  Courier,  Globe,  and  Sun, 
When  will  ye  cease  our  ears  to  stun 

With  these  two  heroes'  capers  ? 
Still  "  Stephenson  "  and  "  Wellington," 

The  everlasting  two  !  — 
Still  doom'd,  from  rise  to  set  of  sun. 
To  hear  what  mischief  one  has  done. 

And  t'other  means  to  do :  — 
What  bills  the  banker  pass'd  to  friendii 

But  never  meant  to  pay ; 
What  Bills  the  other  wight  intends, 

As  honest,  in  their  way ;  ^ — 

*  **  Vain  are  the  spells,  the  Destroyer 
Treads  the  Domdaniel  floor.** 

Thalabaf  a  Metrical  Somanoe. 
t  Tbib  dai»  of  thit  squib  most  have  been,  I  think,  about  18SS-I 
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Bills,  payable  at  distant  sight, 

Beyond  the  Gredan  kalends, 
When  all  good  deeds  will  come  to  hf^i, 
When  Wellington  will  do  what's  rights 

And  Rowland  pay  his  balance. 

To  catch  the  banker  all  have  son^t, 

But  still  the  rogue  unhurt  is ; 
While  t'  other  juggler  —  who  'd  have  thought  ? 
Though  slippery  long,  has  just  been  caught 

By  old  Archbishop  Curtis ;  — 
And,  such  the  power  of  papal  crook. 

The  crosier  scarce  had  quiver'd 
About  his  ears,  when,  lo,  the  Duke 

Was  of  a  Bull  deliver'd  I 

Sir  lUchurd  Bimie  doth  decide 

That  Rowland  "  must  be  mad," 
In  private  coach,  with  crest,  to  rid€^ 

When  chaises  could  be  had* 
And  t'other  hero,  all  agree, 

St.  Luke's  will  soon  arrive  at. 
If  thus  he  shows  off  publicly, 

Wh^i  he  might  pass  in  private. 

Oh  Wellington,  oh  Stephensoo, 

Ye  ever-b<mng  pair, 
Where'er  I  sit,  or  stand,  or  nm, 

Ye  haunt  me  every  wh^re. 
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Though  Job  had  patience  tough  enough, 

Such  duplicates  would  try  it ; 
Till  one's  tum'd  out  and  t'other  0% 

We  shan't  have  peace  or  quiet 
But  small 's  the  chance  that  Law  affords  — 

Such  folks  are  daily  let  off; 
And,  *twixt  the'  Old  Bailey  and  the  Lord% 

They  both,  I  fear,  will  get  off. 


THE  BOY  STATESMAN. 

BT  A  TOBY. 

**  That  boy  wm  be  the  death  of  me.**       ISatthtun  at  Bmm 

All,  Tories  dear,  our  ruin  is  near, 
With  Stanley  to  help  us,  we  can't  but  fall ; 

Already  a  warning  voice  I  hear. 

Like  the  late  Charles  Matthews'  croak  in  my  ear, 
"  That  boy  —  that  boy 'U  be  the  death  of  you  alL*^ 

He  will,  God  help  us !  —  not  ev'n  Scribleriug 

Li  the  "  Art  of  Sinking  "  his  match  could  be ; 
And  our  case  is  growing  exceeding  serious^ 

For,  all  being  in  the  same  boat  as  he. 

If  down  my  Lord  goes,  down  go  we, 

Lord  Baron  Stanley  and  Company, 
As  deep  in  Oblivion's  swamp  below 
As  such  ^  Masters  Shallow  "  well  could  go  \ 
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And  where  we  shall  all  both  low  and  high, 

Embalm'd  in  mud,  as  forgotten  lie 

As  already  doth  Graham  of  Netherby  I 

But  that  boy,  that  boy !  —  there 's  a  tale  I  know. 

Which  in  talking  of  him  comes  a-propos. 

Sir  Thomas  More  had  an  only  son, 

And  a  foolish  lad  was  that  only  one, 

And  Sir  S'homas  said,  one  day  to  his  wife, 
"  My  dear,  I  can't  but  wish  you  joy, 
"  For  you  pray'd  for  a  boy,  and  you  now  have  a  boji 

"  Who'll  continue  a  boy  to  the  end  of  his  life." 

Ev'n  such  is  our  own  distressing  lot. 

With  the  ever-young  statesman  we  have  got;  — 

Nay  ev'n  still  worse ;  for  Master  More 

Wasn't  more  a  youth  than  he'd  been  before, 

While  (mrs  such  power  of  boyhood  shows. 

That,  the  older  he  gets,  the  more  juv'nile  he  grows. 

And,  at  what  extreme  old  age  he  '11  close 

His  schoolboy  course,  heaven  only  knows ;  — 

Some  century  hence,  should  he  reach  so  far. 

And  ourselves  to  witness  it  heav'n  condenm, 
We  shall  find  him  a  sort  of  cub  Old  Parr, 

A  whipper-snapper  Methusalem ; 
Nay,  ev'n  should  he  make  still  longer  stay  of  it^ 
The  boy  11  want  judgment,  ev'n  to  the  day  of  it  I 
Meanwhile,  'tis  a  serious,  sad  infliction; 

And,  day  and  night,  with  awe  I  recall 
The  late  Mr.  Matthews'  solemn  predictiai., 

"  That  boy  'U  be  the  death,  the  death  of  you  all* 

VOL.  III.  17 
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LETTER 

raOM  liABBT  0*BRAHI6AH  TO  TRB  RBY.  MITBTAOH 
0*MUIXIOAH. 

Arrah,  where  were  you^  Murtliagh,  that  beautifbl 

day?  — 

Or,  how  came  it  your  riverence  wa^  laid  on  the 

shel^  [away  — 

When  that  poor  craythor,  Bobby  —  as  you  were 

Had  to  make  twice  as  big  a  Tom-fool  of  himself. 

Throth,  it  wasn't  at  all  civil  to  lave  in  the  lurch 
A  boy  so  desarving  your  tindh'rest  affection ;  — 

Two  such  iligant  Siamase  twins  of  the  Church, 
As  Bob  and  yourself^  ne'er  should  cut  the  conneo* 
tion. 

If  thus  in  two  different  directions  yOn  puU, 
'Faith,  they  11  swear  that  yourself  and  your  river- 
end  brother 
Are  like  those  quare  foxes,  in  Gregory's  Bull, 
Whose  tails  were  join'd  one  way,  while  they  look'd 
another!* 

Och  bless'd  be  he,  whosomdever  he  be. 
That  help'd  sofi  Magee  to  that  Bull  of  a  Letthor  I 

•  **Y<m  will  increase  the  enmity  with  which  they  are  re- 
garded by  their  associates  in  heresy,  thus  tying  these  foxes  by 
te  tails,  that  their  faces  may  tend  in  opposite  directions.** 
6oB*i  BuU,  read  at  Exeter  Hall,  July  14. 
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Not  ev^n  my  own  self,  though  I  sometimes  make  free 
At  such    bull-manufacture,  could   make   him   a 
betther. 

To  be  sure,  when  a  lad  takes  U}forg%n\  this  way, 
Tis  athrick  he's  much  timptedto  carry  on  gaily; 

Till,  at  last,  his  "  injanious  devices,"  *  some  day. 
Show  him  up,  not  at  Exether  Hall,  but  the'  Ould 
Bailey. 

That  parsons  should  forge  thus  appears  mighty  odd, 
And  (as  if  somethin'  ^  odd "  in  their  names,  too, 
must  be,) 

One  forger,  of  ould,  was  a  riverend  Dod, 
While  a  riverend  Todd's  now  his  match  to  a  T.f 

But,  no  matther  tgAo  did  it -^  all  blessins  betide  him,~ 
For  dishin'  up  Bob,  in  a  manner  so  nate ; 

And  there  wanted  but  you,  Murthagh  'voumeen,  be- 
side him,  [plate. 
To  make  the  whole  grand  dish  of  ftw/Z-calf  com- 

•  "An  ingenious  device  of  my  learned  firiend."  —  Bob's 
Letter  to  Standard, 

t  Had  I  consnlted  only  my  own  wishes,  I  shonld  not  have 
allowed  this  hasty  attack  oh  Dr.  Todd  to  have  made  its  ap- 
pearance in  this  Collection ;  being  now  fully  convinced  that  the 
elarge  brought  against  that  reverend  gentleman  of  intending 
30  pass  off  as  genuine  his  famous  mock  Papal  Letter  was  alto- 
^ther  unfounded.  Finding  it  to  be  the  wish,  hDwever,  of  my 
reverend  friend  —  as  I  am  now  glad  to  be  permitted  to  call 
aim  — that  both  the  wrong  and  the  reparation,  the  Ode* and 
the  Palinode,  should  be  thus  placed  in  juxtaposition,  I  havt 
4ionght  it  but  due  to  him  to  comply  with  his  reauest 
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MUSINGS  OF  AN  UNREFORMED  PEER. 

Of  all  the  odd  plans  of  this  monstrously  queer  age, 
The  oddest  is  that  of  reforming  the  peerage ;  — 
Just  as  if  we,  great  dons,  with  a  title  and  star 
Did  not  get  on  exceedingly  well,  as  we  are. 
And  perform  all  the  functions  of  noodles,  by  birth. 
As  completely  as  any  bom  noodles  on  earth. 

How  acres  descend,  is  in  law-books  displayed. 
But  we  as  taiseacres  descend,  ready  made ; 
And,  by  right  of  our  rank  in  Debrett's  nomendatuie 
Are,  all  of  us,  bom  legislators  by  nature ;  — 
Like  ducklings,  to  water  instinctly  taking. 
So  we,  with  like  quackery,  take  to  law-making ; 
And  Grod  forbid  any  reform  should  come  o'er  us, 
To  make  us  more  wise  than  our  sires  were  before  us. 

The'  Egyptians  of  old  the  same  policy  knew  — 
If  your  sire  was  a  cook,  you  must  be  a  cook  too : 
Thus  making,  from  father  to  son,  a  good  trade  of  it 
Poisoners  hy  right  (so  no  more  could  be  said  of  it). 
The  cooks,  like  our  lordships,  a  pretty  mess  made 
of  it ;  [tians 

While,  fana'd  for  conservative  stomachs,  th'  Egyp- 
Without  a  wry  face  bolted  all  the  prescriptions. 

It  is  tme,  we've  among  us  some  peers  of  the  past, 
Who  keep  pace  with  the  present  most  awfully  fast— 
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Fruits,  that  ripen  beneath  the  new  light  now  arising 
With  speed  that  to  tis,  old  conserves,  is  surprising, 
Conserves,   in   whom  —  potted,   for  grandmamma 

tides -^ 
T  would  puzzle  a  sunbeam  to  find  any  juices. 
'Tis  true,  too,  J  fear,  midst  the  general  movement, 
EVn  our  House,  God  help  it^  is  doom'd  to  improve- 
ment, 
And  all  its  live  furniture,  nobly  descended. 
But  sadly  worn  out,  must  be  sent  to  be  mended. 
With  movables  'mong  us,  like  Brougham   and  like 

Durham, 
No  wonder  ev^n  Jixtures  should  learn  to  bestir  'em ; 
And,  distant,  ye  gods,  be  that  terrible  day, 
When  —  as  playful  Old  Nick,  for  his  pastime,  they 

say, 
Flies  off  with  old  houses,  sometimes,  in  a  storm  — 
So  ours  may  be  whipt  off,  some  night,  by  Beform ; 
And,  as  up,  like  Loretto's  fam'd  house,*  through  tho 

air. 
Not  angels,  but  devils,  our  lordships  shall  bear, 
Grim,  radical  phi^zes,  unus*d  to  the  sky. 
Shall  flit  roundy  like  cherubs,  to  wish  us  "  good-by," 
While,  perch'd  up  on  clouds,  little  imps  of  plebeians, 
Small  Grotes  and  O'Connells,  shall  sing  lo  Paeans. 

*  The  Ccua  Santa,  supposed  to  have  been  earned  b^  angels 
liuroiigh  the  air  from  Galilee  to  Italy. 
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THE  REVEREND  PAMPHLETEER. 

A  BOMANTIO  BALLAD. 

Oh,  have  you  heard  what  hap'd  of  late  ^ 

If  not,  come  lend  an  ear, 
While  sad  I  state  the  piteous  fate 

Of  the  Reverend  Pamphleteer. 

All  prais'd  his  skilful  jockeyship, 

Loud  rung  the  Tory  cheer, 
While  away,  away,  with  spur  and  whip^ 

Went  the  Reverend  Pamphleteer. 

The  nag  he  rode  —  how  cotUd  it  err? 

'Twas  the  same  that  took,  last  year. 
That  wonderful  jump  to  Exeter 

With  the  Reverend  Pamphleteer. 

Set  a  beggar  on  horseback,  wise  men  saj, 
The  course  he  will  take  is  clear ; 

And  in  that  direction  lay  the  way 
Of  the  Reverend  Pamphleteer. 

•  Stop,  stop,"  said  Truth,  but  vain  her  ay  - 

Left  far  away  in  the  rear. 
She  heard  but  the  usual  gay  "  Good-by  " 

From  her  faithless  Pamphleteer. 
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You  maj  talk  of  the  jumps  of  Homer's  godsi 
When  cantering  o'er  our  sphere  — 

I'd  back  for  a  bounce,  'gainst  any  odds. 
This  Reverend  Pamphleteer. 

But  ah,  what  tumbles  a  jockej  hath ! 

In  the  midst  of  his  career, 
A  file  of  the  Times  lay  right  in  the  path 

Of  the  headlong  Pamphleteer. 

Whether  he  tripp'd  or  shy'd  thereat, 

Doth  not  so  clear  appear : 
But  down  he  came,  as  his  sermons  fiat^- 

This  Keverend  Pamphleteer! 

Lord  Eling  himself  could  scarce  desire 

To  see  a  spiritual  Peer 
Fall  much  more  dead,  in  the  dirt  and  mire^ 

Than  did  this  Pamphleteer. 

Yet  pitying  parsons,  many  a  day, 

Shall  visit  his  silent  bier. 
And,  thinking  the  while  of  Stanhope,  saj 

**  Poor  dear  old  Pamphleteer  I 

*  He  has  finish'd,  at  last,  his  busy  span, 

**  And  now  lies  cooUy  here  — 
^As  often  he  did  in  life,  good  man, 

**Gk)od,  Reverend  Pamphleteer!" 
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A  BfiCENT  DIALOQUB. 

A  BISHOP  and  a  bold  dragoon. 

Both  heroes  in  their  way 
Did  thus,  of  late,  one  aitemoony 

Unto  each  other  say :  — * 
^  Dear  bishop/'  quoth  the  brare  hussar, 

"  As  nobody  denies 
*<  That  you  a  wise  logician  are^ 

**  And  I  am  —  otherwise^ 
^  Tis  fit  that  in  this  question,  we 

^  Stick  each  to  his  own  art  -^ 
^  That  yours  should  be  the  sophistry, 

^  And  imn$  ih^  fighting  part. 
"  My  creed,  I  need  not  tell  you,  is 

«  Like  that  of  W -n, 

^  To  whom  no  harlot  comes  amiss, 

**  Save  her  of  Babylon  ;  ♦ 
^  And  when  we  're  at  a  loss  for  words, 

^  If  laugliing  reasoners  flout  us, 
**For  laok  of  sense  we'll  draw  our  swords  - 

"  The  sole  thing  sharp  about  us."  — 
**  Dear  bold  dragoon,"  the  bishop  said, 

^  'Tis  true  for  war  thou  art  meant ; 
^  And  reasoning-^ bless  that  dandy  head! 

^  Is  not  in  thy  department 

*  Oni  nulla  meretrix  displicnit  prater  Babjlonicanu 
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« 

**  So  leaye  the  argument  to  me  "^ 

^  And,  when  my  holy  labour 
^  Hath  lit  the  fires  of  bigotry, 

^  Thou  It  poke  them  with  thy  salnne. 
**  From  pulpit  and  from  sentry-box, 

^  We  11  make  our  joint  attacks, 
'^  I  at  the  head  of  my  Gcusoeksy 

^<  And  you,  of  your  Ooisacks, 
^  So  here's  your  health,  my  brave  hussary 

«  My  exquisite  old  fighter  -^ 
**  Success  to  bigotry  and  war, 

^  The  musket  and  the  mitre ! " 
Thus  pray'd  the  minister  of  heavwa  — 

While  York,  just  entering  then, 
Snor'd  out  (aji  if  some  Clerk  had  giyen 

His  nose  the  cue)  ^  Amen." 


THE  WELLINGTON  SPA. 
"AnddiinkaUivlMtooBrwMi.''       Amni  MinuA. 

list. 
Talk  no  more  of  your  Cheltenham  and  Harrowgate 
springs, 
'Tis  from  Lethe  we  now  our  potations  must  draw; 
Tour  Ijcthe's  a  cure  for — all  possible  things, 
And   the  doctors  have  nam'd  it  the  Wellington 
Spa. 
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Other  physical  waters  but  cure  70a  in  part ; 

One  cobbles  your  gout  —  t'other  mends  your  di- 
gestion —  [heart  I  — 
Some  settle  your  stomadi,  but  this — bless  your 

It  will  settle,  for  ever,  your  Catholic  Question. 

Unlike,  too,  the  potions  in  fashion  at  present, 
This  Wellington  nostrum,  restoring  by  stealth, 

80  purges  the  mem'ry  of  all  that's  unpleasant, 
That  patients  ybr^e^  themselves  into  rude  health. 

For  instance,  the*  inventor  —  his  having  once  said 
<<  He  should  think  himself  mad,  if,  at  any  one'i 
call,  [head, 

•*  He  became  what  he  is "  —  is  so  purg'd  from  his 
Hiat  he  now  doesn't  think  he's  a  madn^an  at  alL 

Of  course,  for  your  mem'ries  of  very  long  standing  — 
Old  chronic  diseases,  that  date  back,  undaunted, 

1^0  Brian  Boroo  and  Fitz-Stephens*  first  landing—' 
A  dev*!  of  a  dose  of  the  Lethe  is  wanted. 

But  ev'n  Irish  patients  can  hardly  regret 

An  obUvion,  so  much  in  their  own  native  style. 

So  conveniently  plann'd,  that,  whate'er  they  forget, 
They  may  go  on  rememb'nng  it  still,  all  the 
while !  ♦ 

•  The  only  parallel  I  know  to  this  sort  of  oblivion  it  to  bt 
t>imd  in  a  line  of  the  late  Mr.  B.  P.  Knight  — 

♦•  The  pleasing  memory  of  things  forgot" 
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A  CHARACTER. 

1884. 
Half  Whig,  half  Tory,  like  those  midway  things, 
Twixt  bird  and  beast,  that  by  mistake  have  wings  ] 
A  mongrel  Statesman,  'twixt  two  factions  nurst. 
Who,  of  the  faults  of  each,  combines  the  worst  — 
The  Tory's  loftiness,  the  Whigling's  sneer. 
The  leveller's  rashness,  and  the  bigot's  fear ; 
The  thirst  for  meddling,  restless  still  to  show 
How  Freedom's  clock,  repair'd  by  Whigs,  will  go ; 
The  alarm  when  others,  more  sincere  than  they, 
Advance  the  hands  to  the  true  time  of  day. 

By  Mother  Church,  high-fed  and  haughty  dame. 
The  boy  was  dandled,  in  his  dawn  of  fame ; 
List'ning,  she  smil'd,  and  bless'd  the  flippant  tongue 
On  which  the  fate  of  unborn  tithe-pigs  hung. 
Ah,'  who  shall  paint  the  grandam's  grim  dismay, 
When  loose  Reform  entic'd  her  boy  away ; 
When  shock'd  she  heard  him  ape  the  rabble's  tone. 
And,  in  Old  Sarum's  fate,  foredoom  her  own  I 
Groaning  she  cried,  while  tears   roU'd  down  her 

cheeks, 
•*  Poor,  glib-tongued  youth,  he  means  not  what  he 

speaks. 
**  Like  oil  at  top,  these  Whig  professions  flow, 
•*  But,  pure  as  lymph,  runs  Toryism  below. 
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*^  Alas,  that  tongue  should  start  thus,  in  the  race, 
"  Ere  mind  can  reach  and  regulate  its  pace !  — 
**For,   once  outstripp'd  by   tongue,  poor,  lagging 

mind, 
**  At  every  step,  still  further  limps  behind. 
*<  But,  bless  the  boy !  —  whatever  his  wandering  be, 
"  Still  turns  his  heart  to  Toryism  and  me. 
**  Like  those  odd  shapes,  portra/d  in  Dante's  lay,* 
"  With  heads  fix'd  on,  the  wrong  and  backward  way, 
"  His  feet  and  eyes  pursue  a  diverse  track, 
"  While  those  march  onward,  these  look  fondly  back.* 
And  well  she  knew  him  — well  foresaw  the  day. 
Which  now  hath  come,  when  snatched  from  Whig! 

away, 
The  self-same  changeling  drops  the  mask  he  wox^ 
And  rests,  restored,  in  granny's  arms  once  more. 

But  whither  now,  mixt  brood  of  modem  light 
And  ancient  darkness,  can'st  thou  bend  thy  flight? 
Tried  by  both  factions,  and  to  neither  true, 
Fear'd  by  the  old  school,  laugh'd  at  by  the  new; 
For  this  too  feeble,  and  for  that  too  rash, 
TTiis  wanting  more  of  fire,  thcU  less  of  flash, 
Lone  shalt  thou  stand,  in  isolation  cold. 
Betwixt  two  worlds,  the  new  one  and  the  old, 
A  small  and  "  vex'd  JBermoothes,"  which  the  eye 
Qf  venturous  seamen  sees  —  and  passes  by. 

*  **  Che  dalle  reni  era  tomato  *1  volto, 
E  indietro  venir  li  convenia, 
Paroh^  *1  veder  dinanzi  ^ra  lor  tolto.'* 
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A  GHOST  STORY. 

TO  THX  AIB  OF  **  UHFOBTUH  ATB  1II88  BAILBT. 

Not  long  in  bed  had  Lyndhurst  laiui 

When,  as  his  lamp  burn'd  dimly, 
The  ghosts  of  corporate  bodies  slain,* 

Stood  by  his  bed-side  grimly. 
Dead  aldermen,  who  once  could  feasti 

But  now  themselves,  are  fed  on, 
And  skeletons  of  may'rs  deceased, 
This  doleftil  chorus  led  on :  — 
«  Oh  Lord  Lyndhurst, 
"  Unmerciful  Lord  Lyndhurst, 
"  Corpses  we, 
«Allburk'dbythee, 
"Unmerciful  Lord  Lyndhurst  I** 

**Av»unt,  ye  frights!*'  his  Lordship  criedf 

"  Ye  look  most  glum  and  whitely." 
**  Ah,  Lyndhurst  dear  I "  the  frights  replied, 

"  You  Ve  us'd  us  unpolitely. 
**  And  now,  ungrateful  man !  to  drive 

"  Dead  bodies  from  your  door  so, 
**  Who  quite  corrupt  enough,  alive, 

**  You've  made  by  death  still  more  sow 
«0h,  Ex-ChanceUor, 
^  Destructive  Ex-Chancellor, 

*  Be&rriDg  to  tae  line  taken  by  Lord  Lyndhurst,  on  tM 
loestion  of  Municipal  Reform. 
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"  See  thy  work, 
"  Thou  second  Burke, 
"  Destructive  Ex-Chancellor  1 " 

Bold  Ljndhurst  then,  whom  nought  could  keep 

Awake,  or  surely  thai  would. 
Cried  "  Curse  you  all "  —  fell  fast  asleep  — 

And  dreamt  of  "  Small  v.  Attwood." 
While,  shock'd,  the  bodies  flew  down  stairs. 

But,  courteous  in  their  panic. 
Precedence  gave  to  ghosts  of  may'rs, 
And  corpses  aldermanic. 

Crying,  "  Oh,  Lord  Lyndhurst, 
"  That  terrible  Lord  Lyndhurst, 
«  Not  Old  Scratch 
"  Himself  could  match 
"That  terrible  Lord  Lyndhurst" 


THOUGHTS  ON  THE  LATE    DESTRUCTIVE 
PROPOSITIONS  OF  THE   TORIES.* 

BT  A  OOMMON-OOUNOILKAN. 

1  SAT  me  down  in  my  easy  chair. 
To  read,  as  usual,  the  morning  papers ; 

But  —  who  shall  describe  my  look  of  despair, 
When  I  came  to  Lefroy's  "  destructive  "  capers  I 

•  These  verses  were  written  in  reference  to  the  Bill  bronglil 
IS  at  this  time,  for  the  reform  of  Corporations,  and  the  sweep 
tag  amendments  proposed  by  Lord  Lyndhurst  and  other  Tory 
Peers,  in  order  to  obstruct  the  measure. 
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rhat  he  —  that,  of  all  live  men,  Lefroy 
Should  join  in  the  cry  "  Destroy,  destroy !  ** 
Who,  ev'n  when  a  babe,  as  I've  heard  said. 
On  Orange  conserve  was  chiefly  fed. 
And  never,  till  now,  a  movement  made 
That  was  n't  most  manfully  retrograde  I 
Only  think  —  to  sweep  from  the  light  of  day 
Mayors,  maces,  criers,  and  wigs  away ; 
To  annihilate  —  never  to  rise  again  — 
A  whole  generation  of  aldermen, 
Nor  leave  them  ev'n  the'  accustom'd  tolls, 
To  keep  together  their  bodies  and  souls !  — 
At  a  time,  too,  when  snug  posts  and  places 

Are  falling  away  from  us,  one  by  one. 
Crash  —  crash  —  like  the  mummy-cases 

Belzoni,  in  Egypt,  sat  upon, 
Wherein  lay  pickled,  in  state  sublime, 
Conservatives  of  the  ancient  time  :  — 
To  choose  such  a  moment  to  overset  . 

The  few  snug  nuisances  left  us  yet ; 
To  add  to  the  ruin  that  round  us  reigns, 
By  knocking  out  mayors'  and  town-clerks'  brains  { 
By  dooming  all  corporate  bodies  to  fall. 
Till  they  leave,  at  last,  no  bodies  at  all  — 
Nought  but  the  ghosts  of  by-gone  glory. 
Wrecks  of  a  World  that  once  was  Tory  I  — 
Where  pensive  criers,  like  owls  unblest, 

Robb'd  of  their  roosts,  shall  still  hoot  o'er  them  \ 
Nor  may'rs  shall  know  where  to  seek  a  nesl^ 

Till  Gaily  Knight  shall  ^nd  one  for  them ;  — 
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rill  mayors  and  kings,  with  none  to  rue  'em, 
Shall  perish  all  in  one  common  plague ; 

And  the  tavereigns  of  Belfast  and  Tuam 
Must  join  their  brother,  Charles  Dix,  at  Pragaii 

Thus  mus'd  I,  in  my  chair,  alone, 

(As  above  described)  till  dozy  grown, 

And  nodding  assent  to  my  own  opinions, 

I  found  myself  borne  to  sleep's  dominions, 

Where,  lo,  before  my  dreaming  eyes, 

A  new  House  of  Commons  appeared  to  rise, 

Whose  living  contents,  to  fancy^s  survey, 

Seem'd  to  me  all  tum'd  topsy-turvy  ^- 

A  jumble  of  polypi  -^  nobody  knew 

Which  was  the  head  or  which  the  queue. 

Here,  Inglis,  tum'd  to  a  sans-culotte. 

Was  dancing  the  hays  with  Hume  and  Grote } 

There,  ripe  for  riot,  Recorder  Shaw 

Was  learning  from  Roebuck  "Qa-ira ; " 

Wliile  Stanley  and  Graham,  as  poissarde  wenohea, 

Scream'd  a-basl  "  from  the  Tory  benches; 

And  Pell  and  O'Connell,  cheek  by  jowl, 

Were  dancing  an  Irish  carmagnole. 

The  Lord  preserve  us !  —  if  dreams  come  tnit^ 
What  M  this  hapless  realm  to  do? 
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ANTICIPATED  MEETING    OF  THE  BRITISH 
ASSOCIATION  IN  THE  YEAR  2836. 

Aj'TBB  some  observations  from  Dr.  liTGrig 

On  that  fossile  reliquium  calFd  Petrified  Wig, 

Or  Femiquolithus  —  a  specimen  rare 

Of  those  wigs,  made  for  antediluvian  wear, 

Which,  it  seems,  stood  the  Flood  without  turning  a 

hair  — 
Ml*.  Tomkins  rose  up,  and  requested  attention 
To  facts  no  less  wondrous  which  he  had  to  mention. 

Some  large  fossil  creatures  had  lately  been  found. 
Of  a  species  no  longer  now  seen  above  ground, 
But  the  same  (as  to  Tomkins  most  clearly  appears) 
With  those  animals,  lost  now  for  hundreds  of  years. 
Which  our  ancestors  us'd  to  call  "Bishops"  and 

"Peers," 
But  which  Tomkins  more  erudite  names  has  be* 

stow'd  on, 
Having  call'd  the  Peer  fossil  the  Amtocratodon,* 
And,  finding  much  food  under  t'other  one's  thorax. 
Has  christen'd  that  <»eature  the'  Episcopus  Vorax. 

Lest  the  gavcmtes  and  dandies  should  think  this  aU 

fable, 
lir.  Tomkins  most  kindly  produc'd,  on  the  table, 

•  A  tenn  formed  on  the  model  of  the  Mastodon,  eto 
VOL.   III.  18 
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A  sample  of  each  of  these  species  of  creatures, 
Both  torrablj  human,  iu  structure  and  features, 
Except  that  the'  Episcopus  seems,  Lord  deliver  as  I 
To  Ve  been  carnivorous  as  well  as  granivorous ; 
And  Tomkins,  on  searching  its  stomach,  found  there 
Large  lumps,  such  as  no  modem  stomach  could  bear, 
Of  a  substance  call'd  Tithe,  upon  which,  as  'tis  said, 
The  whole  Grenus  Clericum  formerly  fed ; 
Ajid  which  having  lately  himself  decompounded, 
Just  to  see  what  'twas  made  of,  he  actually  found  it 
Compos'd  of  all  possible  cookable  things 
That  e'er  tripp'd  upon  trotters  or  soar'd  upon  wings — 
All  products  of  earth,  both  gramineous,  herbaceous, 
Hordeaceous,  fabaceous,  and  eke  farinaceous, 
All  clubbing  their  quotas,  to  glut  the  oesophagus 
Of  this  ever  greedy  and  grasping  Tithophagus.* 

'^  Admire,"  exclaim'd  Tomkins,  '^  the  kind  dispensa- 
tion 
"  By  Providence  shed  on  this  much-favour'd  nation, 
"  In  sweeping  so  ravenous  a  race  from  the  earth, 
•*  That  might  else  have  occasion'd  a  general  dearth  — 
"  And  thus  burying  'em,  deep  as  ev'n  Joe  Hume 

would  sink  'em, 
•*  With  the  Ichthyosaurus  and  Paloeorynchum, 
•*  And  other  queer  ci-devant  things,  under  ground  — 
*  Not  forgetting  that  fossilized  youth,t  so  renown'i 


*  The  zoological  tenn  for  a  tithe-eater. 

\  The  maD  found  by  Schetichzer,  and  supposed  by  him  to 
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"Who  liv'd  just  to  witness  the  Deluge —  wa*  grati- 
fied 

^  Much  by  the  sight,  and  has  since  been  found  strat- 
ified I" 

This  picturesque  touch  —  quite  in  Tomkins's  way — 
Call'd  forth  from  the  savantes  a  general  hurrah ; 
While  inquiries  among  them  went  rapidly  round, 
As  to  where  this  young  stratified  man  could  be  found. 

The  "  leam'd  Theban's  "  discourse  next  as  livelily 

flow'd  on, 
To  sketch  t'other  wonder,  the'  Amtocratodon  — 
An  animal,  differing  from  most  human  creatures 
Not  80  much  in  speech,  inward  structure,  or  features, 
As  in  having  a  certain  excrescence,  T.  said. 
Which  in  form  of  a  coronet  grew  from  its  head. 
And  devolv'd  to  its  heirs,  when  the  creature  was 

dead; 
Nor  mattered  it,  while  this  heir-loom  was  transmitted. 
How  unfit, were  the  heads,  so  the  coronet  fitted. 

He  then  mention'd  a  strange  zoological  tact, 
Whose  announcement  appear'd  much  applause  to 

attract. 
In  France,  said  the  learned  professor,  this  race 
Had  so  noxious  become,  in  some  centuries'  space* 

have  witnessed  the  Deluge  (**homo  diluTii  testis*'),  bat  who 
l&med  out,  I  am  sorry  to  aay,  to  be  merely  a  great  lizard. 
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From  their  numben  and  strength,  that  the  land  was 

o'errun  with  *em, 
Everj  one's  question  beings  **  What's  to  be  done  with 

'em?'* 
When,  lo  I  certain  knowing  ones— «at;aiM,  majha|s 
Who,  like   Buckland's  deep  followers,  understood 

trap,* 
Slily  hinted  that  nought  upon  earth  was  so  good 
For  Amtooratodons,  when  rampant  and  rude, 
As  to  stop,  or  curtail,  their  allowance  of  food. 
This  expedient  was  tried,  and  a  proof  it  affords 
Of  the'  effect  that  short  commons  will  have  upon 

lords; 
For  this  whole  race  of  bipeds,  one  fine  summer's 

mom. 
Shed  their  coronets,  just  as  a  deer  sheds  his  horn. 
And  the  moment  these  gewgaws  fell  off,  they  became 
Quite  a  new  sort  of  creature*^ so  harmless  and 

tame. 
That  zoologists  mig^t,  for  the  first  time,  maintain  'em 
To  be  near  akin  to  the  gmut  kumanum, 
And  the'  experiment,  tried  so  successfully  then. 
Should  be  kept  in  remembrance,  when  wanted  agaia 


•  PsTtioaUrly  (he  fonnatioa  called  Tramtm  Tni|k. 
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80NG8  OF  THB  CHUBCH. 

No.  1. 

USAVS  MS  ALONS. 

A  rABMKAL  BASLAS. 

We  am  ever  standing  on  the  defensive.  All  that  we  say  to  them  li, 
*  leave  us  aSone.^  The  Bstabliabed  Oluurch  is  part  and  pMrod  ef  the 
eonstitation  of  this  country.  Yon  are  bound  to  conform  to  this  oonsti- 
tation.  We  ask  of  you  nothing  more ;  —  let  us  alone.*^ — Letter  in  The 
2Vme5,  Nor.  1888. 

CoMS,  list  to  my  pastoral  tones. 

In  clover  my  shephsrds  I  keep ; 
My  stalls  are  weU  furnish'd  with  drones. 

Whose  preaching  inrites  one  to  sleep. 
At  my  spirit  let  infidels  scofiP, 

So  they  leave  but  the  svhstance  my  own  ; 
For,  in  sooth,  I'm  extremely  well  off. 

If  the  world  will  but  let  me  aloDe. 

Dissenters  are  grumblers,  we  know ;  — • 

Though  excellent  men,  in  their  way, 
They  never  like  things  to  be  *o, 

Let  things  be  however  they  may. 
But  dissenting 's  a  trick  I  detest; 

And,  besides,  'tis  an  axiom  well  known. 
The  creed  that's  best  paid  is  the  best, 

If  the  tmpaid  would  let  it  alone. 
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To  me,  I  own,  very  surprising 

Your  Newmans  and  Puseys  all  seem. 
Who  start  first  with  rationalizing. 

Then  jump  to  the  other  extreme. 
Far  better,  'twixt  nonsense  and  sense, 

A  nice  half-way  concern,  like  our  own. 
Where  piety's  mix'd  up  with  pence, 

And  the  latter  are  ne'er  left  alone. 

Of  all  our  tormentors,  the  Press  is 

The  one  that  most  tears  us  to  bits ; 
And  now,  Mrs.  Woolfrey's  "  excesses,** 

Have  thrown  all  its  imps  into  fits. 
The  dev'ls  have  been  at  us,  for  weeks, 

And  there's  no  saying  when  they'U  haTe 
done ; — 
Oh  dear,  how  I  wish  Mr.  Breeks 

Had  left  Mrs.  Woolfrey  alone  I 

If  any  need  pray  for  the  dead, 

'Tis  those  to  whom  post-obits  fall; 
Since  wisely  hath  Solomon  said, 

'T  is  "  money  that  answereth  aU." 
But  ours  be  the  patrons  who  Uve  ;  — 

For,  once  in  their  glebe  they  are  thrown, 
The  dead  have  no  living  to  give. 

And  therefore  we  leave  them  alone. 

Though  in  morals  we  may  not  excel, 
Such  perfection  is  rare  to  be  had ; 


Digitized 


by  Google 


SATIRICAL    AND    HUMOROUS   POEMS.         279 

A  good  life  is,  of  course,  very  well. 
But  good  living  is  also  —  not  bad* 

And  when,  to  feed  earth-worms,  I  go, 
Let  this  epitaph  stare  £iom  my  stone, 

''Here  lies  the  Bight  Rev.  so  and  so; 
^  Pass,  stranger,  and  —  leave  him  alone.'' 


EPISTLE  FROM  HENRY  OF  EXETER  TO  JOHN 
OF  TUAM. 

Dear  John,  as  I  know,  like  our  brother  of  London, 
You've  sipp'd  of  all  knowledge,  both  sacred  and 

mundane, 
No  doubt,  in  some  ancient  Joe  Miller,  you  Ve  read 
What  Cato,  that  cunning  old  Roman,  once  said — 
That  he  ne'er  saw  two  rev'rend  soothsayers  meet, 
Let  it  be  where  it  might,  in  the  shrine  or  the  street, 
Without  wondering  the  rogues,  'mid  their  solemn 

grimaces. 
Did  n't  burst  out  a  laughing  in  each  other's  faces.* 
What  Cato  then  meant,  though  'tis  so  long  ago. 
Even  we  in  the  present  times  pretty  well  know ; 
Having  soothsayers  also,  who —  sooth  to  say,  John— 
Aj*e  no  better  in  some  points  than  those  of  days 

gone, 

Ifiiiri  M,  li  angnr  angnrem  wpiciens  tibi  tempeimret  a  vita 
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And  a  pair  of  whom,  meetiog  (betweei}  you  and 

me),  [they  be. 

Might  lau^  in  their  sleeyes,  too  ^- all  lawn  |;hough 

But  this,  by  the  way  -^  my  intention  b^ing  d^iedy 
In  this,  my  first  letter,  to  hint  to  you  briefly, 
That,  seeing  how  fond  you  of  Tuum  *  must  be. 
While  Meum^s  at  all  times  the  main  point  with  me, 
We  scarce  could  do  better  than  form  an  alliance. 
To  set  these  sad  Anti-Church  times  at  defiance : 
You,  John,  recollect,  being  still  to  embark, 
With  no  share  in  the  firm  but  your  title  f  and  mark; 
Or  ev'n  should  you  feel  in  your  grandeur  inclin'd 
To  call  yourself  Pope,  why,  I  shouldn't  much  mind; 
While  my  church  as  usual  holds  fast  by  your  Tuum, 
And  every  one  else's,  to  make  it  all  Suum. 

Thus  allied,  I've  no  doubt  we  shall  nicely  agree. 
As  no  twins  can  be  liker,  in  most  points,  than  we ; 
Both,  specimens  choice  of  that  mix'd  sort  of  beast, 
(See  Rev.  xiii.  1)  a  political  priest ; 

•  So  spelled  in  those  ancient  venieles  whieb  John,  we  under- 
itand,  frequently  chants :  — 

"  Had  every  one  Suum, 
You  would  n*t  have  Tuum, 
But  I  should  have  Meum, 
And  sing  Te  Deum." 
t  For  his  keeping  the  title  he  may  quote  classical  authority 
M  Horace  expressly  says,  "Poteris  senrare  Tnam." — Dt  Jbi* 
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Both  mettledonie  eharg&r»y  both  brisk  pamphleteers, 
Ripe  and  ready  for  all  that  sets  men  by  the  ears ; 
And  I,  at  least  one,  who  would  scorn  to  stick  longer 
By  any  giv'n  cause  than  I  found  it  the  stronger, 
And  who,  smooth  in  my  turnings,  as  if  on  a  swivel, 
When  the  tone  ecclesiastic  wo' n't  do,  try  the  eivxL 

In  short  (not  to  bore  you,  e^njwre  divino) 

We've  the  same  cause  in  common,  John •^^  all  bat 

the  rhino ; 
And  that  vulgar  surplus,  whate'er  it  may  be, 
As  you're  not  us'd  to  cash,  John,  you'd  best  leave 

tome. 
And  so,  without  form  ^^  as  the  postman  wo'n*t 

tarry  — 
I'm,  dear  Jack  of  Tuam, 

Tours, 

Exeter  Harrt 


BONO  OP  OLD  PUCK. 

M  And  tho0e  things  do  best  pleaae  me, 
Vhi*  htftn  prepoetermulj.'* 

PuoK  Jnnior,  Midtmmur  Nighfia  Drmm 

Wno  wants  old  Puck?  for  here  am  I, 
A  mongrel  imp,  'twixt  earth  and  sky, 
Beady  alike  to  crawl  or  fly ; 
Now  in  the  mud,  now  in  the  air. 
And,  so  'tis  for  mischief,  reckless  wh«ra. 
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As  to  my  knowledge,  there's  no  end  to't, 
For,  where  I  haven't  it,  I  pretend  to't; 
And,  'stead  of  taking  a  leam'd  degree   ' 
At  some  dull  university. 
Puck  found  it  handier  to  commence. 
With  a  certain  share  of  impudence. 
Which  passes  one  off  as  learn'd  and  clever. 
Beyond  all  other  degrees  whatever ; 
And  enables  a  man  of  lively  sconce 
To  be  Master  of  aU  the  Arts  at  once. 
No  matter  what  the  science  may  be  — 
Ethics,  Physics,  Theology, 
Mathematics,  Hydrostatics, 
Aerostatics  or  Pneumatics  — 
Whatever  it  be,  I  take  my  luck, 
rris  all  the  same  to  ancient  Puck 
Whose  head's  so  fuU  of  all  sorts  of  wares, 
That  a  brother  imp,  old  Smugden,  swears 
If  I  had  but  of  law  a  little  smatt'ring, 
I  'd  then  be  perfect  *  —  which  is  flatt'ring. 

My  skill  as  a  linguist  all  must  know 
Who  met  me  abroad  some  months  ago ; 
(And  heard  me  abroad  exceedingly,  too. 
In  the  moods  and  tenses  ofparlez  vaus) 
When,  as  old  Chambaud's  shade  stood  mute, 
I  spoke  such  French  to  the  Institute 

^  Verbatim  as  said.    This  tribute  is  only  equalled  by  that  of 

Talleyrand  to  his  medical  friend,  Dr. :  "D  se  connott  en 

loot;  et  mime  un  peu  en  m^declne.** 


Digitized 


by  Google 


SATIRICAL   AND   HXJMOBOU8  POEMS.         283 

As  puzzled  those  learned  Thebans  much. 
To  know  if  'twas  Sanscrit  or  High  Dutch, 
And  might  have  pass'd  with  the'  unobseiring 
As  one  of  the  unknown  tongues  of  Irving. 
As  to  my  talent  for  ubiquity. 
There's  nothing  like  it  in  all  antiquity. 
Like  Mungo  (my  peculiar  care) 
"I'm  here,  I'm  dere,  I'm  ebery  where.** • 

If  any  one 's  wanted  to  take  the  chair, 
Upon  any  subject,  any  where. 
Just  look  around,  and  —  Puck  is  there  I 
When  slaughter's  at  hand,  your  bird  of  prey 
Is  never  known  to  be  out  of  the  way ; 
And  wherever  mischief's  to  be  got, 
There's  Puck  instanier^  on  the  spot 

Only  find  me  in  negus  and  applause. 

And  I  'm  your  man  for  (my  cause. 

If  wrong  the  cause,  the  more  my  delight ; 

But  I  don't  object  to  it,  eVn  when  rights 

If  I  only  can  vex  some  old  friend  by 't ; 

There's  Durham,  for  instance ;  —  to  worry  him 

Fills  up  my  cup  of  bliss  to  the  brim  I 

(«OTB  BT  THX  KDrTOB.) 

Those  who  are  anxious  to  run  a  muck 
Can't  do  better  than  join  with  Puck. 

•  Song  in  "The  Padlock.' 
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Thcjll  find  faim  bon  duMe  —  spite  of  bis  phis-* 
And,  in  &ct)  his  grest  ambiticm  is. 
While  playing  old  Pack  in  flrsWate  style, 
To  be  thought  Bobin  Good-fellow  aU  the  whUe. 


POLICE   BEPORTS. 

CASE  OF  IMF08TUBB. 

Among  other  stray  flashmen,  disposed  of,  this  week, 
Was  a  youngster,  nam'd  Stanley,  genteelly  con- 
nected, 
Who  has  lately  been  passing  cff  coins,  as  antique. 
Which  have  proVd  to  be  sham  ones,  though  long 
unsuspected. 

The  ancients,  our  readers  need  hardly  be  tdd, 
Had  a  coin  they  caU'd  *^  Talents,"  for  wholesale 
demands ;  *  [bold 

And  'twas  some  of  said  coinage  this  youth  was  so 
As  to  fancy  he'd  got,  God  knows  how,  in  his  hands. 

People  took  him,  howerer,  like  fools,  at  his  word ; 

And  these  talents  (all  priz'd  at  his  own  valuation,) 
Were  bid  for,  with  eagerness  ev'n  more  absurd 

Than  has  ofi;en  distinguish'd  this  great  thinking 
nation* 

•  For  an  aocoont  of  the  ooia  called  Talents  by  the  ancients 
Me  BudsBos  de  Aase,  and  the  other  writers  de  Be  NommariA. 
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Talk  of  wonders  one  now  and  then  sees  advertized, 
**  Black  swans  "  —  "  Queen  Anne  farthings  *'  —  or 
ev'n  "  a  child's  caul "  — 
Much  and  justly  as  all  these  rare  objects  are  priz'd, 
** Stanley's  talents'*    outdid  them  —  swans,  fer- 
things,  and  all  I 

At  length,  some  mistrust  of  this  coin  got  abroad ;    [it ; 

Even  quondam  believers  began  much  to  doubt  of 
Some  rung  it,  some  rubb'd  it,  suspecting  a  fraud  — 

And  the  hard  rubs  it  got  rather  took  the  shine 
out  of  it. 

Others,  wishing  to  break  the  poor  prodigy's  fall. 
Said  'twas  known  well  to  all  who  had  studied  the 
matter. 
That  the  Greeks  had  not  only  great  talents  but  smaUj^ 
And  those  found  on  the  youngster  were  clearly 
the  latter. 

While  others,  who  yiew'd  the  grave  farce  with  a 
grin  — 

Seeing  counterfeits  pass  thus  for  coinage  so  massy, 
By  way  of  a  hint  to  the  dolts  taken  in. 

Appropriately  quoted  BudaBus  de  Asse. 

In  short,  the  whole  sham  by  degrees  was  found  out, 
And  this  coin,  which  they  chose  by  such  fine  names 
to  call, 

*  The  Talentam  Magnum  and  the  Talentam  Atticnm  appear 
to  have  been  the  same  com. 
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Proved  a  mere  lacker'd  article  —  showy,  no  doubly 
But)  ye  gods,  not  the  true  Attic  Talent  at  alL 

As  th'  impostor  was  still  young  enough  to  repent, 
And,  besides,  had  some  claims  to  a  grandee  con* 
nection, 
Their  Worships  —  considerate  for  once  —  only  sent 
The  young  Thimblerig  off  to  the  House  of  Cor- 
rection. 


REFLECTIONS. 

ADDRBMKD  TO  THB  AUTHOR  OF  THB  ASTICLE  OF  THB 

CHUBCH  IN  THB  LAST  NUMBBR  OF  THS 

QUABTERLT  RBVIBW. 

I'm  quite  of  your  mind;  —  though  these  Pats  cry 
That  they've    got  "too  much  Church,"  'tis  ail 
nonsense  and  stuff; 

For  Church  is  like  Love,  of  which  Figaro  vow'd 
That  even  too  much  of  it's  not  quite  enough.* 

Ay,  dose  them  with  parsons,  'twiU  cure  all  their 
ills;  — 
Copy  Morison's  mode  when  from  pill-box  un- 
daunted he 
Poars  through  the  patient  his  black-coated  pills, 
Nor  cares  what  their  quality,  so  there 's  but  quan 
ti^. 

•  En  fidt  d'amonr,  trop  m6me  n'est  pas  assez.— Borftiarib 
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I  rerify  think,  'twould  be  worth  England's  while 
To  consider,  for  Padd/s  own  benefit,  whether 

T  would  not  be  as  well  to  give  up  the  green  isle 
To  the  care,  wear  and  tear  of  the  Church  alto* 
gether. 

The  Irish  are  well  us'd  to  treatment  so  pleasant ; 
The  harlot  Church  gave  them  to  Henry  Plaota- 
genet,* 
And  now,  if  Eling  William  would  make  them  a  pres- 
ent 
To 't  other  chaste  lady  —  ye  Saints,  just  imagine  il  I 

Chief  Sees.,  Lord-Lieutenants,  Commanders-in-chief, 
Might  then  all  be  cull'd  from  the*  episcopal  benches ; 

While  colonels  in  black  would  afford  some  relief 
From  the  hue  that  reminds  one  of  the'  old  scarlet 
wench's. 

iliink  how  fierce  at  a  charge  (being  practised  therein) 

The  Bight  Reverend  Brigadier  PhiUpotts  would 

slash  on !  [thin, 

How  General  Blomfield,  through  thick  and  through 

To  the  end  of  the  chapter  (or  chapters)  would 

dash  on} 

For,  in  one  point  alone  do  the  amply  fed  race 
Of  t»8hop0  to  beggars  similitude  bear  — 

*  Grant  of  Ireland  to  Henry  IL  by  Pope  Adrian. 
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That,  set  them  on  horseback,  in  full  steeple  chase, 
And  they  11  ride,  if  not  poU'd  up  in  time  —  jou 
know  where. 

But,  bless  you,  in  Ireland,  that  matters  not  much, 
Where  affairs  have  for  centuries  gone  the  same 
way; 
And  a  good  stanch  Conservative's  system  is  such 
That  he'd  back  even   Beelzebub's  long-founded 
sway. 

I   am    therefore,  dear    Quarterly,  quite   of  your 
mind;  — 
Church,  Church,  in  all  shapes,  into  Erin  let's 
pour; 
And  the  more  she  rejecteth  our  med'cine  so  kind, 
The  more  let's  repeat  it — ^Black  dose,  as  before." 

Let  Coercion,  that  peace-maker,  go  hand  in  hand 
With  demure-ey'd  Conversion,  fit  sister  and  bro- 
ther; 

And,  covering  with  prisons  and  churches  the  land. 
All  that  wo' n't  go  to  one,  well  put  inJto  the  other. 

]*or  the  sole,  leading  maxim  of  us  who 're  inclin'd 
To  rule  over  Ireland,  not  well,  but  religiously, 

Fs  to  treat  her  like  ladies,  who've  just  been  confin'd 
(Or  who  ought  to  be  so)  and  to  ekutek  her  pro* 
digiously. 
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NEW  GRAND  EXHIBITION  OF  MODELS  OF  THB 
TWO  HOUSES  OF  PARLIAMENT. 

Come,  step  in,  gentlefolks,  here  ye  may  view 

An  exact  and  nat'ral  representation 
(Like  Sibum's  Model  of  Waterloo  *) 

Of  the  Lords  and  Commons  of  this  here  natii ml 

There  they  are  —  all  cut  out  in  cork  — 

The  "  Collective  Wisdom  "  wondrous  to  see ) 

My  eyes !  when  all  them  heads  are  at  work, 
Wliat  a  vastly  weighty  consam  it  must  be. 

As  for  the  *•'  wisdom,"  —  that  msij  come  anon ; 

Though,  to  say  truth,  we  sometimes  see 
(And  I  find  the  phenomenon  no  uncommon  'un) 

A  man  who's  M.P.  with  a  head  that's  M.T. 

Our  Lords  are  rather  too  small,  'tis  true ; 

But  they  do  well  enough  for  Cabinet  shelves ; 
And,  besides,  —  what's  a  man  with  creeturs  to  do 

That  make  such  werry  small  figures  themselves  ? 

Wiere  —  don't  touch  those  lords,  my  pretty  dears  — 

{Aside.)  [nation : 

Curse  the  children  I  —  this  comes  of  reforming  a 

•  One  of  the  most  Interestixig  and  curious  of  all  the  ezhibl 
tioQS  of  the  day. 

TOLr  III.  19 
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Those  meddling  young  brats  have  so  damaged  mj 
peers, 
I  must  lay  in  more  cork  for  a  new  creati(m. 

Them  yonder 's  our  bishops  —  "to  whom  much  is 
giv'n,**  [please : 

And  who're  ready  to  take  as  much  more  as  you 
The  seers  of  old  times  saw  visions  of  heaven, 

But  these  holy  seers  see  nothing  but  Sees. 

Like  old  Atlas  *  (the  chap,  in  Cheapside,  there  be- 
low,) 
'Tis  for  so  much  per  cent  they  take  heav*n  on 
their  shoulders ; 
And  joy  'tis  to  know  that  old  High  Church  and  Co., 
Though  not  capital  priests,  are  such  capital  holders. 

There  *s  one  on  'em,  Phillpotts,  who  now  is  away, 
As  we're  having  him  fill'd  with  bumbustible  stuff. 

Small  crackers  and  squibs,  for  a  great  gala-day. 
When  we  annually  fire  his  Bight  Reverence  off. 

T  would  do  your  heart  good,  ma'am,  then  to  be  by. 
When,  bursting  with  gunpowder,  'stead  of  with 
bile. 
Crack,  crack,  goes  the  bishop,  while  dowagers  cry, 
'^How  like  the  dear  man,  both  in  matter  and 
style!" 

•  The  sign  of  the  Insurance  Office  in  Cheapside. 
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Should  you  want  a  few  Peers  and  M.  P.s,  to  bestow, 
As  presents  to  friends,  we  can  recommend 
these :  — * 

Our  nobles  are  come  down  to  nine-  pence,  you  know, 
And  we  charge  but  a  penny  a  piece  for  M.  P.s. 

IThose  of  botde-corks  made  take  most  with  the  trade, 
(At  least,  'mong  such  as  my  Irish  writ  summons,) 
Of  old  whiskey  corks  our  O'Connells  are  made, 
But  those  we  make  Shaws  and  Lefroys  of,  are 
rum  *uns. 
So,  step  in,  gentlefolks,  etc  etc. 

Da  Capo, 


ANNOUNCEMENT 

or  A  MEW  GRAND  ACCELERATION  COMPANY    FOR    THB  FBO- 
MOTION  OF  THE    SPEED  OF   LITERATURE. 

Loud  complaints  being  made,  in  these  quick-reading 

times. 
Of  too  slack  a  supply,  both  of  prose  works  and 

rhymes, 
A  new  Company,  form'd  on  the  keep-moving  plan. 
First  proposed  by  the  great  firm  of  Catch-'em-who 

can, 
Beg  to  say  they've  now  ready,  in  full  wind  and 

speed, 

*  Producing  a  bag  full  of  lords  and  gentlemen. 
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Some  fast-going  authors,  of  quite  a  new  breed  — 
Such  as  not  he  who  runs  but  who  gciUops  may 

read  — 
And  who,  if  well  curried  and  fed,  they've  no  doubt, 
Will  beat  eVn  Bentley's  swift  stud  out  and  out. 

It  is  true,  in  these  days,  such  a  drug  is  renown, 
We've  "  Immortals  "  as  rife  as  M.P.S  about  town ; 
And  not  a  Blue's  rout  but  can  off-hand  supply 
Some  invalid  bard  who 's  insur'd  "  not  to  die." 
Still,  let  England  but  once  try  our  authors,  shell 

find 
How  fast  they'll  leave  ev'n  these  Immortals  behind; 
And  how  truly  the  toils  of  Alcides  were  light. 
Compared  with  his  toil  who  can  read  all  they  write. 

In  fact,  there's  no  saying,  so  gainful  the  trade, 
How  fast  immortalities  now  may  be  made ; 
Since  Helicon  never  will  want  an  "  Undying  One,** 
As  long  as  the  public  continues  a  Buying  One ; 
And  the  company  hope  yet  to  witness  the  hour. 
When,  by  strongly  applying  the  mare-motive  *  power, 
A  three-decker  novel,  'midst  oceans  of  praise. 
May   be   written,  launch'd,  read,  and  —  forgot^  in 
three  days  I 

In  addition  to  all  this  stupendous  celerity, 
Which  —  to  the  no  small  rehef  of  posterity  — 

•  u*T  is  money  makes  the  mare  to  go.* 
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Pays  off  at  sight  the  whole  debit  of  fame, 

Nor  troubles  futurity  ev*!!  with  a  name 

(A  project  that  wo'n't  as  much  tickle  Tom  Tegg  as 

Since  'twill  rob  him  of  his  second-priced  Pegasus) ; 
We,  the  Company  —  still  more  to  show  how  immense 
Is  the  power  o'er  the  mind  of  pounds,  shillings,  and 

pence; 
And  that  not  even  Phoebus  himself,  in  our  day, 
Could  get  up  a  ^  without  first  an  m^lay  — 
Beg  to  add,  as  our  literature  soon  may  compare, 
In  its  quick  make  and  vent,  with  our  Birmingham 

ware, 
And  it  doesn't  at  all  matter  in  either  of  these  lines, 
How  sham  is  the  article,  so  it  but  shines,  — 
We  keep  authors  ready,  all  perch'd,  pen  in  hand, 
To  write  off,  in  any  giv'n  style,  at  command. 
No  matter  what  bard,  be  he  living  or  dead,* 
Ask  a  work  from  his  pen,  and  'tis  done  soon  as  said: 
There  being,  on  th'  establishment,  six  Walter  Scotts, 
One  capital  Wordsworth,  and  Southeys  in  lots ;  — 
Three  choice  Mrs.  Nortons,  all  singing  like  syrens. 
While  most  of  our  pallid  young  clerks  are  Lord 

Byrons. 
Then   we've  ***8and  ♦♦♦s   (for  whom  there '■ 

small  call), 
And  •  ♦  ♦s  and  •  ♦  ♦s  (fDr  whom  no  call  at  all). 

•  We  have  lodgings  apart,  for  our  posthmnons  people, 
As  we  find  that,  if  left  with  the  live  ones,  they  keqf  ilL 


Digitized 


by  Google 


894         SATIRICAL   AND   HUMOROUS   POEMS. 

In  short,  whosoe'er  the  last  "  Lion  "  may  be, 
We've  a  Bottom  who  11  copy  his  roar  ♦  to  a  T, 
And  so  well,  that  not  one  of  the  buyers  whoVe  got 

'em 
Can  tell  which  is  lion,  and  which  only  Bottom. 

N.  B.  —  The  company,  since  they  set  op  in  this  line, 
Have  moVd  their  concern,  and  are  now  at  tlw  sign 
Of  the  Muse's  Velocipede,  Fleet  Street,  where  all 
Who  wish  well  to  the  scheme  are  invited  to  calL 


SOME  ACCOUNT  OP  THE  LATE  DINNEB  TO 
DAN. 

From  tongue  to  tongue  the  rumour  flew ; 
All  ask'd,  aghast,  "Is't  true?  is't  true?" 

But  none  knew  whether  'twas  fact  or  fable: 
And  still  the  unholy  rumour  ran, 
From  Tory  woman  to  Tory  man, 

Though  none  to  come  at  the  truth  was  able  — 
Tin,  lo,  at  last,  the  fact  came  out, 
The  horrible  fact,  beyond  all  doubt. 

That  Dan  had  din'd  at  the  Viceroy's  table ; 
Had  flesh'd  his  Popish  knife  and  fork 
In  the  heart  of  th*  Establish'd  mutton  and  pork  I 

•  ''Bottom:  Let  me  play  the  lion;  I  will  roar  yoa  oi  'tw«n 
iny  nightingale." 
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Who  can  forget  the  deep  sensation 

rhat  news  produced  in  this  orthodox  nation? 

Deans,  rectors,  curates,  all  agreed, 

If  Dan  was  allow'd  at  the  Castle  to  feed, 

*Twas  clearly  aU  up  with  the  Protestant  creed! 

There  had  n%  indeed,  such  an  apparition 

Been  heard  of,  in  Dublin,  since  that  day 
When,  during  the  first  grand  exhibition 
Of  Don  Giovanni,  that  naughty  play, 
Tliere  appeared,  as  if  rais'd  by  necromancers. 
An  extra  devil  among  the  dancers ! 
Yes  —  ev*ry  one  saw,  with  fearful  thrill, 
That  a  devil  too  much  had  join'd  the  quadrille ; 
And  sulphur  was  smelt,  and  the  lamps  let  fall 
A  grim,  green  light  o'er  the  ghastly  ball, 
And  the  poor  $ham  deVls  did  n't  like  it  at  all ; 
For,  they  knew  from  whence  th'  intruder  had  come, 
Though  he  left,  that  night,  his  tail  at  home. 

This  fact,  we  see,  is  a  parallel  case 

To  the  dinner  that,  some  weeks  since,  took  place. 

With  the  difference  slight  of  fiend  and  man, 

It  shows  what  a  nest  of  Popish  sinners 
That  city  must  be,  where  the  devil  and  Dan 

May  thus  drop  in,  at  quadrilles  and  dinners  t 

But,  mark  the  end  of  these  foul  proceedings, 
These  demon  hops  and  Popish  feedings. 

•  History  of  the  Irish  Stage. 
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Some  comfort  'twill  be  —  to  those,  at  least, 

Who've  studied  this  awful  dinner  question  — 
To  know  that  Dan,  on  the  night  of  that  feast, 

Was  seiz'd  with  a  dreadful  indigestion ; 
That  envoys  were  sent,  post-haste,  to  his  priest, 
To  come  and  absolve  the  suffering  sinner, 
For  eating  so  much  at  a  heretic  dinner ; 
And  some  good  people  were  even  afraid 
That  Peel's  old  confectioner  —  still  at  the  trade  - 
Had  poison'd  the  Papist  with  orangeade. 


NEW  HOSPITAL  FOR  SICK  LITERATL 

With  all  humility  we  beg 

To  inform  the  public,  that  Tom  Tegg  — 

Known  for  his  spunky  speculations. 

In  buying  up  dead  reputations, 

And,  by  a  mode  of  galvanizing 

Which,  all  must  own,  is  quite  surprising 

Making  dead  authors  move  again. 

As  though  they  still  were  living  men ;  — 

All  this,  too,  manag'd,  in  a  trice. 

By  those  two  magic  words,  "  Half  Price, 

Which  brings  the  charm  so  quick  about, 

That  worn-out  poets,  left  without 

A  second  ybo^  whereon  to  stand. 

Are  made  to  go  at  second  Aanc?/  — 

*T  will  please  the  public,  we  repeat, 

To  learn  that  Tegg,  who  works  this  feat, 
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And,  therefore,  knows  what  care  it  needs 
To  keep  alive  Fame's  invalids. 
Has  oped  an  Hospital,  in  town, 
For  cases  of  knock'd-up  renown  — 
Falls,  fractures,  dangerous  Epic^y&t 
(By  some  call'd  Cantos)^  stabs  from  wits ; 
And,  of  all  wounds  for  which  they're  nurst. 
Dead  cuts  from  publishers,  the  worst ; — 
All  these,  and  other  such  fatalities, 
That  happen  to  frail  inmiortalities, 
By  Tegg  are  so  expertly  treated. 
That  ofl-times,  when  the  cure's  completed, 
The  patient's  made  robust  enough 
To  stand  a  few  more  rounds  o^  puffy 
Till,  like  the  ghosts  of  Dante's  lay, 
He's  pufifd  into  thin  air  away  I 

As  titled  poets  (being  phenomenons) 

Don't  like  to  mix  with  low  and  common  'ana, 

Tegg's  Hospital  has  separate  wards, 

Express  for  literary  lords, 

Where  jE?ro56-peers,  of  immoderate  length, 

Are  nurs'd,  when   they've  out  grown    their 

strength. 
And  poets,  whom  their  friends  despair  o^ 
Are  —  put  to  bed  and  taken  care  of. 

Tegg  begs  to  contradict  a  story. 
Now  current  both  with  Whig  and  Tory, 
That  Doctor  Warburton,  M.  P., 
Well  known  for  his  antipathy. 
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His  deadly  hate,  good  man,  to  all 
The  race  of  poets,  great  and  small  — 
So  much,  that  he 's  been  heard  to  own. 
He  wonld  most  willinglj  cut  down 
The  holiest  groves  on  Pindus'  mount. 
To  turn  the  timber  to  account  1  — 
The  storj  actually  goes,  that  he 
Prescribes  at  Tegg's  Infirmary  ; 
And  ofl,  not  only  stints,  for  spite. 
The  patients  in  their  copy-right, 
But  that,  on  being  call'd  in  lately 
To  two  sick  poets,  suffering  greatly, 
This  vaticidal  Doctor  sent  them 
So  strong  a  dose  of  Jeremy  Bentham, 
That  one  of  the  poor  bai*ds  but  cried, 
•*  Oh,  Jerry,  Jerry  ! "  and  then  died ; 
Wliile  t'other,  though  less  stuff  was  giveiif 
Is  on  his  road,  'tis  fear'd,  to  heaven  I 

Of  this  event,  howe'er  unpleasant, 
Tegg  means  to  say  no  more  at  present,  — 
Intending  shortly  to  prepare 
A  statement  of  the  whole  affair, 
With  full  accounts,  at  the  same  time, 
Of  some  late  cases  (prose  and  rhyme), 
Subscrib'd  with  every  author's  name, 
That's  now  on  the  Sick  List  of  Fame* 
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RELIGION  AND  TRADE. 

*Sir  Robert  Peel  believed  it  was  neeeesaiy  to  origloaAe  all  vegpeetfaiff 
nligioD  and  trade  In  »  Oommittee  «f  the  Hoom.'*  —  CSkurcA  BxUnsioH, 
May  22, 1880. 

Sat,  who  was  the  wag,  mdecorously  witty, 
Who  first,  in  a  statute,  this  libel  convey'd ; 

And  thus  silly  referr'd  to  the  self-same  committee, 
As  matters  congenial.  Religion  and  Trade  ? 

Oh  surely,  my  Phillpotts,  'twas  thou  did'st  the  deed ; 

For  none  but  thyself,  or  some  pluralist  brother, 
Accustom'd  to  mix  up  the  craft  with  the  creed. 

Could  bring  such  a  pair  thus  to  twin  with  each 
other. 

And  yet,  when  one  thinks  of  times  present  and  gone, 
One  is  forc'd  to  confess,  on  maturer  reflection. 

That  'tis  n't  in  the  eyes  of  committees  alone 
That  the  shrine  and  the  shop  seem'd  to  have  some 
connection. 

Kot  to  mention  those  monarchs  of  Asia's  fair  land. 
Whose  civil  list  all  is  m  "  god-money  "  paid ; 

And  where  the  whole  people,  by  royal  command, 
Buy  their  gods  at  the  government  mart,  ready 
made ;  —  * 

*  The  Birmans  may  not  bay  the  sacred  marble  in  mass  but 
toast  purchase  figures  of  the  deity  already  made.  —  Stmes. 
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There  was  also  (as  mentioii'd,  in  rhyme  and  in  prose, 
is) 
Gold  heap'd,  throughout  Egypt,  on  every  shrine, 
To  make  rings  for  right  reverend  crocodiles'  noses  -— 
Just  such  as,  my  Phillpotts,  would  look  well  in 
thine. 

Bat  one  needn't  fly  off,  in  this  erudite  mood ; 

And  'tis  clear,  without  going  to  regions  so  sunny, 
That  priests  love  to  do  the  least  possible  good. 

For  the  largest  most  possible  quantum  of  money. 

^  Of  him,"  saith  the  text,  *'  unto  whom  much  is  given, 

"  Of  him  much,  in  turn,  will  be  also  required : "  -^ 

"By   me,'*  quoth  the    sleek  and  obese    man  of 

heaven  — 

•*  Give  as  much  as  you  will  —  more  will  still  be 

desir'd." 

More  money !  more  churches  I  —  oh  Nimrod,  had'st 
thou 
'Stead  of  T'oircr-extension,   some    shorter  way 
gone  — 
Had'st  thou  known  by  what  methods  we  mount  to 
heav'n  now, 
And  tried  Church-extension,  the  feat  bad  been 
done  I 
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MUSINGS, 

•UQOS8TED  BT  THB   LATB  PROMOTION  OF  MBS.  NBTHEBOOAV. 

i^The  fridow  Netherooat  is  appointed  gaoler  of  Longhrea,  In  the  vocn  oi 
her  deoeaaed  husband."  —  Umeriek  (^omcU* 

Whether  as  queens  or  subjects,  in  these  dajs, 
Women  seem  form'd  to  grace  alike  each  station;— 

As  Captain  Flaherty  gallantly  says, 

"You,  ladies,  are  the  lords  of  the  creation!" 

Thus  o'er  my  mind  did  prescient  visions  float 
Of  all  that  matchless  woman  yet  may  be ; 

When,  hark,  in  rumours  less  and  less  remote. 
Came  the  glad  news  o'er  Erin's  ambient  sea» 

The  important  news  —  that  Mrs.  Nethercoat 
Had  been  appointed  gaoler  of  Loughrea ; 

Yes,  mark  it,  History  —  Nethercoat  is  dead. 

And  Mrs.  N.  now  rules  his  realm  instead ; 

Hers  the  high  task  to  wield  the'  uplocking  keysy 

To  rivet  rogues  and  reign  o'er  Bapparees  I 

Thus,  while  your  blust'rers  of  the  Tory  school 
Find  Ireland's  sanest  sons  so  hard  to  rule, 
One  meek-ey'd  matron,  in  Whig  doctrines  nurst, 
Is  all  that's  ask'd  to  curb  the  maddest,  worst  I 

Show  me  the  man  that  dares,  with  blushless  brow 
Prate  about  Erin's  rage  and  riot  now ;  •— 
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Now,  when  her  temperance  forms  her  sole  excess  ; 

When  long-lov'd  whiskey,  fading  from  her  sighl^ 
**  Small  by  degrees,  and  beautifully  less," 

Will  soon,  like  other  spirits,  vanish  quite ; 
When  of  red  coats  the  number's  grown  so  smaU, 

That  soon,  to  cheer  the  warlike  parson's  eyes, 
No  glimpse  of  scarlet  will  be  seen  at  all, 

Save  that  which  she  of  Babylon  supplies ;  — 
Or,  at  the  most,  a  corporal's  guard  will  be, 

Of  Ireland's  red  defence  the  sole  remains ; 
While  of  its  gaols  bright  woman  keeps  the  key. 

And  captive  Paddies  languish  in  he**  chains ! 
Long  may  such  lot  be  Erin's,  long  be  mine ! 
Oh  yes  —  if  ev'n  this  world,  though  bright  it  shine, 

In  Wisdom's  eyes  a  prison-house  must  be, 
At  least  let  woman's  hand  our  fetters  twine. 

And  blithe  111  sing,  more  joyous  than  if  free, 

The  Nethercoats,  the  Nethercoats  for  me  I 


INTENDED    TRIBUTE 

to  THB  AUTHOR  OF    AN    ARTICIiE   IN   TRB    LAST    HUMBBB  /» 

THE  QUARTBRIiT  REVIEW,  ENTITIjED 

**  ROMANISM  IN  IRELAIO).** 

It  glads  us  much  to  be  able  to  say, 

That  a  meeting  is  fix'd,  for  some  early  day, 
Of  all  such  dowagers  —  Ae  or  she  — 
(No  matter  the  sex,  so  they  dowagers  be,) 
Whose  opinions,  concerning  Church  and  State, 
From  aoout  the  time  of  the  Curfew  date  — 
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Staunch  sticklers  still  for  days  bj-gone. 

And  admiring  them  for  their  rust  alone  — 

To  whom  if  we  would  a  leader  give. 

Worthy  their  tastes  conseryative, 

We  need  but  some  mummy-statesman  raibe. 

Who  was  pickled  and  potted  in  Ptolemy's  days ; 

For  thai'f^  the  man,  if  waked  from  his  shelf 

To  conserve  and  swaddle  this  world,  like  himsel£ 

Such,  we're  happy  to  state,  are  the  old  At-dames 

Who've  met  in  committee,  and  given  their  names 

(In  good  hieroglyphics),  with  kind  intent 

To  pay  some  handsome  compliment 

To  their  sister-author,  the  nameless  he, 

Who  wrote,  in  the  last  new  Quarterhf^ 

That  chamiing  assault  upon  Popery ; 

An  article  justly  prized  by  them. 

As  a  perfect  antediluvian  gem  — 

The  work,  as  Sir  Sampson  Legend  would  say, 

Of  some  "  fellow  the  Flood  couldn't  wash  away."  • 

The  fund  being  rais'l,  there  remained  but  to  see 
What  the  dowager-author's  gift  was  to  be. 
And  here,  I  must  say,  the  Sisters  Blue 
Show'd  delicate  taste  and  judgment  too. 
For,  finding  the  poor  man  suffering  greatly 
From  the  awftil  stuff  he  has  thrown  up  lately  — 
So  much  so,  indeed,  to  the  alarm  of  all, 
4s  to  bring  on  a  fit  of  what  doctors  call 

•  See  Coogreve's  Lore  for  Love. 
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The  Antipapistico-monomania 
(I*m  sorry  with  such  a  long  word  to  detain  ye), 
They've  acted  the  part  of  a  kind  physician, 
By  suiting  their  gift  to  the  patient's  condition ; 
And,  as  soon  as  'tis  ready  for  presentation, 
We  shall  publish  the  facts,  for  the  gratification 
Of  this  highly-favour'd  and  Protestant  nation. 

Meanwhile,  to  the  great  alarm  of  his  neighbours, 
He  still  continues  his  Quarterly  labours ; 
And  often  has  strong  No-Popery  fits, 
Which  frighten  his  old  nurse  out  of  her  wits. 
Sometimes  he  screams,  like  Scrub  in  the  play,* 
"  Thieves !  Jesuits !  Popery ! "  night  and  day ; 
Takes  the  Printer's  Devil  for  Doctor  Dens,t 
And  shies  at  him  heaps  of  High-church  pens ;  % 
Which  the  Devil  (himself  a  touchy  Dissenter) 
Feels  all  in  his  hide,  like  arrows,  enter. 

'Stead  of   swallowing  wholesome    stuff  firom    the 

druggist's, 
He  iviU  keep  raving  of  "  Irish  Thuggists ; "  § 

•  Beanx  Stratagem. 

t  The  writer  of  the  article  has  groped  aboat,  with  much  boo- 
cess,  in  what  he  calls  **  the  dark  recesses  of  Dr.  Dens's  disquisi- 
tions.** —  QuuuritirJijf  Eeview. 

t  ^  Pray,  may  we  aslL,  has  there  been  any  rebellions  move- 
ment of  Popery  hi  Ireland,  since  the  planting  of  the  Ulster  colo 
Dies,  in  which  something  of  the  kind  was  not  visible  among  th 
Presbyterians  of  the  North  ?  "  —  Ibid. 

4  "  Lord  Lorton,  for  instance,  who,  for  clearing  his  estate  o 
•  village  of  Irish  Thnggists,"  etc.  etc.—  Quarterly  Review. 


Digitized 


by  Google 


SATIRICAL   AND    HUMOROUS    POEMS.         SM 

Tells  US  they  all  go  murd'ring,  for  fun, 

From  rise  of  mom  till  set  of  sun, 

Pop,  pop,  as  fast  as  a  minute-gun !  * 

If  ask'd  how  comes  it  the  gown  and  cassock  are 

Safe  and  fat,  'mid  this  general  massacre  — 

How  haps  it  that  Pat's  own  population 

But  swarms  the  more  for  this  trucidation  — 

He  refers  you,  for  all  such  memoranda, 

To  the  "  archives  of  the  Propaganda  /  **  f 

This  is  all  we've  got,  for  the  present,  to  say— -- 
But  shall  take  up  the  subject  some  future  day. 


GRAND  DINNER  OF  TYPE  AND  CO. 

A  FOOB  POBT'8   DRRAM.I 

As  I  sate  in  my  study,  lone  and  still. 
Thinking  of  Sergeant  Talfourd's  Bill, 
And  the  speech  by  Lawyer  Sugden  made. 
In  spirit  congenial,  for  "  the  Trade," 
Sudden  I  sunk  to  sleep,  and,  lo, 

*  *' Observe  how  murder  after  murder  ib  committed  like 
mimite-gims.*' — Ibid, 

t  **  Might  not  the  arohiyes  of  the  Propaganda  poMiblj  supply 
fcekey?" 

I  Written  during  the  late  agitation  of  the  question  oi  Copj- 

TOL.  m.  20 
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Upon  Fancy's  reinless  night-mare  flitting^ 
I  found  myself,  in  a  second  or  so, 
At  the  table  of  Messrs.  Type  and  Co. 

With  a  goodly  group  of  diners  sitting ;  — 
All  in  the  printing  and  publishing  line, 
Drest,  I  thought,  extremely  fine, 
And  ^pping,  like  lords,  their  rosy  wine ; 
While  I,  in  a  state  near  inanition. 

With  coat  that  hadn't  much  nap  to  spare 
(Having  just  gone  into  its  second  edition), 

Was  the  only  wretch  of  an  author  there. 

But  think,  how  great  was  my  surprise, 
When  I  saw,  in  casting  round  my  eyes, 
That  the  dishes,  sent  up  by  Type's  she-cooks. 
Bore  all,  in  appearance,  the  shape  of  books ; 
Large  folios  —  God  knows  where  they  got  'em, 
In  these  small  times  —  at  top  and  bottom ; 
And  quartos  (such  as  the  Press  provides 
For  no  one  to  read  them)  down  the  sides. 
Then  fiash'd  a  horrible  thought  on  my  brain, 
And  I  said  to  myself,  "  'T  is  all  too  plain, 
'^  Like  those,  well  known  in  school  quotations, 
"  Who  ate  up  for  dinner  their  own  relations, 
"  I  see  now,  before  me,  smoking  here, 
**The  bodies  and  bones  of  my  brethren  dear;-^ 
**  Bright  sons  of  the  lyric  and  epic  Mase, 
"  All  cut  up  in  cutlets,  or  hash'd  in  stews ; 
** Their  worksy  a  light  through  ages  to  go,— 
**  JTiemsehes,  eaten  up  by  Type  and  Co.  I  ** 
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While  thus  I  moralized,  on  they  went. 

Finding  the  fare  most  excellent ; 

And  all  so  kindly,  brother  to  brother. 

Helping  the  tidbits  to  each  other : 

*  A  slice  of  Southey  let  me  send  you  **  — 

^  This  cut  of  Campbell  I  recommend  you  *  — 

^  And  here,  my  friends,  is  a  treat  indeed, 

"  The  immortal  Wordsworth  fricassee'd  I  ** 

Thus  having,  the  cormorants,  fed  some  time, 
Upon  joints  of  poetry  — all  of  the  prime  — 
With  also  (as  Type  in  a  whisper  averr'd  it) 
^  Cold  prose  on  the  sideboard,  for  such  as  pr^rr^d 

it"  — 
They  rested  awhile  to  recruit  their  force. 
Then  pounc'd,  like  kites,  on  the  second  course. 
Which   was  singing    birds  merely  —  Moore    and 

others  — 
Who  aU  went  the  way  of  their  larger  brothers ; 
And,  num'rous  now  though  such  songsters  be, 
'Twas  really  quite  distressing  to  see 
A  whole  dishful  of  Toms  —  Moore,  Dibdin,  Bayly,  — 
Bolted  by  Type  and  Co.  so  gaily ! 

Nor  was  this  the  worst  —  I  shudder  to  think 
What  a  scene  was  disclosed  when  they  came  to  drink. 
The  warriors  of  Odin,  as  every  one  knows. 
Used  to  drink  out  of  skulls  of  slaughter'd  foes : 
And  Type's  old  port,  to  my  horror  I  found. 
Was  in  skulls  of  bards  sent  merrily  round. 
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And  still  as  each  well-fill'd  cranium  came, 
A  health  was  pledg'd  to  its  owner's  name ; 
While  Type  said  slilj,  midst  general  laughteri 
**  We  eat  them  up  first,  then  drink  to  them  aXt/erJ* 

There  was  no  standing  this  —  incensed  I  broke 
From  mj  bonds  of  sleep,  and  indignant  woke, 
Exclaiming, ''  Oh  shades  of  other  times, 
^  Whose  voices  still  sound,  like  deathless  chimes, 
"  Could  you  e'er  have  foretold  a  day  would  be, 
*^  When  a  dreamer  of  dreams  should  live  to  see 
^  A  party  of  sleek  and  honest  John  Bulls 
*  Hobnobbing  each  other  in  poets'  skulLil  * 
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CHUBCH  EXTENSION. 

TO  THX  BDITOB  OF  THB  MOBmrG  GHBOSIOLB. 

ttr— A  w«ll-kiu>wii  ftliMwfcml  traTeller,  whila  «mplojed  In  crpkitliifi 
■OBM  tfnM  dnoe,  tbe  sappoaed  ette  of  tbe  temple  of  Diaxuk  of  l^^hesiM,  mm 
■0  flMrtanato,  in  the  oonne  of  his  leBeaicheB,  as  to  light  upon  a  Texy  an- 
dsDt  bask  mamisoript,  wliioh  has  tamed  outj  on  examination,  to  be  part 
of  an  oJdBpliesian  newspaper;— a  newspaper  published,  as  yon  will  see, 
io  flor  back  as  the  time  when  Demetrius,  the  great  Shrine-Bxtendw,* 
flourished.  I  am,  Sfar,  yours,  eto. 

BPHB8IAN   OAZBTTB. 

Seeomi  tcSiiom, 
Important  eyent  for  the  rich  and  religious ! 

Great  Meeting  of  Silversmiths  held  in  Queen 

Square ;  — 

Qmrch  Extension,  their  object,  —  the'  excitement 

prodigious ;  —  [chair  I 

Demetrius,  head   man  of  the   craft,  takes  the 

Third  edition. 

The  Chairman  still  up,  when  our  deVl  came  away ; 

Having  prefac'd  his  speech  with  the  usual  state 

prayer,  [day, 

That  the  Three-headed  Dian  f  would  kindly,  this 

Take  the  Silversmiths'  Company  under  her  care. 

*  **  For  a  oertain  man  named  Demetrius,  a  Bilversmith,  which 
made  shrines  for  Diana,  brought  no  small  gain  unto  the  crafts- 
men;  whom  he  called  together  witU  the  workmen  of  like  occu- 
pation, and  said,  Sirs,  ye  know  that  by  this  craft  we  hay«  our 
wealth."  — ^c<i,xix. 

t  Tria  Virginis  ora  Diana 
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Being  ask'd  by  some  low,  unestablish'd  diyines, 
"  When  your  churches  are  up,  where  are  flocks  to 
begot?" 
He  manfully  answer'd,  ^  Let  us  build  the  shrines,* 
**  And  we  care  not  if  flocks  are  found  for  them  or 
not" 

He   then  added  —  to  show  that  the  Silversmiths' 
Gmld 
Were  above  all  oonfin'd  and  intolerant  views  — 
^  Only  pay  through  the  nose  to  the  altars  we  build, 
'<  You  may  pray  through  the  nose  to  what  altars 
you  choose." 

This  tolerance,  rare  &om  a  shrine-dealer's  lip 
(Though  a  tolerance  mix'd  with  due  taste  for  the 
till)  — 
So  much  charm'd  all  the  holders  of  scriptural  scrip. 
That  their  shouts  of  "Hear  I"   «  Hear  1 "  are  re- 
echoing stilL 

Fourth  edUkm, 
Great  stir  in  the  Shrine  Market !  altars  to  Phoebus 

Are  going  dog-cheap  —  may  be  had  for  a  rebus. 
Old  Dian's,  as  usual,  outsell  all  the  rest ;  — 

But  Venus's  also  are  much  in  request. 

*  The  ^  Shrines  **  are  supposed  to  have  been  small  ohniehes 
IT  ohapels,  a^oining  to  the  great  temples; — "Adicnls,  if 
inibiis  statose  reponebantnr.*'  — -Erasm. 
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LATEST  ACCOUNTS  FROM  OLYMPUS. 

&.8  news  from  Olympus  has  grown  rather  rare, 
Since  bards,  in  their  cruises,  have  ceas'd  to  touch 

there, 
We  extract  for  our  readers  the'  intelligence  given, 
Jn  our  latest  accounts  from  that  ci-devant  Heaven,  — 
That  realm  ci  the  Bj-gones,  where  stiU  sit,  in  state. 
Old  god^heads  and  nod-heads,  now  long  out  of  date. 

Jove  himself,  it  appears,  since  his  love-dajs  are  o'er, 

Seems  to  find  immortalitj  rather  a  bore ; 

Though  he  still  asks  for  news  of  earth's  capers  and 

(primes. 
And  reads  daily  his  old  fellow-Thund'rer,  the  Times. 
He  and  Vulcan,  it  seems,  by  their  wives  still  hen- 

pecJ^d  are. 
And  kept  on  a  stinted  allowance  of  nectar. 

Old  Phoebus,  poor  lad,  has  given  up  inspiration, 

And  pack'd  off  to  earth  on  a  |nf^speculation. 

The  fact  is,  he  found  his  old  shrines  had  grown  dim, 

Since  bards  look'd  to  Bentley  and  Colbum,  not  him. 

So,  he  sold  off  his  stud  of  ambrosia-fed  nags. 

Came  incog,  down  to  earth,  and  now  writes  for  the 

Mags;  [}^% 

Taking  care  that  his  work  not  a  gleam  hath  to  linger 
?rom  which  men  could  guess  that  the  god  had  a 

finger  in't 
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There  are  other  small  &ctSy  well  deserving  atten- 
tion, 
Of  which  our  Olympic  despatches  make  mention. 
Poor  Bacchus  is  still  yerj  ill,  they  allege, 
Having  never  recovered  the  Temperance  Fledge. 
"What,  the  Irish  I"  he  cried  — "those  I  look'd  Co 

the  most! 
"  If  they  give  up  the  spirit^  I  give  up  the  ghost :  ** 
While  Momus,  who  us'd  of  the  gods  to  make  fun. 
Is  tum'd  Socialist  now,  and  declares  there  are  none 

But  these  changes,  though  curious,  are  all  a  mere 

&rce 
Compared  to  the  new  "  casus  helli "  of  Mars, 
Who,  for  years,  has  been  suffering  the  horrors  of 

quietj 
Uncheer'd  by  one  glimmer  of  bloodshed  or  riot! 
In  vain  from  the  clouds  his  belligerent  l»row 
Did  he  pop  forth,  in  hopes  that  somewhere  or  some- 
how. 
Like  Pat  at  a  fair,  he  mig^t  "  coax  up  a  row : " 
But  the  joke  wouldn't  take — the  whole  world  had 

got  wiser; 
Men  liked  not  to  take  a  Great  Gun  for  adviser ; 
Ajid,  stiU  less,  to  march  in  fine  clothes  to  be  shot, 
Without  veiy  well  knowing  for  whom  or  for  what 
Che  French,  who  of  slaughter  had  had  their  full 

swing. 
Were  content  with  a  shot,  now  and  then,  at  tlieif 
King; 
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Wliile,  in  England,  good  fighting's  a  pastime  so  hard 

to  gain, 
Nobody's  left  to  fight  withj  bat  Lord  Cardigan. 

Tis  needless  to  saj,  then,  how  monstronslj  happj 
Old  Mars  has  been  made  by  what's  now  on  the  f€qn$ ; 
How  much  it  delights  him  to  see  the  French  railj. 
In  Liberty's  name,  around  Mehemet  Ali ; 
Well  knowing  that  Satan  himself  could  not  find 
A  confection  of  mischief  much  more  to  his  mind 
Than  the  old  Bonnet  Rouge  and  the  Bashaw  com- 

binU 
Right  well,  too,  he  knows,  that  there  ne'er  were 

attackers, 
Whatever  their  cause,  that  thej  didn't  find  backers  | 
While  any  slight  care  for  Humanity's  woes 
May  be  soothed  by  that  ^  Art  Diplomatique,"  which 

shows 
How  to  come,  in  the  most  approVd  method,  to  blows. 

This  is  all,  for  to-day — whether  Mars  is  much  vext 
At  his  friend  Thiers's  exit,  well  know  by  our  next 


THB  TRIUMPHS  OF  FARCB. 

OuB  earth,  as  it  rolls  through  the  regions  of  space, 
Wears  always  two  fiices,  th3  dark  and  the  sunny ; 

4nd  poor  human  life  runs  the  same  sort  of  race. 
Being  sad,  on  one  side  —  on  the  other  side,  fnnny 
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Thos  oft  we,  at  eye,  to  the  Haymarket  hie, 
To  weep  o'er  the  woes  of  Macreadj ;  —  but  scarce 

Hath  the  tear-drop  of  Tragedy  pass'd  from  the 
eje, 
When,  lo,  we're  all  laaghing  in  fits  at  the  Faroe. 

And  still  let  us  laugh — preach  the  world  as  it  may — 
Where  the  cream  of  the  joke  is,  the  swarm  will 
soon  follow ; 

Heroics  are  very  grand  things,  in  their  way, 

But  the  laugh  at  the  long  run  will  carry  it  hollow. 

For  instance,  what  sermon  on  human  affairs 

Could  equal  the  scene  that  took  place  t'other  day 

Twixt  Borneo  and  Louis  Philippe,  on  the  stairs  — 
The  Sublime  and  Ridiculous  meeting  half-way  I 

^       Yes,  Jocus !  gay  god,  whom  the  Gentiles  supplied. 
And  whose  worship  not  ey*n  among  Christiana 
declines. 
In  our  senate  thou'st    languish'd  since    Sheridan 
died. 
But  Sydney  still  keeps  thee  alive  in  our  shrines. 

Bare  Sydney!  thrice  honoured  the  stall  where  be 
sits, 
And  be  his  eVry  honour  he  deigneth  to  climb  at  I 
Had  England  a  hierarchy  form'd  all  of  wits, 
Who  but  Sydney  would  England  proclaim  as  iti 
primate  ? 
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And  long  may  he  flourish,  &ank,  merry,  and  brave  — 

A  Horace  to  hear,  and  a  Paschal  to  read ;  * 
While  he  laughs,  all  is  safe,  but,  when  Sydney  grows 
grave, 
We  shall  then  think  the  Church  is  in  danger 
indeed. 

Meanwhile,  it  much  glads  us  to  find  he's  preparing 
To  teach  other  bishops  to  "  seek  the  right  way ; "  f 

And  means  shortly  to  treat  the  whole  bench  to  an 
airing, 
Tust  such  as  he  gave  to  Charles  James  t'  other  day. 

For  our  parts,  though  gravity 's  good  for  the  soul, 
Such  a  fancy  have  we  for  the  side  that  there 's  fun 
on. 
We'd  rather  with  Sydney  south-west  take  a  "  stroll," 
Than   coczch  it  north-east  with  his   Lordship  of 
Lunnun. 

Some  parts  of  the  Provinciales  may  be  said  to  be  of  the 
highest  order  ofjeux  cfetprUf  or  sqnibs. 

t  "  This  stroll  in  the  metropolis  is  extremely  well  contrived 
for  your  Lordship's  speech ;  but  suppose,  my  dear  Lord,  that, 
instead  of  going  E.  and  N.  E.  you  had  turned  about,"  etc.  e*c.  — 
iTDVBT  Smith's  Lent  Letter  to  the  Bishop  o/Lomkm. 
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raOUGHTS  ON  PATRONS,  PUFFS,  AND  OTHEB 
MATTERS. 

nr  AN  KPISTLB  FBOM  T.  M.  TO  8.  B. 

What,  thou^  my  friend !  a  man  of  rhymes, 
And,  better  still,  a  man  of  guineas, 

To  talk  of  "  patrons,"  in  these  times. 

When  authors  thrive,  like  spinning-jennies, 

And  Arkwright's  twist  and  Bulwer's  page 

Alike  may  laugh  at  patronage ! 

No,  no  —  those  times  are  past  away. 

When,  doomed  in  upper  floors  to  star  it, 
The  bard  inscribed  to  lords  his  lay,  — 

Himself,  the  while,  my  Lord  Mountgarret. 
No  more  he  begs,  with  air  dependent. 
His  "  little  bark  may  sail  attendant " 

Under  some  lordly  skipper's  steerage ; 
But  launched  triumphant  in  the  Row, 
Or  ta'en  by  Murray's  self  in  tow. 

Cuts  both  Star  Charnber  and  the  peerage. 

Patrons,  indeed !  when  scarce  a  sail 
Is  whisk'd  from  England  by  the  gale. 
But  bears  on  board  some  authors,  shipp'd 
For  foreign  shores,  aU  well  equipped 
With  proper  book-making  machinery. 
To  sketch  the  morals,  manners,  scenery. 
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Of  all  such  lands  as  thcj  shall  see, 
Or  not  see,  as  the  case  may  be :  — 
It  being  enjoin'd  on  all  who  go 
To  study  first  Miss  Martineaii, 
And  leani  from  her  the  method  traOi 
To  do  one's  books  —  and  readers,  too. 
For  so  this  nymph  of  now  and  nerve 
Teaches  mankind  '^  How  to  Observe ;  ^ 
And,  lest  mankind  at  all  should  swerve, 
Teaches  them  also  ^  What  to  Observe.'^ 

No,  no,  my  Mend  —  it  can't  be  blink'd — 
The  Patron  is  a  race  extinct ; 
As  dead  as  any  Megatherion 
That  ever  Buckland  built  a  theory  oil 
Instead  of  bartering,  in  this  age. 
Our  praise  for  pence  and  patronage, 
We,  authors,  now,  more  prosperous  elve% 
Have  leam'd  to  patronize  ourselves ; 
And  since  all-potent  Puffing's  made 
The  life  of  song,  the  soul  of  trade. 
More  frugal  of  our  praises  grown, 
We  puff  no  merits  but  our  own. 

Unlike  those  feeble  gales  of  pnuse 
Which  critics  blew  in  former  days. 
Our  modem  pufi&  are  of  a  kind 
That  truly,  really  rcdse  the  wind; 
And  since  they've  fairly  set  in  blowing. 
We  find  them  the  best  /rcwfe-winds  going 
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'Stead  of  frequenting  paths  so  slippy 
As  her  old  haunts  near  Aganippe, 
The  Muse,  now,  taking  to  the  till, 
Has  open'd  shop  on  Ludgate  Hill 
(Far  handier  than  the  Hill  of  Pindus, 
As  seen  from  bard's  back  attic  windows) ; 
And  swallowing  there  without  cessation 
Large  draughts  (at  sight)  of  inspiration, 
Touches  the  nates  for  each  new  theme, 
While  still  fresh  "  change  comes  o'er  her  dreanu 

What  Steam  is  on  the  deep  —  and  more  — 
Is  the  vast  power  of  Puff  on  shore ; 
Which  jumps  to  glory's  future  tenses 
Before  the  present  ev'n  commences  ; 
And  makes  "  immortal "  and  ^  diyine  "  of  w 
Before  the  world  has  read  one  line  of  as. 

In  old  times,  when  the  God  of  Song 
Drove  his  own  two-horse  team  along^ 
Carrying  inside  a  bard  or  two, 
Book'd  for  posterity  "  all  through ;  **  — 
Their  luggage,  a  few  close-pack'd  rhymes, 
(Like  yours,  my  friend,)  for  afler-times  — 
So  slow  the  pull  to  Fame's  abode, 
That  folks  oft  slept  upon  the  road ;  — 
And  Homer's  sel^  sometimes,  they  say, 
Took  to  his  nightcap  on  the  way.* 

•  Aliqaando  bonus  dormitat  Homenu.  —  Hobat. 
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Ye  Gods !  how  different  is  the  story 
With  our  new  galloping  sons  of  glory, 
Who,  scorning  all  such  slack  and  slow  tune. 
Dash  to  posterity  in  no  time ! 
Raise  but  one  general  blast  of  Puff 
To  start  your  author  —  that's  enough. 
In  Tain  the  critics,  set  to  watch  him. 
Try  at  the  starting  post  to  catch  him : 
He  *s  off —  the  puffers  carry  it  hollow  — 
The  critics,  if  they  please,  may  follow. 
Ere  they  We  laid  down  their  first  positioDS, 
He's  fairly  blown  through  six  editions  I 
In  Tain  doth  Edinburgh  dispense 
Her  blue  and  yellow  pestilence 
(That  plague  so  awful  in  my  time 
To  young  and  touchy  sons  of  rhyme)  — 
The  Quarterly,  at  three  months'  date, 
To  catch  the'  Unread  One,  comes  too  late ; 
And  nonsense,  litter'd  in  a  hurry. 
Becomes  **  Immortal,"  spite  of  Murray. 

But,  bless  me  I  —  while  I  thus  keep  fooling, 
I  hear  a  Toice  cry,  "  Dinner's  cooling." 
That  postman,  too,  (who,  truth  to  tell, 
'Mong  men  of  letters  bears  the  bell,) 
Keeps  ringing,  ringing,  so  infernally 
That  I  mtut  stop  — 

Yours  sempitemally. 


Digitized 


by  Google 


320         SATIBIOAL  AND   HUMOROUS  POEMS. 


THOUGHTS    ON   MISCHIEF. 

BT  LORD   STANUST. 
(HIS  FIRST  ATTBMPT  Dff  VBRSB.) 

<*BTil,befhoaiiiygood.**     Miuom. 

How  yarious  are  the  inspirations 
Of  different  men,  in  different  nations  I 
As  genius  prompts  to  good  or  evil, 
Some  call  the  Muse,  some  raise  the  deviL 
Old  Socrates,  that  pink  of  sages, 
Kept  a  pet  demon,  on  board  wages, 
To  go  about  with  him  incog.. 
And  sometimes  give  his  wits  a  jog. 
So  Lyndhurst  in  our  day,  we  know, 
Keeps  fresh  relays  of  imps  below, 
To  forward,  from  that  nameless  spot, 
His  inspirations,  hot  and  hot 

But,  neat  as  are  old  Lyndhurst's  doings  — 
Beyond  eVn  Hecate's  "  hell-broth  "  brewings  - 
Had  1,  Lord  Stanley,  but  my  will, 
I'd  show  you  mischief  prettier  still ; 
Mischief,  combining  boyhoods'  tricks 
With  age's  sourest  politics; 
The  urchin's  freaks,  the  vet'ran's  gall, 
Both  duly  mix'd,  and  matchless  all ; 
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A  compound  nought  in  history  reaches 
But  Machiayel,  when  first  in  breeches  I 

Yes,  Mischief,  Groddess  multiform, 

Whene'er  thou,  witch-like,  rid'st  the  stom^ 

Let  Stanley  ride  cockhorse  behind  thee  — 

No  livelier  lackey  could  they  find  thee. 

And,  Groddess,  as  I'm  well  aware. 

So  mischief's  donB^  you  care  not  vsihtTt^ 

I  own,  'twill  most  mg  fancy  ticMe 

In  Paddyland  to  play  tlie  Pickle  \ 

Having  got  credit  for  inventing 

A  new,  brisk  method  of  tormenting — 

A  way,  they  call  the  Stanley  fashion, 

Which  puts  all  Ireland  in  a  passion ; 

So  neat  it  hits  the  mixture  due 

Of  injury  and  insult  too ; 

So  legibly  it  bears  upon't 

The  stamp  of  Stanley's  brazen  front 

Ireland,  we're  told,  means  land  of  ^; 
And  why  she's  so,  none  need  inquire, 
Who  sees  her  millions,  martial,  manly, 
Spat  upon  thus  by  me.  Lord  Stanley. 
Already  in  the  breeze  I  scent 
The  whiff*  of  coming  devilment ; 
Of  strife,  to  me  more  stirring  far 
Than  the'  Opium  or  the  Sulphur  war, 
Or  any  such  drug  ferments  are. 
VOL.  ni.  21 


Digitized 


by  Google 


122         SATIRICAL    AND    HUMOROUS   POEMS. 

Yes  —  sweeter  to  this  Tory  soul 
Than  all  such  pests,  firom  pole  to  pole. 
Is  the  rich,  "  swelter'd  venom  "  got 
By  stirring  Ireland's  "  charmed  pot ; "  • 
And,  thanks  to  practice  on  that  land, 
I  stir  it  with  a  master-hand. 

Again  thou  It  see,  when  forth  hath  gone 
The  War-Church  cry,  «  On,  Stanley,  on ! " 
How  Caravats  and  Shanavests 
Shall  swarm  fit>m  out  their  mountain  nests. 
With  all  their  merry  moonlight  brothers. 
To  whom  the  Church  («^-dame  to  others) 
Hath  been  the  best  of  nursing  mothers. 
Again  o'er  Erin's  rich  domain 
Shall  Rockites  and  right  reverends  reign ; 
And  both,  exempt  fi*om  vulgar  toil, 
Between  them  share  that  titheful  soil ; 
Puzzling  ambition  which  to  climb  at, 
The  post  of  Captain,  or  of  Primate. 

And  so,  long  life  to  Church  and  Co.  — 
Hurrah  for  mischief!  —  here  we  ga 

*<  Swelter'd  venom,  sleeping  got, 
Boa  thoa  first  i'  the  ohanned  pok** 
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EPISTLE  FROM  CAPTAIN  ROCK  TO  LORD 
LYNDHURST. 

Dbar  Lyndhurst,  —  you  11  pardon  my  making  thus 
free, — 

But  form  is  all  fudge  'twixt  such  "  comrogues  "  as  we, 

Who,  whatever  the  smooth  views  we,  in  public,  may 
drive  at. 

Have  both  the  same  praiseworthy  object,  in  pri- 
vate— 

Namely,  never  to  let  the  old  regions  of  riot. 

Where  Rock  hath  long  reign'd,  have  one  instant  of 
quiet. 

But  keep  Ireland  still  in  that  liquid  we've  taught 
her 

To  love  more  tlian  meat,  drink,  or  clothing  —  hoi 
water. 

All  the  difference  betwixt  you  and  me,  as  I  take  it, 
Is  simply,  that  you  make  the  law  and  /break  it ; 
And  never,  of  big-wigs  and  small,  were  there  two 
Play*d  so  well  into  each  other's  hands  as  we  do ; 
Insomuch,  that  the  laws  you  and  yours  manufacture, 
Seem  all  made  express  for  the  Rock-boys  to  fracture* 
Not  Birmingham's  self — to  her  shame  be  it  spoken— 
E'er  made  things  more  neatly  contrived  to  be  broken; 
And  hence,  I  confess,  in  this  island  religious, 
The  breakage  of  laws  —  and  of  heads  is  prodigious. 
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And  long  may  it  thrive,  my  Ex-Bigwig,  say  I,  — 
Though,  of  late,  much  I  fear'd  all  our  fun  was  gon« 

by; 
As,  except  when  some  tithe-hunting  parson  show'd 

sport, 
Some  rector — a  cool  hand  at  pistols  and  port. 
Who  "  keeps  dry  "  his  pawder^  but  never  himself — 
One  who,  leaving  his  Bible  to  rust  on  the  shelf. 
Sends  his  pious  texts  home,  in  the  shape  of  ball- 
cartridges. 
Shooting  his  "  dearly  beloved,"  like  partridges ;  — 
Except  when  some  hero  of  this  sort  tum'd  out, 
Or,  the'  Exchequer  sent,  flaming,  its  tithe-writs* 

about  — 
A  contrivance  more  neat,  I  may  say,  without  flattery, 
Than  e'er  yet  was  thought  of  for  bloodshed  and  bat- 
tery; 
So  neat,  that  even  /might  be  proud,  I  allow. 
To  have  hit  off  so  rich  a  receipt  for  a  row  ; — 
Except  for  such  rigs  turning  up,  now  and  then, 
I  was  actually  growing  the  dullest  of  men ; 
And,  had  this  blank  flt  been  allow'd  to  increase, 
Mi^t  have  snor'd  myself  down  to  a  Justice  of  Peace 
Like  you,  Reformation  in  Church  and  in  State 
Is  the  thing  of  all  things  I  most  cordially  hate. 
If  once  these  curst  Ministers  do  as  they  like. 
All's  o'er,  my  good  Lord,  with  your  wig  and  my 
pike, 

*  Exchequer  tithe  processes,  served  nnder  a  commission  o/ 
Mbelilon.  —  Chronicle, 
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/bid  one  may  be  hung  up  on  t*  othex,  henceforth, 
Just  to  show  what  such  Captains  and  Chanclkn 
were  worth. 


But  we  must  not  despair — ev*n  abeady  Hope  i 
You're  about,  my  bold  Baron,  to  kick  up  a  breeze 
Of  tilie  true  baffling  sort,  such  as  suits  me  and  you, 
Who  have  box'd  the  whole  compass  of  party  right 

through. 
And  care  not  one  farthing,  as  all  the  world  knows, 
So  we  hU  raise  the  wind,  from  what  quarter  it  blows, 
Forgive  me,  dear  Lord,  that  thus  rudely  I  dare 
My  own  small  resources  with  thine  to  compare : 
Not  eVn  Jerry  Didler,  in  "  raising  the  wind,"  durst 
Compete,  for  one  instant,  with  thee,  my  dear  Lynd-* 

hurst. 

But,  hark,  there  s  a  shot  I  —  some  parsonic  practi- 
tioner ? 
No  —  merely  a  bran-new  Rebellion  Commissioner ; 
The  Courts  having  now,  with  true  law  erudition, 
Put  even  Rebellion  itself  "  in  commission.'' 
As  seldom,  in  this  way,  I'm  any  man's  debtor, 
111  just  pay  my  shaty  and  then  fold  up  this  letter. 
In  the  mean  time,  hurrah  for  the  Tories  and  Rocks 
Hurrah  for  the  parsons  who  fleece  well  their  flocks  I 
Hurrah  for  all  mischief  in  all  ranks  and  spheres, 
^d,  above  all,  hurrah  for  that  dear  House  of  Peers 
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CAPTAIN  ROCK  IN  LONDON. 

UETTBB  FROM  THB  OAFTAIN  TO  TEBBT  ALT,  ESQ.* 

Hebe  I  am,  at  head-quarters,  dear  Terry,  once 

more, 
Deep  in  Tory  designs,  as  I've  oft  been  before :  — 
For,  bless  them  !  if  'twas  n't  for  this  wrong-headed 

crew, 
You  and  I,  Terry  Alt,  would  scarce  know  what  to 

do; 
So  ready  they're  always,  when  dull  we  are  growing, 
To  set  our  old  concert  of  discord  a-going, 
While    Lyndhurst's  the  lad,  with  his  Tory-Whig 

face. 
To  play,  in  such  concert,  the  true  double-base. 
I  had  fear'd  this  old  prop  of  my  realm  was  begin- 
ning 
To  tire  of  his  course  of  political  sinning, 
,ftjid,  like  Mother  C!ole,  when  her  heyday  was  past^ 
Meant,  by  way  of  a  change,  to  try  virtue  at  last. 
But  I  wrong'd  the  old  boy,  who  as  staunchly  6» 

rides 
All  reform  in  himself  as  in  most  things  besides ; 
And,  by  using  two  faces  through  life,  all  allow. 
Has  acquir'd  face  sufficient  for  any  thing  now* 

•  The  snbordiuate  officer  or  lieutenant  of  Captain  Rock. 
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In  short,  he's  all  right ;  and,  if  mankind's  old  foe. 
My  "  Lord  Harry  *'  himself —  who's  the  leader,  we 

know, 
Of  another  red-hot  Opposition,  helow  — 
If  that  '*  Lord,**  in  his  well-known  discemmenti  but 

spares 
Me  and  Lyndhurst,  to  look  after  Ireland's  affairs, 
We  shall  soon  such  a  region  of  devilment  make  it^ 
That  Old  Nick  himself  for  his  own  may  mistake  it 

Ev'n  already  —  long  life  to  such  Big-wigs,  say  I, 
For,  as  long  as  they  flourish,  we  Rocks  cannot  die  — 
He  has  serv'd  our  right  riotous  cause  by  a  speech 
Whose  perfection  of  mischief  he  only  could  reach ; 
As  it  shows  off  both  his  and  my  merits  alike, 
Both  the  swell  of  the  wig,  and  the  point  of  the  pike ; 
Mixes  up,  with  a  skill  which  one  can't  but  admire. 
The  lawyer's  cool  craft  with  the'  incendiary's  fire. 
And  enlists,  in  the  gravest,  most  plausible  manner. 
Seven  millions  of  souls  under  Bocker3r's  banner  I 

Oh  Terry,  my  man,  let  this  speech  never  die ; 
Through  the  regions  of  Rockland,  like  flame,  let  it  fly ; 
Let  each  syllable  dark  the  Law-Oracle  uttered 
By  all  Tipperary's  wild  echoes  be  muttered. 
Till  nought  shall  be  heard,  over  hill,  dale,  or  flood, 
But  <*  You're  aliens  in  language^  in  creed,  and  in 

Uoodr 
While  voices,  from  sweet  Connemara  afar, 
lihali  answer  like  true  Irish  echoes,  *'  We  are  I  * 
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And,  though  false  be  the  cry,  and  though  sense  most 

abhor  it. 
Still  the'  echoes  maj  quote  Lom  authority  for  it, 
And  nought  Ljmdhurst  cares  for  my  spread  of 

dominion 
80  he,  in  the  end,  touches  cash  ^  for  the'  opintan/* 

But  I've  no  time  for  more,  my  dear  Terry,  just  now, 
Being  busy  in  helping  these  Lords  through  their  row. 
They're  bad  hands  at  mob-work,  but,  once  they 

begm, 
They  11  have  plenty  of  practice  to  break  them  well  ia 
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TO  THB 


-PUDGE  FAMILY  IN  PABIS." 
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PREFACE. 


The  name  of  the  country  town,  in  England  —  a 
irell-known  fashionable  watering-place  —  in  which 
the  events  that  gave  rise  to  the  following  corres- 
pondence occurred,  is,  for  obvious  reasons,  suppressed. 
The  interest  attached,  however,  to  the  facts  and 
personages  of  the  story,  renders  it  independent  of  all 
time  and  place ;  and  when  it  is  recollected  that  the 
whole  train  of  romantic  circumstances  so  fully  un- 
folded in  these  Letters  has  passed  during  the  short 
period  which  has  now  elapsed  since  the  great  Meet- 
ings in  Exeter  Hall,  due  credit  will,  it  is  hoped,  be 
allowed  to  the  Editor  for  the  rapidity  with  which  he 
has  brought  the  details  before  the  Public ;  while,  at 
the  same  time,  any  errors  that  may  have  been  the 
result  of  such  haste  will,  he  trustSi  with  equal  oon- 
•ideration,  be  pardoned. 
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LETTER  I. 

FBOM   PATRICK   MAGAN,  ESQ.,  TO  THE   RET.  RICHARD 
CURATE  OF  ,  IM  IRELAND. 

Who  d'ye  think  we've  got  here?  —  quite  reformed 
from  the  giddy, 

Fantastic  young  thing,  that  once  made  such  a 
noise  — 
Why,   the   famous   Miss   Fudge  —  that  delectable 
Biddy, 

Whom  you  and  I  saw  once  at  Paris,  when  boys, 
In  the  full  blaze  of  bonnets,  and  ribands,  and  airs  — 

Such 'a  thing  as  no  rainbow  hath  colours  to  paint; 
Ere  time  had  reduced  her  to  wrinkles  and  prayers. 

And  the  Flirt  found  a  decent  retreat  in  the  Saint. 
Poor  '*  Pa  "  hath  popp'd  off — gone,  as  charity  judges, 
To  some  choice  Elysium  reserved  for  the  Fudges ; 
And  Miss,  with  a  fortune,  besides  expectations 
From  some  much-revered  and  much-palsied  relations, 
Now  wants  but  a  husband,  with  requisites  meet,  — 
Age  thirty  or  thereabouts  —  stature  six  feet, 
And  warranted  godly  — to  make  all  complete. 
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Nota  bene  —  a  Churchman  would  suit,  if  he  s  highj 
But  Socinians  or  Catholics  need  not  apply. 

What  say  you,  Dick?  doesn't  this  tempt  your  am 
bition  ? 
The  whole  wealth  of  Fudge,  that  renown'd  man 
of  pith, 

All  brought  to  the  hammer,  for  Church  competi- 
tion,— 
Sole  encumbrance.  Miss  Fudge  to  be  taken  there- 
with. 

Think,  my  boy,  for  a  Curate  how  glorious  a  catch  t 

While,  instead  of  the  thousands  of  souls  you  now 
watch. 

To  save  Biddy  Fudge's  is  all  you  need  do  ; 

And  her  purse  will,  meanwhile,  be  the  saving  of  you. 

You  may  ask,  Dick,  how  comes  it  that  I,  a  poor  elf. 
Wanting  substance  ev'n  more  than '  your  spiritual 

self, 
Should  thus  generously  lay  my  own  claims  on  the 

shelf. 
When,  God  knows !  there  ne'er  was  young  gentleman 

yet 
So  much  lack'd  an  old  spinster  tc  rid  him  from  debt 
Or  had  cogenter  reasons  than  mine  to  assail  her 
With  tender  love-suit  —  at  the  suit  of  his  tailor. 

But  thereby  there  hangs  a  soft  secret,  my  friend, 
Which  thus  to  your  reverend  breast  I  commend : 
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Biiss  Fudge  hath  a  niece  —  sudi  a  cieature !  —  with 
eyes 

Like  those  sparklers  that  peep  out  from  summer- 
night  skies 

At  astronomers-rojal,  and  laugh  with  delight 

To  see  elderly  gentlemen  spying  all  night 

While  her  figure  —  oh,  bring  all  the  graoffuUesI 

things 
That  are  borne  through  the  light  air  by  feet  or  by 

wings, 
Not  a  single  new  grace  to  that  form  could  they  teachi 
Which  combines  in  itself  the  perfection  of  each ; 
While,  rapid  or  slow,  as  her  fairy  feet  fall. 
The  mute  music  of  symmetry  modulates  all. 

Ne'er,  in  short,  was  there  creature  more  form'd  to 
bewilder 

A  gay  youth  like  me,  who  of  castles  aerial 
(And  only  of  such)  am,  God  help  me !  a  builder ; 

Still  peopling  each  mansion  with  lodgers  ethereal, 
And  now,  to  this  nymph  of  the  seraph-like  eye. 
Letting  out,  as  you  see,  my  first  floor  next  the  sky.* 

But,  alas  I  nothing's  perfect  on  earth  —  even  she, 
This  divine  little  gipsy,  does  odd  things  sometimes ; 

Talks  learning — looks  wise  (rather  painful  to  see), 
Prints  already  in  two  County  papers  her  rhymes ; 

*  That  floor  which  a  facetious  garreteer  called  **  le  premier 
«i  descendant  da  ciel.'* 
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And  raves  —  the  sweet,  charming^  absurd  little  dear 
About  Amulets,  Bijous,  and  Keepsakes,  next  year, 
In  a  manner  which  plainly  bad  symptoms  portends 
Qf  that  Annual  blue  fit,  so  distressing  to  friends ; 
A  fit  which,  though  lasting  but  one  short  edition, 
Leaves  the  patient  long  after  in  sad  inanition. 

However,  let  *s  hope  for  the  best  —  and,  meanwhile. 

Be  it  mine  still  to  bask  in  the  niece's  warm  smile ; 

While  you,  if  you're  wise,  Didk,  will  play  the  gallant 

(Uphill  work,  I  confess,)  to  her  Saint  of  an  Aunt. 

Think,  my  boy,  for  a  youngster  like  you,  who've  a 
lack. 
Not  indeed  of  rupees,  but  of  all  other  specie, 

What  luck  thus  to  find  a  kind  witch  at  your  back, 
An  old  goose  with  gold  eggs,  from  all  debts  to  re- 
lease ye ! 

Never  mind,  tho'  the  spinster  be  reverend  and  thin, 
What  are  all  the  Three  Graces  to  her  Three  per 
Cents.? 

While  her  acres!  —  oh  Dick,  it  don't  matter  one 
pin 
How  she  touches  the'  affections,  so  ^ou  touch  the 
rents; 

And  Love  never  looks  half  so  pleas'd  as  when,  bless 
him,  he 

Sings  to  an  old  lady's  purse  "  Open,  Sesame." 

By  the  way,  I've  just  heard,  in  my  walks,  a  report^ 
Which  if  true  will  insure  for  your  visit  some  sport 
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Tis  rumour'd  our  Manager  means  to  bespeak 

The  Church  tumblers  from  Exeter  Hall  for  next 

we^; 
And  certainly  ne'er  did  a  queerer  or  rummer  set 
Throw,  for  th'  amusement  of  Christians,  a  summerseL 
Tis  fear'd  their  chief  "Merriman,"  C — ^ke,  cannot 

come, 
Being  called  off,  at  present,  to  play  Punch  at  home  ;* 
And  the  loss  of  so  practis'd  a  wag  in  divinity 
Will  grieve  much  all  lovers  of  jokes  on  the  Trinity ;  — 
His  pun  on  the  name  Unigenitus,  lately 
Having  pleas'd  Robert  Taylor,  the  Reverend,  gready.f 

Twill  prove  a  sad  drawback,  if  absent  he  be, 
As  a  wag  Presbyterian's  a  thing  quite  to  see ; 
And,  'mong  the  Five  Points  of  the  Calvinists,  none 

of 'em 
Ever  yet  reckon'd  a  point  of  wit  one  of  *em. 
But  ev'n  though  depriv'd  of  this  comical  elf. 
We've  a  host  of  huffoni  in  Murtagh  himself. 


*  See  the  Dublin  Erening  Pott,  of  the  9th  of  this  month 
(July),  for  an  account  of  a  scene  which  lately  took  place  at  a 
meeting  of  the  Synod  of  Ulster,  in  which  the  performance  of  the 
above-mentioned  part  by  the  personage  in  question  appears  to 
have  been  worthy  of  all  his  former  reputation  in  that  line. 

t  **  All  are  punsters  if  they  have  wit  to  be  so ;  and  therefore 
when  an  Irishman  has  to  commence  with  a  Bull,  you  will  nat- 
urally pronounce  it  a  huU.  (A  laugh.)  Allow  me  to  bring  be- 
fore you  the  famous  Bull  that  is  called  Unigenitus,  referring  to 
Jie  only-begotten  Son  of  God." — Report  (^  ikt  Rev.  Doctor' 
Speech  June  20  in  tJie  Record  Netoqtaptr, 
VOL.  III.  22 
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Who  of  all  the  whole  troop  is  chief  mummer  and 

mime. 
As  C — ke  takes  the  Grovnd  Tumbling,  he  the  &i&- 

lime  ;  * 
And  of  him  we're  quite  certain,  so,  pray,  come  In 

time. 


LETTER  II. 

FBOM  MISS  BIDDT  FUDOB,  TO  MBS.  ELIZABETH- 


Just  in  time  for  the  post,  dear,  and  monstrously  busy, 
With  godly  concernments — and  worldly  ones,  too; 
Things  carnal  and  spiritual  mix'd,  my  dear  Lizzy, 
In  this  little  brain  till,  bewilder'd  and  dizzy, 
'Twixt  heaven  and  earth,  I  scarce  know  what  I 
do. 

First  I've  been  to  see  all  the  gay  fashions  from  Town, 
Which  our  favourite  Miss  Gimp  for  the  spring  has 

had  down. 
Sleeves  still  worn  (which  /think  is  wise),  a  lafoUe, 
Charming  hats,  pou  de  soie  —  though  the  shape 

rather  drolL 
But  you  can't  think  how  nicely  the  caps  of  (idle  lace, 
With  the  menionnieres,  look  on  this  poor  siafiil  face ; 

*  lu  the   language  of  the   play-bills,  ''Ground  and   Ii^% 
I'umbling." 
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A.nd  I  mean,  if  the  Lord  in  his  mercy  thinks  rights 
To  wear  one  at  Mrs.  Fitz-wigram's  to-night. 

The  silks  are  quite  heav*nly :  —  I'm  glad,  too,  to  say, 
Gimp  herself  grows  more  godly  and   good  every 

day; 
Hath  had  sweet  experience  —  yea,  ev*n  doth  begin 
To  turn  from  the  Gentiles,  and  put  away  sin  — 
And  all  since  her  last  stock  of  goods  was  laid  in. 
What  a  blessing  one's  milliner,  careless  of  pelf. 
Should  thus  "  walk  in  newness  "  as  well  as  one's  self! 

So  much  for  the  blessings,  the  comforts  of  Spirit 
I've  had  since  we  met,  and  they're  more  than  I 

merit !  — 
Poor,  sinful,  weak  creature  in  every  respect. 
Though  ordain*d  (God  knows  why)  to  be  one  of  the' 

Elect. 
But  now  for  the  picture's  reverse.  —  You  remember 
That  footman  and  cook-maid  I  hired  last  December ; 
J2c,  a  Baptist  Particular  —  she,  of  some  sect 
Not  particular,  I  fancy,  in  any  respect ; 
But  desirous,  poor  thing,  to  be  fed  with  the  Word, 
And  "  to  wait,"  as  she  said, "  on  Miss  Fudge  and  the 

Lord." 

Well,  my  dear,  of  all  men,  that  Particular  Baptist 
At  preaching  a  sermon,  off  hand,  was  the  aptest ; 
And,  long  as  he  staid,  do  him  justice,  more  rich  in 
8weet  savours  of  doctrine  there  never  was  kitchen. 
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He  preach'd  in  the  parlour,  he  preach'd  in  the  hall, 
He  preach'd  to  the  chambermaids,  scullions,  and  all 

All  heard  with  delight  his  reprovings  of  sin, 
But  above  all,  the  cook-maid ;  —  oh,  ne'er  would  she 

tire  — 
Though,  in  learning  to  save  sinful  souls  from  the  fire 
She  would  oft  let  the  soles  she  was  frying  fall  in. 
(God  forgive  me  for  punning  on   points  thus  of 

piety !  — 
A  sad  trick  IVe  leam'd  in  Bob's  heathen  society.) 
But  ah  I  there  remains  still  the  worst  of  my  tale ; 
Come,  Ast'risks,  and  help  me  the  sad  truth  to  veil  — 
Conscious  stars,  that  at  ev'n  your  own  secret  turn  pale . 
«  «  «  «  « 

«  «  «  «  « 

In  short,  dear,  .this  preaching  and  psalm-singing  pair, 
Chosen  "vessels  of  mercy,"  as  /thought  they  were. 
Have  together  this  last  week  eloped  ;  making  bold 
To  whip  off  as  much  goods  as  both  vessels  could 

hold —  [shelves, 

Not  forgetting  some  scores  of  sweet  Tracts  from  my 
Two  Family  Bibles  as  large  as  themselves, 
And  besides,  from  the  drawer  —  I  neglecting  to  lock 

it  — 
My  neat "  Morning  Manna,  done  up  for  the  pocket"  * 

•  "  Morning  Manna,  or  British  Verse-book,  neatly  done  up  for 
the  pocket,'*  and  chiefly  intended  to  assist  the  members  of  the 
British  Verse  Association,  whose  design  is,  we  are  told,  "  to  in- 
luc«  tho  inhabitat  ts  of  Great  Britain  and  Ireland  to  commit  on« 
ftDd  the  same  verse  of  Scripture  to  memory  every  morning.   Al* 
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Wftt  there  e'er  known  a  oaie  lo  distreanng,  dear 

Liz? 
It  has  made  me  qoite  ill: — and  the  worst  of  it  is. 
When  rogues  are  a/Z  pious,  *t  is  hard  to  detect 
Which  rogues  are  the  reprobate,  which  the  elect 
This  man  "  had  a  coZ?,**  he  said— impudent  mockery ! 
What  call  had  he  to  m^  linen  and  crockery  ? 

Fm  now,  and  have  been  for  this  week  past,  in  chase 
Of  some  godly  young  couple  this  pair  to  replace. 
The  inclos'd  two  announcements  have  just  met  my 

eyes, 
In  that  ven'rable  Monthly  where  Saints  advertise 
For  such  temporal  comforts  as  this  world  supplies ;  * 
And  the  fruits  of  the  Spirit  are  properly  made 
An  essential  in  every  craft,  calling,  and  trade. 


ready,  it  is  known,  seyeral  thotuand  persons  in  Scotland,  besidon 
tens  of  thousands  in  America  and  Africa,  are  every  monmg 
homing  the  iame  verse. 

*  The  Evangelical  Magazine.  —  A  few  specimens  taken  at 
random  from  the  wrapper  of  this  highly  esteemed  periodical 
will  fully  justify  the  character  which  Miss  Fudge  has  here 
given  of  it.  "Wanted,  in  a  pious  pawnbroker's  family,  an 
active  lad  as  an  apprentice."  **  Wanted,  as  housemaid,  a 
young  female  who  has  been  brought  to  a  saving  knowledge  of 
the  truth."  "  Wanted  immediately,  a  man  of  decided  piety, 
V>  assist  in  the  baking  business."  "  A  gentleman  who  imdw- 
t^'ttnds  the  Wine  Trade  is  desirous  of  entering  into  partnership, 
•to.  etc.  He  is  not  desirous  of  being  connected  with  any  ona 
irhose  system  of  business  is  not  of  the  strictest  integrity  as  in 
the  sight  of  God,  and  seeks  connection  only  with  a  truly 
inao,  either  Churchman  or  Dissenter  " 
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Where  the'  attorney  requires  for  his  'prentice  som^ 

youth 
Who  has  '^  leam'd  to  fear  Grod  and  to  walk  in  the 

truth;" 
Where  the  sempstress,  in  search  of  employment, 

declares, 
That  pay  is  no  object,  so  she  can  have  prayers ; 
And  the'  Establish'd  Wine  Company  proudly  gives 

out 
That  the  whole  of  the  firm,  Co.  and  all,  are  devout 

Happy  London,  one  feels,  as  one  reads  o'er  the  pages, 
Where  Saints  are  so  much  more  abundant  than  sages; 
Where  Parsons  may  soon  be  all  laid  on  the  shelf, 
As  each  Cit  can  cite  chapter  and  verse  for  himself, 
And  the  serious  frequenters  of  market  and  dock 
All  lay  in  religion  as  part  of  their  stock.* 

*  According  to  the  late  Mr.  Irving,  there  is  even  a  peculiar 
form  of  theology  got  up  expressly  for  the  money-market  **I 
know  how  far  wide,"  he  says,  "of  the  mark  my  views  of 
Christ's  work  in  the  flesh  will  be  viewed  by  those  who  are 
working  with  the  stock-jobbing  theology  of  the  religious  world." 
^  Let  these  preachers,"  he  adds,  "  (for  I  will  not  call  them  theo- 
logians), cry  up,  broker-like,  their  article." 

Morning  Watch,  —  No.  iii.  442,  448. 

From  the  statement  of  another  writer,  in  the  same  publica- 
tion, it  would  appear  that  the  stock-brokers  have  even  set  up 
a  new  Divinity  of  their  own.  "  This  shows,"  says  the  writer 
in  question,  "that  the  doctrine  of  the  union  between  Christ 
and  his  members  is  quite  as  essential  as  that  of  substitution, 
by  taking  which  latter  alone  the  Stock-Exchange  DMnity  hat 
been  produced."  —  No.  x.  p.  876. 

Among  tiie  ancients,  we  know  the  money-market  was  pro 
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Who  can  tell  to  what  lengths  we  may  go  on  im- 
proving, 

When  thus  thro'  all  London  the  Spirit  keeps  moving^ 

And  lieaven  's  so  in  vogue,  that  each  shop  adver^^- 
ment 

Is  now  not  so  much  for  the  earth  as  the  skies  meant  ? 

P.  S. 
Have  mislaid  the  two  paragraphs — can't  stop  to  look, 
But  both  describe  charming — both   Footman  and 

Cook. 
She,  "  decidedly  pious  "  —  with  pathos  deplores 
The'  increase  of  French  cook'ry,  and  sin  on  our 

shores ; 
And  adds  —  (while  for  fiirther  accounts  she  refers 
To  a  great  Gospel  preacher,  a  cousin  of  hers,) 
That  '^though   some   make    their   Sabbaths    mere 

matter-of-fun  days, 
She  asks  but  for  tea  and  the  Gospel,  on  Sundays." 
The  footman,too,  full  of  the  true  saving  knowledge ;  — 
Has  late  been  to  Cambridge  —  to  Trinity  College ; 
Serv'd  last  a  young  gentleman,  studying  divinity. 
But  left  —  not  approving  the  morals  of  Trinity. 

P.S. 

I  inclose,  too,  according  to  promise,  some  scraps 
Of  my  Journal  —  that  Day-book  I  keep  of  my 
heart; 

vided  with  more  than  one  presiding  Deity — **De«  Peciinis 
Hays  an  ancient  anther^  commendabantur  ut  pecnnioei  esient** 
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Where,  at  some  little  items,  (partaking,  perhaps, 
More  of  earth  than  of  heaven,)  thy  pnid*ry  may 

start. 
And  suspect  something  tender,  sly  girl  as  thou  art 
For  the  present,  I'm   mute  —  but,  whatever  may 

befaU, 
Recollect,  dear,  (in  Hebrews,  xiii.  4,)  St  Paul 
Hath  himself  declared,  '^  marriage  is  honourable  io 
all/' 


EXTRACTS  FROM  MY  DIARY. 

JfOMfafL 

Tbied  a  new  chUl^  gown  on  —  pretty. 

No  one  to  see  me  in  it  —  pity ! 

Flew  in  a  passion  with  Friz,  my  maid  ;  — 

The  Lord  forgive  me  1  —  she  look'd  dismay'd ; 

But  got  her  to  sing  the  100th  Psahn, 

While  she  curFd  my  hair,  which  made  me  cahn. 

Nothing  so  soothes  a  Christian  heart 

As  sacred  music  —  heavenly  art  I 


At  two,  a  visit  from  Mr.  Magan  — 

A  remarkably  handsome,  nice  young  man ; 

And,  all  Hibernian  though  he  be. 

As  civiliz'd,  strange  to  say,  as  we  I 

I  own  this  young  man's  spiritual  state 
Hath  much  engross'd  my  thoughts  of  late ; 


Tuetcktg, 
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And  I  mean,  as  soon  as  my  niece  is  gone. 
To  have  some  talk  with  him  thereupon. 

At  present,  I  nought  can  do  or  say, 

But  that  troublesome  child  is  in  the  way : 

Nor  is  Uiere,  I  think,  a  doubt  that  he 

Would  also  her  absence  much  prefer, 
As  oil,  while  listening  intent  to  me, 

He 's  forc'd,  from  politeness,  to  look  at  her. 

Heigho  I  —  what  a  blessing  should  Mr.  Magan 
Turn  out,  after  all,  a  ^  renewed  **  young  man ; 
And  to  me  should  foil  the  task,  on  earth. 
To  assist  at  the  dear  youth's  second  birth. 
Blest  thought !  and,  ah,  more  blest  the  tie, 
Were  it  heaven's  high  will,  that  he  and  I  ^- 
But  I  blush  to  write  the  nuptial  word  — 
Should  wed,  as  St  Paul  says,  " in  the  Lord;* 
Not  this  world's  wedlock — gross,  galliint. 
But  pure  —  as  when  Amram  married  his  aunt 

Our  ages  differ  —  but  who  would  count 
One's  natural  sinful  life's  amount. 
Or  look  in  the  Register's  vulgar  page 
For  a  regular  twice-bom  Christian's  age. 
Who,  blessed  privilege !  only  then 
Begins  to  live  when  he 's  bom  again. 

And,  counting  in  this  way  —  let  roe  see— « 
I  myself  but  five  years  old  shall  be, 
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And  dear  Magan,  when  th'  event  takes  plaoe. 
An  actual  new-born  child  of  grace  — 
Should  Heav'n  in  mercy  so  dispose  — 
A  six-foot  baby,  in  $waddUng  clothes. 

Finding  myself,  by  some  good  &te, 

With  Mr.  Magan  left  tete-a-tete^ 

Had  just  begun  —  having  stirr'd  the  fire, 

And  drawn  my  chair  near  his  —  to  inquire 

What  his  notions  were  of  Original  Sin, 

When  that  naughty  Fanny  again  bounc'd  in ; 

And  all  the  sweet  things  I  had  got  to  say 

Of  the  Flesh  and  the  Devil  were  whisk'd  away  I 

Much  grieved  to  observe  that  Mr.  Magan 

Is  actually  pleased  and  amused  with  Fan ! 

What  charms  any  sensible  man  can  see 

In  a  child  so  foolishly  young  as  she  — 

But  just  eighteen,  come  next  May-day, 

With  eyes,  like  herself,  full  of  nought  but  play  — • 

by  I  own,  an  exceeding  puzzle  to  me. 
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LETTER  III, 

VBOM  MIB8  FANNT  FUDOB,  TO  HEB  COUSIN,  MISS  KIXTT  •*— % 

STANZAS  (INCLOSED) 
TO   MY   SHADOW;   OR,   WHY?  —  WHAT?  —  HOW? 

Dark  comrade  of  my  path !  while  earth  and  sky 
Thus  wed  their  charms,  in  bridal  light  arrayed, 

Why  in  this  bright  hour,  walk'st  thou  ever  nigh, 
Blackening  my  footsteps  with  thy  length  of  shade— 
Dark  comrade,  Why? 

Thou  mimic  Shape  that,  mid  these  flowery  soenesi 
Glidest  beside  me  o'er  each  sunny  spot, 

Sadd'ning  them  as  thou  goest  —  say,  what  means 
So  dark  an  adjunct  to  so  bright  a  lot  — 
Grim  goblin,  What  ? 

Still,  as  to  pluck  sweet  flowers  I  bend  my  brow. 

Thou  bendest,  too  —  then  risest  when  I  riser- 
Bay,  mute  mysterious  Thing !  how  is 't  that  thou 
Thus  com'st  between  me  and  those  blessed  skies-— 
Dim  shadow.  How  ? 

(additional  stanza,  bt  another  hand.) 

Thus  said  I  to  that  Shape,  far  less  in  grudge 
T'han  gloom  of  soul ;  while,  as  I  eager  cried, 
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Oh  Why  ?  What  ?  How  ?  —  a  Voice,  that  one  might 
judge 
To  be  some  Irish  echo's,  faint  replied. 

Oh,  fudge,  fudge,  fudge  I 

You  have  here,  dearest  Coz,  my  last  lyric  effusion ; 
And,  with  it,  that  odious  ^^  additional  stanza," 

Which  Aunt  wiU  insist  I  must  keep,  as  conclusion. 
And  which,  you'll  at  once  see,  is  Mr.  Magan's ;  —  a 
Most  cruel  and  dark-design'd  extravaganza. 

And  part  of  that  plot  in  which  he  and  my  Aunt  are 

To  stifle  the  flights  of  my  genius  by  banter. 

Just  so  'twas  with  Byron's  young  eagle-ey'd  strain, 
Just  so  did  they  taunt  him ;  —  but  vain,  critics,  vain 
All  your  efforts  to  saddle  Wit's  fire  with  a  chain ! 
To  blot  out  the  splendour  of  Fancy's  young  stream, 
Or  crop,  in  its  cradle,  her  newly-fledg'd  beam ! ! ! 
Thou  perceiv'st,  dear,  that,  ev'n  while  these  lines  I 

indite. 
Thoughts  bum,  brilliant  fancies  break  out,  wrong  or 

right. 
And  I'm  all  over  poet,  in  Criticism's  Spite ! 

That  my  Aunt,  who  deals  only  in  Psalms,  and  regards 
Messrs.  Stemhold  and  Co.  as  the  first  of  all  bards  — 
That  she  should  make  light  of  my  works  I  can't 

blame ; 
But  that  nice,  handsome,  odious  Magan  —  what  a 

shame! 
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Do  you  know,  dear,  that,  liigh  as  on  most  points  I 

rate  him, 
I'm  really  afraid  —  after  all,  I  —  must  hate  him. 
He  is  80  provoking — nought's  safe  from  his  tongue .t 
He  spares  no  one  authoress,  ancient  or  young. 
Were  you  Si^pho  herself,  and  in  Keepsake  or  Bijoa 
Once  shone  as  contributor,  Lord  how  he'd  quiz  you  I 
He  laughs  at  all  Monthlies  —  I've  actually  seen 
A  sneer  on  his  brow  at  the  Court  Maga2sine !  — 
While  of  Weeklies,  poor  things,  there's  but  one  he 

peruses, 
And  buys  every  book  which  that  Weekly  abuses. 
But  I  care  not  how  others  such  sarcasm  may  fear. 
One  spirit,  at  least,  will  not  bend  to  his  sneer ; 
And  though  tried  by  the  fire,  my  young  genius  shall 

burn  as 
Uninjured  as  crucified  gold  in  the  furnace ! 
(I  suspect  the  word  "  crucified  "  must  be  made  "  cru- 
cible," 
Before  this  fine  image  of  mine  is  producible.) 

And  now,  dear  —  to  tell  you  a  secret  which,  pray 
Only  trust  to  such  friends  as. with  safety  you  may — 
You  know,  and,  indeed  the  whole  county  suspects 
(Though  the  Editor  often  my  best  things  rejects). 
That  the  verses  signed  so,  ^*,  which  you  now  and 

then  see 
In  our  County  Gazette  (vide  last)  are  by  me. 
But  'tis  dreadful  to  thinif  what  provoking  mistakes 
The  vile  country  Press  in  one's  prosody  makes. 
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For  you  know,  dear — I  may,  without  vanity,  hint- 
Though  an  angel  should  write,  still  'tis  devih  must 

print ; 
And  you  can't  think  what  havoc  these  demons  some- 
times 
Choose  to  make  of  one's  sense,  and  what's  worse,  of 

one's  rhymes. 
But  a  week  or  two  since,  in  my  Ode  upon  Spring, 
Which  I  meant  to  have  made  a  most  beautiful  thing, 
Where  I  talk'd  of  the  "  dewdrops  from  freshly-blown 

roses," 
The  nasty  things  made  it  "from  freshly-blown  noses! " 
And  once  when,  to  please  my  cross  Aunt,  I  had 

tried 
To  commem'rate  some  saint  of  her  cUqtte,  who'd  just 

died. 
Having  said  he  "  had  tak'n  up  in  heav'n  his  posi- 
tion," 
They  made  it,  he'd  "tak'n  up  to  heav'n  his  physi- 
cian!" 

I 
This  is  very  disheartening;  —  but   brighter    days 

shine, 
I  rejoice,  love,  to  say,  both  for  me  and  the  Nine ; 
For,  what  do  you  think  ?  —  so  delightful !  next  year, 
Oh,  prepare,  dearest  girl,  for  the  grand  news  pre- 
pare— 
I'm  to  write  in  the  Keepsake  —  yes,  Kitty,  my  dear 
To  write  in  the  Keepsake,  as  sure  as  you'w 
there ! ! 
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Fother  night,  at  a  Ball,  'twas  mj  fortunate  chance 

With  a  very  nice  elderly  Dandy  to  dance. 

Who,  'twas  plain,  from  some  hints  which  I  now  and 

then  caught, 
Was  the  author  of  something  —  one  couldn't  tell 

what; 
But  his  satisfied  manner  left  no  room  to  doubt 
It  was  something  that  Colbum  had  lately  brought 

out 

We  convers'd  of  heUes4ettre8  through  all  the  quad- 
rille,— 
Of  poetry,  dancing,  of  prose,  standing  still ; 
Talk'd  of  Intellect's  march  —  whether  right  'twas  or 

wrong  — 
And  then  settled  the  point  in  a  bold  en  a/varU, 
In  the  course  of  this  talk  'twas  that,  having  just 

hinted 
That  /too  had  Poems  which  —  long'd  to  be  printed. 
He  protested,  kind  man !  he  had  seen,  at  first  sight, 
I  was  actually  horn  in  the  Keepsake  to  write. 
"  In  the  Annals  of  England  let  some,"  he  said,  "shine, 
"  But  a  place  in  her  Annuals,  Lady,  be  thine  I 
**  Even  now  future  Keepsakes  seem  brightly  to  rise, 
^  Through  the  vista  of  years,  as  I  gaze  on  those 

eyes, — 
•*  All  letter'd  and  press'd,  and  of  large-paper  size ! " 
How  xxidike    that   Magan,  who   my  genius  would 

smother. 
And  how  we,  true  geniuses,  find  out  each  other  I 
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This,  and  much  more  he  said,  with  that  fine  frenzied 

glance 
One  so  rarelj  now  sees,  as  we  slid   through  the 

dance; 
Till  between  us  't  was  finally  fix'd  that,  next  year, 
In  this  exquisite  task  I  my  pen  should  engage ; 
And,  at  parting,  he  stooped  down  and  lisp'd  in  my 

ear 
These  mystical  words,  which  I  could  hut  just  hear, 
"  Terms  for  rhyme  —  if  it 's  prime  —  ten  and  six- 
pence per  page." 
Think,  Kitty,  my  dear,  if  I  heard  his  words  right, 
What  a  mint  of  half-guineas  this  small  head  con- 
tains; 
If  for  nothing  to  write  is  itself  a  delight. 

Ye  Grods,  what  a  bliss  to  be  paid  for  one's  strains  I 

Having  dropp'd  the  dear  fellow  a  court'sy  profound, 

Ofi*  at  once,  to  inquire  all  about  him,  I  ran ; 
And  from  what  I  could  learn,  do  you  know,  dear, 
I've  found 
That  he's  quite  a  new  species  of  lifrary  man; 
One,  whose  task  is  —  to  what  will  not  fashion  accus- 
tom us?  — 
To  edite  live  authors,  as  if  they  were  posthumous. 
For  instance  —  the  plan,  to  be  sure, is  the  oddest!— 
If  any  young  he  or  she  author  feels  modest 
In  venturing  abroad,  this  kind  gentleman-uBher 
Lends  promptly  a  hand  to  the  int'resting  blusher ; 
Indites  a  smooth  Preface,  brings  merit  to  light. 
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Wliich  else  might,  by  accideut,  shrink  out  of  sight. 
And,  in  short,  renders  readers  and  critics  poh'to. 
Mj  Aunt  says  —  though  scarce  on  £uch  points  one 

can  credit  her  — 
Ho  was  Lady  Jane  Thingumbob's  last  novel's  editor. 
'Ti£  certain  the  fashion's  but  newly  indented ; 

And,  quick  as  the  change  of  aU  t^ngs  and  all 
names  is, 
^ho  knows  but,  as  authors,  like  girls,  are  presented^ 

We,  girls,  may  be  edited  9oor.  at  St  James's  ? 

^  must  now  closi;  ro^  letter  —  there 's  Aunt,  in  full 
screech, 

Wants  to  take  me  lO  hear  some  great  Irvingite 
pre%ch. 

God  forgive  me,  I'm  not  muoh  inclin'd,  I  must  say, 

To  go  and  sit  still  to  be  ^reach'd  at,  to-day. 

And,  besides  —  'twill  be   all  against  dancing,  no 
doubt, 

Which  my  poor  Aunt  abhors,  with  such  hatred  de- 
vout. 

That,  80  far  from  pref>enKng  young  nymphs  with  a 
head. 

For  their  skill  in  the  dance,  as  of  Herod  is  said. 

She  'd  wish  their  own  heads  in  the  platter,  instead* 

Thors,  flgjun  —  coming,  Ma'am  I  —  I  'U  write  more 
if  I  can, 

Before  the  post  goes, 

Your  affectionate  Fan. 
TOL.  m.  23 
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Fow  cl'cMk. 
Such  a  sermon!  —  though  not  about  dancing,  my 

dear; 
Twas  only  on  the'  end  of  the  world  being  near. 
Eighteen  Hundred  and  Forty 's  the  year  that  some 

state 
As  the  time  for  that  accident — some  Forty  Eight :  * 
And  I  own,  of  the  two,  I'd  prefer  much  the  latter, 
As  then  I  shall  be  an  old  maid,  and  't  wo'n't  matter. 
Once  more,  love,  good-bye  —  I've  to  make  a  new 

cap; 
But  am  now  so  dead  tired  with  this  horrid  mishap 
Of  the  end  of  the  world,  that  I  tmist  take  a  nap. 


LETTER   IV. 

FBOM  PATBICK    MAOAN,  ESQ.   TO    THB  BEY.  BICHABD  w 

He  comes  from  Erin's  speechful  shore 
Like  fervid  kettle,  bubbling  o'er 

With  hot  effusions  —  hot  and  weak ; 
Sound,  Humbug,  all  your  hollowest  drums, 
He  comes,  of  Erin's  martyrdoms 

To  Britain's  well-fed  Church  to  speak. 

•  With  regard  to  the  exact  time  of  this  event,  there  appean 
to  be  a  difference  only  of  abont  two  or  three  years  among  the 
respectiye  calculators.  M.  Alphonse  Nicole,  Docteor  en  Droit. 
Bt  Avocat,  merely  doabts  whether  it  is  to  be  in  1846  or  1847 
**  A  cette  ^poque,**  he  says,  "les  fiddles  peuvent  esp^rer  de  von 
■*effeotaer  la  purification  du  Sanctuaire." 
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Puff  him,  ye  Journals  of  the  Lord,* 
Twin  prosers,  Watchman  and  Record  I 
Journals  reserv'd  for  realms  of  bliss, 
Being  much  too  good  to  sell  in  this. 
Prepare,  ye  wealthier  Saints,  your  dinners, 

Ye  Spinsters,  spread  your  tea  and  crumpeta ; 
And  you,  ye  countless  Tracts  for  Sinners, 

Blow  all  your  little  penny  trumpets. 
He  comes,  the  reverend  man,  to  tell 

To  all  who  still  the  Church's  part  take, 
Tales  of  parsonic  woe,  that  well 

Might  make  eVn  grim  Dissenter's  heart  ache  :— 
Of  ten  whole  Bishops  snatch'd  away 
For  ever  from  the  light  of  day ; 
(With  God  knows,  too,  how  many  more. 
For  whom  that  doom  is  yet  in  store) — 
Of  Rectors  cruelly  compell'd 

From  Bath  and  Cheltenham  to  haste  h(  me, 
Because  the  tithes,  by  Pat  withheld. 

Will  not  to  Bath  or  Cheltenham  come ; 
Nor  will  the  flocks  consent  to  pay 
Their  parsons  thus  to  stay  away ;  — 
Though,  with  such  parsons,  one  may  doubt 
If  'tis 'n't  money  well  laid  out ;  — 
Of  all,  in  short,  and  each  degree 
Of  that  once  happy  Hierarchy, 

Which  us'd  to  roll  in  wealth  so  pleasantly ; 

*  **  Our  anxious  desire  is  to  be  found  on  tlie  side  of  tlie  Lord.** 
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But  now,  alas,  is  doom'd  to  see 

Its  surplus  brought  to  nonplus  presently  I 

Such  are  the  themes  this  man  of  pathos, 
Priest  of  prose  and  Lord  of  bathos, 

Will  preach  and  preach  t'ye,  till  you*re  dull 
again, 
Then,  hail  him.  Saints,  with  joint  acclaim, 
Shout  to  the  stars  his  tuneful  name. 
Which  Murtagh  was,  ere  known  to  fame. 

But  now  is  Martimer  O'Mulligan ! 

All  true,  Dick,  true  as  you're  alive  — 
I've  seen  him,  some  hours  since,  arrive. 
Murtagh  is  come,  the  great  Itinerant  — 

And  Tuesday,  in  the  market-place. 
Intends,  to  every  saint  and  sinner  in't, 

To  state  what  he  calls  Ireland's  Case ; 
Meaning  thereby  the  case  of  his  shop,  — 
Of  curate,  vicar,  rector,  bishop, 
And  all  those  other  grades  seraphic. 
That  make  men's  souls  their  special  traffic. 
Though  caring  not  a  pin  which  way 
The'  erratic  souls  go,  so  they  pay,  — 
Just  as  some  roguish  country  nurse, 

Who  takes  a  foundHng  babe  to  suckle, 
First  pops  the  payment  in  her  purse, 

Then  leaves  poor  dear  to  —  suck  its  knudde 
EVn  so  these  reverend  rigmaroles 
Pocket  the  money  —  starve  the  soub. 
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Murtagh,  however,  in  his  glory, 
Will  tell,  next  week,  a  different  story ; 
Will  make  out  all  these  men  of  barter, 
As  each  a  saint,  a  downright  martyr, 
Brought  to  the  stake — i.  e.  a  beef  oney 
Of  all  their  martyrdoms  the  chief  one ; 
Though  try  them  ev'n  at  this,  they'll  bear  it, 
If  tender  and  wash'd  down  with  claret. 

Meanwhile  Miss  Fudge,  who  loves  all  lionsy 
Your  saintly,  neaa  to  great  and  high  'uns  — 
(A  Viscount,  be  he  what  he  may. 
Would  cut  a  saint  out,  any  day,) 
Has  just  announc'd  a  godly  rout, 
Where  Murtagh's  to  be  first  brought  out, 
And  shown  in  his  tame,  week-day  state  : — 
"  Pray'rs  half-past  seven,  tea  at  eight" 
Ev*n  so  the  circular  missive  orders  — 
Pink  cards,  with  cherubs  round  the  borders. 

Haste,  Dick  —  you  're  lost,  if  you  lose  time ;  — 

Spinsters  at  forty-five  grow  giddy, 
And  Murtagh,  with  his  tropes  sublime. 

Will  surely  carry  off  old  Biddy, 
Unless  some  spark  at  once  propose. 
And  distance  him  by  downright  prose. 
That  sick,  rich  squire,  whose  wealth  and  lands 
All  pass,  they  say,  to  Biddy's  hands, 
(The  patron,  Dick,  of  three  H&i  re^^tories  I) 
Is  dying  of  angina  pectoris  ;  — 
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So  that,  unless  you  're  stirring  soon, 
Murtagh,  that  priest  of  puff  and  pel( 

Maj  come  in  for  a  honey-moon, 
And  be  the  man  of  it,  himself  I 

As  for  mey  Dick  —  'tis  whim,  'tis  folly, 
But  this  young  niece  absorbs  me  wholly. 
Tis  true,  the  girl's  a  vile  verse-maker  — 

Would  rhyme  all  nature,  if  you  'd  let  her ;  • 
But  ev'n  her  oddities,  plague  take  her. 

But  make  me  love  her  all  the  better. 
Too  true  it  is,  she 's  bitten  sadly 
With  this  new  rage  for  rhyming  badly. 
Which  late  hath  seiz'd  all  ranks  and  classes, 
Down  to  that  new  Estate,  "  the  masses ; " 

Till  one  pursuit  all  tastes  combines  — 
One  conmion  rail-road  o'er  Parnassus, 
Where,  sliding  in  those  tuneful  grooves, 
Call'd  couplets,  all  creation  moves. 

And  the  whole  world  runs  mad  in  lines. 
Add  to  all  this  —  what's  ev'n  still  worse. 
As  rhyme  itself,  though  still  a  curse. 
Sounds  better  to  a  chinking  purse  — 
Scarce  sixpence  hath  my  charmer  got, 
While  I  can  muster  just  a  groat ; 
So  that,  computing  self  and  Venus, 
Tenpence  would  clear  the'  amount  between  a 

However,  things  may  yet  prove  better :  — 
Meantime,  what  awful  length  of  letter  I 
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And  how,  while  heaping  thus  with  gibes 

The  Pegasus  of  modem  scribes, 

My  own  small  hobby  of  farrago 

Hath  beat  the  pace  at  which  ev'n  they  go ! 


LETTER   V. 

FBOM  LARRT  0*BBA1¥I0AN,  TS  ENGLAND,  TO  HI8  W1FB 
JUDY,  AT  MULLINAFAD. 

Dear  Judt,  I  sind  you  this  bit  of  a  letther, 

By  mail-coach  conveyance '- —  for  want  of  a  betther  — 

To  tell  you  what  luck  in  this  world  I  have  had 

Since  I  left  the  sweet  cabin,  at  MuUinafad. 

Och,  Judy,  that  night  I  —  when  the  pig  which  we 

meant 
To  dry-nurse  in  the  parlour,  to  pay  off  the  rent, 
Julianna,  the  craythur  —  that  name  was  the  death 

of  her  —  * 
Gave  us  the  shlip  and  we  saw  the  last  breath  of  her . 
And  there  were  the  childher,  six  innocent  sowls. 
For  their  nate  little  play-fellow  tuning  up  howls ; 
While  yourself,  my  dear  Judy  (though  grievin  's  a 

foUy), 
Btud  over  Julianna's  remains,  melancholy  — 

•  The  Irish  peasantry  are  very  for  1  of  giving  fine  names  to  their 
pigs.  I  have  heard  of  one  instance  in  which  a  conple  of  young 
il{S  wore  named,  at  their  bhth,  Abelard  and  Eloisa. 
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Crjrin',  half  for  the  craythur,  and  half  for  the  money 
"  Arrah,  why  did  ye  die  till  we*d  sowl'd  yoa,  my 
honey  ?  " 

But  God's   will  be  done!  —  and  then,  faith,  sure 

enough, 
As  the  pig  was  desaiced,  'twas  high  time  to  be  off. 
So  we  gother*d  up  all  the  poor  duds  we  could  catch, 
Locked  the    owld  cabin-door,  put  the  kay  in  the 

thatch. 
Then  tuk  laave  of  each  other's  sweet  lips  in  the  dark, 
And  set  off,  like  the  Chrishtians  turn'd  out  of  the  Ark ; 
The  six  childher  with  you,  my  dear  Judy,  ochone ! 
And  poor  I  wid  myself,  left  condolin'  alone. 

How  I  came  to  this  England,  o'er  say  and  o'er  lands. 
And  what  cruel  hard  walkin'  I  've  had  on  my  hands. 
Is,  at  this  present  writin',  too  tadious  to  speak. 
So  I'll  mintion  it  all  in  a  postscript,  next  week:  — 
Only  starv'd  I  was,  surely,  as  thin  as  a  lath, 
Till  I  came  to  an  up-and-down  place  they  call  Bath, 
Where,  as  luck  was,  I  manag'd  to  make  a  meal's  meat, 
By  dhraggin  owld  ladies  all  day  through  the  street  — 
Which   their  docthors    (who  pocket,  like  fun,  the 

pound  starlins,) 
Have  brought  into  fashion  to  plase  the  owld  darlins. 
Div'l  a  boy  in  all  Bath,  though  /say  it,  could  carry 
The  grannies  up  hill  half  so  handy  as  Larry  ; 
And  the  higher  they  liv'd,  like  owld  crows,  in  the  ah 
The  more  i  was  wanted  to  lug  them  up  there* 
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Bat  luck  has  two  handles,  dear  Judj,  thej  say, 
And  mine  has  both  handles  put  cm  the  wrong  waj. 
For,  pondherin',  one  mom,  on  a  drame  I'd  just  had 
Of  yourself  and  the  babbies,  at  Mullinafad, 
OcL,  there  came  o'er  my  sinses  so  plasin'  a  flutther, 
Th^  I  spilt  an  owld  Countess   right  clane  in  the 

gutther, 
Muff,  leathers    and   all!  —  the   descint  was    most 

awful. 
And  —  what  was  still  worse,  faith  —  I  knew  't  was 

unlawful : 
For,  though,  with  mere  women,  no  very  great  evil, 
T*  upset  an  owld  Countess  in  Bath  is  the  divil  I 
So,  liftin'  the  chair,  with  herself  safe  upon  it, 
(For  nothin'  about  her  was  kik,  but  her  bonnet,) 
Without  even  mentionin'  "  By  your  lave,  ma'am," 
I  tuk  to  my  heels  and  —  here,  Judy,  I  am  I 

What's  the  name  of  this  town  I  can't  say  very  well, 
But  your  heart  sure  will  jump  when  you  hear  what 

befell 
Your  own  beautiful  Larry,  the  very  first  day, 
( And  a  Sunday  it  was,  shinin'  out  mighty  gay,) 
When  his  brogues  to  this  city  of  luck  found  their 

way. 
Bein'  hungry,  God  help  me,  and  happenin'  to  stop, 
Just  TO  dine  on  the  shmell  of  a  pasthry-cook's  shop, 
1  saw,  in  the  window,  a  large  printed  paper, 
^nd  read  there  a  name,  och !  that  made  my  heart 

caper  — 
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Though  printed  it  was  in  some  quare  A  B  G, 
That  might  bother  a  schoohnasther,  let  alone  me. 
By  gor,  you'd  have  laughed,  Judy,  could  you've  but 

listen'd, 
As,  doubtin*,  I  cried,  "why  it  is/  —  no,  it  isrCt:^ 
But  it  ttTflw,  after  all  —  for,  by  spellin'  quite  slow, 
First  I  made  out  "  Rev.  Mortimer  "  —  then  a  great 

"0;" 
And,  at  last,  by  hard  readin'  and  rackin'  my  skull 

again. 
Out  it  came,  nate  as  imported,  "  O'MuUigan  I " 

Up  I  jump'd,  like  a  sky-lark,  my  jew'l,  at  that 

name, — 
T>W\  a  doubt  on  my  mind,  but  it  must  be  the  same. 
•*  Masther  Murthagh,  himself,"  says  I, "  all  the  world 

over! 
My  own  fosther-brother  —  by  jinks,  I'm  in  clover. 
Though  there,  in  the  play-biU,  he  figures  so  grand. 
One  wet-nurse  it  was  brought  us  both  up  by  hand, 
.4jid  he'll  not  let  me  shtarve  in  the  inemy's  land  I " 

Well,  to  make  a  long  hishtory  short,  niver  doubt 
But  I  manag'd,  in  no  time,  to  find  the  lad  out ; 
And  the  joy  of  the  meetin'  bethuxt  him  and  me, 
Such  a  pair  of  owld  cumrogues — was  charmin'  to  see 
Nor  is  Murthagh  less  plas'd  with  the'  evint  than  /am 
As  he  just  then  was  wanting  a  Valley-de-sham ; 
And,  for  dressirC  a  gintleman,  one  way  or  t'other. 
Your  nate  L*ish  lad  is  beyant  every  other. 
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But  now,  Judy,  comes  the  quare  part  of  the  case ; 
And,  in  throth,  it's  the  only  drawback  on  my  place. 
T  was  Murthagh's  ill  luck  to  be  cross'd,  as  you  know, 
With  an  awkward  mishfortune  some  short  time  ago ; 
That's  to  say,  he  turn'd  Protestant  —  why,  I  catt 

lam; 
But,  of  coorse,  he  knew  best,  an'  it's  not  my  consarn. 
All  I  know  is,  we  both  were  good  Cath'lics,  at  nurse, 
And  myself  am  so  still  —  nayther  betther  nor  worse. 
Well,  our  bargain  was  all  right  and  tight  in  a  jiiley, 
And  lads  more  contint  never  yet  left  the  LifFey, 
When    Murthagh  —  or    Morthimer,   as    he's    now 

chrishen'd, 
His  name  being  con  varied,  at  laist,  if  ^  isn't  — 
Lookin'  sly  at  me  (faith,  'twas  divartin'  to  see) 
"  Of  coorse,  you're  a  Protestant,  Larry,"  says  he. 
Upon  which  says  myself,  wid  a  wink  just  as  shly, 
"  Is 't  a  Protestant  ?  —  oh  yes,  /  am,  sir,"  says  I ;  — 
And  there  the  chat  ended,  and  div'l  a  more  word 
Controvarsial  between  us  has  since  then  occurr'd. 
What  Murthagh*  could  mane,  and,  in  troth,  Judy  dear 
What  I  myself  meant,  doesn't  seem  mighty  clear; 
But  the  thruth  is,  though  still  for  the  Owld  Light  a 

stickler, 
I  was  just  then  too  shtarv'd  to  be  over  partic'lar :  — 
And,  Grod  knows,  between  us,  a  comic'ler  pair 
Df  twin  Protestants  couldn't  be  seen  any  where. 

Next  Tuesday  (as  towld  in  the  play-bills  I  mintion'd, 
Address'd  to  the  loyal  and  god^  intintion'd,) 
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His  riverence,  my  master,  comes  forward  to  preach,— 
Myself  does  n't  know  whether  sarmon  or  speech, 
But  it  *s  all  one  to  him,  he 's  a  dead  hand  at  each ; 
Like  us,  Paddys,  in  gin'ral,  whose  skill  in  orations 
Quite  bothers  the  blarney  of  all  other  nations. 

But,  whisht!  —  there's  his    Rivirence,  shoutin'  out 

«  Larry," 
And  sorra  a  word  more  will  this  shmall  paper  carry ; 
So,  here,  Judy,  ends  my  short  bit  of  a  letther. 
Which,  faix,  I'd  have  made  a  much  bigger  and 

betther. 
But  div'l  a  one  Post-office  hole  in  this  town 
Fit  to  swallow  a  dacent  siz'd  billy-dux  down. 
So  good  luck  to  the  childer !  —  tell  Molly,  I  lore 

her; 
Kiss   Oonagh's   sweet  mouth,  and   kiss  Katty  all 

over  — 
Not  forgettin'  the  mark  of  the  red-currant  whiskey 
She  got  at  the  fair  when  yourself  was  so  frisky. 
The  heav'ns  be  your  bed  1  —  I  will  write  when  I 

can  again, 
Yours  to  the  world's  end, 

Labbt  0'Bbanig.4N. 
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LBTTBB  VI. 

FBOM  MISS  BIDDT  FUDGE,  TO  MBS.  BLIZABBTH  — — .~. 

How  I  grieve  you  're  not  with  us  !  —  pray,  come,  if 

you  can, 
Ere  we're  robb*d  of  this  dear,  oratorical  man, 
Who  combines  in  himself  all  the  multiple  glory 
Of  Orangeman,  Saint,  qtumdam  Papist  and  Tory ;  — 
(Choice  mixture !    like  that  from  which,  duly  c(m- 

founded, 
The  best  sort  of  brass  was,  in  old  times,  compound' 

ed)  — 
The  sly  and  the  saintly,  the  worldly  and  godly. 
All  fused  down  in  brogue  so  deliciously  oddly  I 
In  short,  he  *s  a  dear — and  such  audiences  draws, 
Such  loud  peals  of  laughter  and  shouts  of  applause, 
As  canH  but  do  good  to  the  Protestant  cause. 

Poor  dear  Irish  Church!  —  he  to-day  sketch'd  a 

view 
Of  her  hist'ry  and  prospects,  to  me  &t  least  newj 
And  which  (if  it  takes  as  it  ought)  must  arouse 
The  whole  Christian  world  her  just  rights  to  espouse. 
4s  to  reasoning  —  you  know,  dear,  that's  now  of  no 

use, 
People  still  will  their  facets  and  ^ry  figures  produce, 
As  if  saving  the  souls  of  a  Protestant  flock  were 
A  thing  to  be  managed  "  according  to  Cocker ! " 
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In  vain  do  we  say,  (when  rude  radicals  hector 
Ax  paying  some  thousands  a  year  to  a  Rector, 
In  places  where  Protestants  never  yet  were,) 
**  Who  knows  but  young  Protestants  mat/  be  bom 

there  ? 
And  granting  such  accident,  think,  what  a  shanie, 
If  they  didn't  find  Rector  and  Clerk  when  they 

came! 
It  is  dear  that,  without  such  a  staff  on  ftiU  pay, 
These  little  Church  embryos  must  go  astray ; 
And,  while  fools  are  computing  what  Parsons  would 

cost, 
Precious  souls  are  meanwhile  to  the'  Establishment 

lost! 
In  vain  do  we  put  the  case  sensibly  thus ;  — 
They  *11  still  with  their  figures  and  facts  make  a  fuss, 
And  ask  "  if,  while  all,  choosing  each  his  own  road, 
Journey  on,  as  we  can,  tow'rds  the  Heav'nly  Abode, 
Is  it  right  that  seven  eighths  of  the  travellers  should 

pay 
For  one  eighth  that  goes  quite  a  different  way  ?  "  — 
Just  as  if,  foolish  people,  this  wasn't,  in  reality, 
A  proof  of  the  Church's  extreme  liberality, 
That,  though  hating  Pop'ry  in  other  respects, 
She  to  Catholic  money  in  no  way  objects ; 
And  so  lib'ral  her  very  best  Saints,  in  this  sense, 
That  they  ev'n  go  to  heav'n  at  the  Cath'lic's  expense 

But,  though  clear  to  our  minds  all  these  arguments  be 
People  cannot  or  wiU  not  their  cogency  see : 
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JLnd,  I  giieve  to  confess,  did  the  poor  Irish  Church 
Stand  on  reasoning  alone,  she'd  be  left  in  the  lurch. 
It  was  therefore,  dear  Lizzy,  with  joy  most  sincere, 
That  I  heard  this  nice  Rev'rend  0'  something  we've 
here,  [reading, 

Produce,  from  the  depths  of  his  knowledge  and 
A  view  of  that  marvellous  Church,  far  exceeding, 
In  novelty,  force,  and  profoundness  of  thought, 
An  that  Irving  himself,  in  his  glory,  e'er  taught. 

Looking  through  the  whole  history,  present  and  past, 
Of  the  Irish  Law  Church,  from  the  first  to  the  last ; 
Considering  how  strange  its  original  birth  — 
Such  a  thing  having  never  before  been  on  earth  — 
How  oppos'd  to  the  instinct,  the  law,  and  the  force 
Of  nature  and  reason  has  been  its  whole  course ; 
Through  centuries  encount'ring  repugnance,  resist- 
ance. 
Scorn,  hate,  execration  —  yet  still  in  existence ! 
Considering  all  this,  the  conclusion  he  draws 
Is  that  Nature  exempts  this  one  Church  from  her 

laws  — 
That  Reason,  dumb-founder'd,  gives  up  the  dispute. 
And  before  the  portentous  anom'ly  stands  mute ;  — 
That,  in  short,  'tis  a  Miracle  !  —  and,  once  begun, 
And  transmitted  through  ages,  from  father  to  son, 
For  the  honour  of  miracles,  otight  to  go  on. 

Never  yet  was  conclusion  so  cogent  and  sound. 
Or  so  fitted  the  Church's  weak  foes  to  confound 
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For,  observe,  the  more  low  all  her  merits  they  place. 

The  more  they  make  ont  the  miraculous  case. 

And  the  more  all  good  Christians  must  deem  it  pro* 

fane 
To  disturb  such  a  prodigy's  marvellous  reign. 

As  for  scriptural  proofe,  he  quite   plac'd    beyond 

doubt 
That  the  whole  in  the  Apocalypse  may  be  found  out, 
As  clear  and  well-prov'd,  he  would  venture  to  swear, 
As  any  thing  else  has  been  ever  found  there :  — 
While  the  mode  in  which,  bless  the  dear  fellow,  he 

deals 
With  that  whole  lot  of  vials  and  trumpets  and  seals. 
And  the  ease  with  which  vial  on  vial  he  strings, 
Shows  him  quite  Ajirst-rcUe  at  all  these  sort  of  things. 

So  much  for  theology :  —  as  for  the'  affairs 

Of  this  temporal  world  —  the  light,  drawing-room 

cares 
And  gay  toils  of  the  toilet,  which,  God  knows,  I  seek, 
From   no  love  of  such  things,  but  in   humbleness 

meek, 
^d  to  be,  as  the'  Apostle  was,  ''weak  with   the 

weak," 
Thou  wilt  find  quite  enough  (till  I'm  somewhat  less 

busy) 
In  the'  extracts  inclosed,  my  dear  news-loving  Lizay 
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EXTRACTS  FBOM  MT  DIARY. 

Last  night,  having  nought  more  holy  to  do, 
Wrote  a  letter  to  dear  Sir  Andrew  Agnew, 
About  the  "Do-nothing-on-Sunday-Club," 
Which  we  wish  by  some  shorter  name  to  dub :  — 
As  the  use  of  more  vowels  and  consonants 
Than  a  Christian,  on  Sunday,  really  wants, 
Is  a  grievance  that  ought  to  be  done  away, 
And  the  Alphabet  left  to  rest,  that  day. 

Sir  Andrew's  answer !  —  but,  shocking  to  say, 

Being  franked  unthinkingly  yesterday, 

To  the  horror  of  Agnews  yet  unborn, 

It  arriv'd  on  this  blessed  Sunday  mom  I !  — 

How  shocking !  —  the  postman's  self  cried  "  shame 

on%"   ^ 
Seeing  the'  immaculate  Andrew's  name  on 't  1 1 
What  will  the  Club  do  ?  —  meet,  no  doubt. 
'Tis  a  matter  that  touches  the  Class  Devout, 
And  the  fiiends  of  the  Sabbath  nmst  speak  out* 

Saw  to-day,  at  the  raffle  —  and  saw  it  with  pain  — 
That  those  stylish  Fitzwigrams  begin  to  dress  plain 
Even  gay  little  Sophy  smart  trimmings  renounces  — 
She,  who  long  has  stood  by  me  through  a^l  sorts  o- 
flounces, 
VOL.  III.  24 
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And  showed,  by  upholding  the  toilet's  sweet  rites, 
That  we,  girls^  may  be    Christians,  without  being 

frights. 
This,  I  own,  much  alarms  me ;  for  though  one 's 

religious, 
And  strict  and  —  all  that,  there 's  no  need  to  be 

hideous ; 
And  why  a  nice  bonnet  should  stand  in  the  way 
Of  one's  going  to  heav'n,  'tis  n't  easy  to  say. 

Then,  there's  Gimp,  the  poor  thing — if  her  custom 

we  drop. 
Pray,  what 's  to  become  of  her  soul  and  her  shop  ? 
If  by  saints  like  ourselves  no  more  orders  are  given, 
She  '11  lose  all  the  interest  she  now  takes  in  heaven ; 
And  this    nice  little  "fire-brand,  pluck'd  from  the 

burning," 
May  fall  in  again  at  the  very  next  turning. 

Wednetdojf. 
Mem,  —  To  write  to  the  India-Mission  Society ; 
^d  send  £20  —  heavy  tax  upon  piety ! 

Of  all  Indian  lux'ries  we  now-a-days  boast,  [most 
IVIaking  "  Company's  Christians  "  ♦  perhaps  costs  the 
And  the  worst  of  it  is,  that  these  converts  full  grown, 
Having  lived  in  our  faith  mostly  die  in  their  ovm,1[ 

*  The  title  given  by  the  natives  to  snch  of  their  countrymen 
tf  become  converts. 

t  or  such  relapses  we  find  innumerable  instances  in  the  to 
&?unts  of  ths  Missionaries. 
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Praying  hard,  at  the  last,  to  some  god  who,  thej  say, 
When  incarnate  on  earth,  used  to  steal  curds  and 

whey.* 
Think,  how  horrid,  my  dear!  —  so  that  all's  thrown 

away; 
And  (what  is  still  worse)  for  the  rum  and  the  rice 
They  consumed,  while  believers,  we  saints  pay  the 

price. 

Still  'tis  cheering  to  find  that  we  do  save  a  few  — 
The  Report  gives  six  Christians  for  Cunnangcadoo ; 
Doorkotchum  reckons  seven,  and  four  Trevandrum, 
While  but  one  and  a  half's  left  at  Cooroopadum. 
In  this  last-mention  d  place  'tis  the  barbers  enslave 

'em, 
For,  once  they  turn  Christians,  no  barber  will  shave 

'em.t 

To  atone  for  this  rather  small  Heathen  amount, 
Some  Papists,  tum'd  Christians,^  are  tack'd  to  the' 
account 

«  The  god  Krishna,  one  of  the  incarnations  of  the  god  Vishno. 
**  One  day  (says  the  Bhagavata)  Krishna's  playfellows  complained 
to  Tasuda  that  he  had  pilfered  and  ate  their  curds.*' 

t  "  Boteen  wants  shaving;  but  the  barber  here  will  not  do  it. 
He  is  run  away  lest  he  should  be  compelled.  He  says  he  will 
Bot  shave  Yesoo  Kreest's  people.*' — Bapi»  Mistion  Society  yoL 
li.  p.  498. 

I  In  the  Reports  of  the  Missionaries,  the  Roman  Catholics  are 
fthnost  always  classed  along  with  the  Heathen.  **I  have  ex- 
pended my  labours,  (says  James  Venning,  in  a  Report  for  1831,) 
«>  the  Heathen,  Mahomedaus,  an''  Roman   Catholics."     *Th« 


Digitized 


by  Google 


372        THB  FUDQES  IH  BKOLAND. 

And  though,  to  catch  Papists,  one  needn't  go  so  fai 
Such  fish  are  worth  hooking,  wherever  they  are ; 
And  now7,  when  so  great  of  such  converts  the  Isick  is, 
One  Papist  well  caught  is  worth  millions  of  Blackiea 

Fridaif. 
Last  night  had  a  dream  so  odd  and  funny, 

I  cannot  resist  recording  it  here.  — 
Methought  that  the  Grenius  of  Matrimony 

Before  me  stood,  with  a  joyous  leer, 
Leading  a  hushand  in  each  hand, 

And  both  for  me,  which  look'd  rather  queer;  — 
One  I  could  perfectly  understand, 

But  why  there  were  two  wasn't  quite  so  clear. 
Twas  meant,  however,  I  soon  could  see, 

To  afford  me  a  choice  —  a  most  excellent  plan ; 
And  —  who  should  this  brace  of  candidates  be, 

But  Messrs.  0*Mulligan  and  Magan :  — 
A  thing,  I  suppose,  unheard  of  till  then. 
To  dream,  at  once,  of  two  Irishmen !  — 
That    handsome   Magan,   too,   with  wings  on   hif 
shoulders 

(For  all  this  pass'd  in  the  realms  of  the  Blest), 
And  quite  a  creature  to  dazzle  beholders ; 

While  even  O'MuUigan,  feather'd  and  drest 

As  an  elderly  cherub,  was  looking  his  best. 
Ah  Liz,  you,  who  know  me,  scarce  can  doubt 
As  to  which  of  the  two  I  singled  out. 

Heathen  and  Roman  Catholics  in  this  neighbourhood  (sayt 
toother  missionary  for  the  year  1882)  are  not  indifferent,  bu 
mthstaiid,  rather  than  yield  to,  tlie  force  of  trutii." 
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Bat  —  awful  to  tell  —  when,  all  in  dread 

Of  losing  so  bright  a  vision's  charms, 
I  grasp'd  at  Magan,  his  image  fled, 
Like  a  mist,  away,  and  I  found  but  the  head 
Of  O'Mulligan,  wings  and  all,  in  my  arms  I 
The  Angel  had  flown  to  some  nest  divine. 
And  the  elderly  Cheruo  alone  was  mine  I 
Heigho !  —  it  is  certain  that  foohsh  Magan 
Either  can't  or  wo^rCt  see  that  he  might  be  the  man ; 
And,  perhaps,  dear  —  who  knows  ?  —  if  nought  bet- 
ter befall 
But  —  O'MuUigan  may  be  the  man,  after  all. 

N.B. 

Next  week  mean  to  have  my  first  scriptural  rout, 
For  the  special  discussion  of  matters  devout ;  — 
Like  those  soirees,  at  Pow*rscourt,*  so  justly  re- 
nown'd,  [round ; 

For  the  zeal  with  which  doctrine  and  negus  went 

•  An  acconnt  of  these  Powersootirt  Conversaziones  (under  the 
direct  presidency  of  Lord  Roden),  as  well  as  a  list  of  the  subjects 
discussed  at  the  different  meetings ,  may  be  found  in  the  Christian 
Herald  for  the  month  of  December,  1882.  The  following  is  a 
specimen  of  the  nature  of  the  questions  submitted  to  the  com- 
pany:—  ^Monday  evening^  Six  o* clock,  SqOember  24,  18J2. — 
*  An  examination  into  the  quotations  given  in  the  New  Testa- 
inent  from  the  Old,  with  their  connection  and  explanation,  viz.' 
etc.  etc.  —  Wednesday.  —  *  Should  we  expect  a  personal  Anti 
Christ?  and  to  whomtcUl  he  be  revealed?*  etc.  etc.  —  Friday.— • 
What  light  does  Scripture  throw  on  present  events,  and  their 
moral  character?  W\ai  is  next  to  be  looked  for  or  expected^  *  " 
itc. 

The  rapid  progress  made  at  these  tea-parties  in  settling  pcints 
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Those  theology-routs  which  the  pious  Lord  Boden, 
That  pink  of  Christianity,  first  set  the  mode  in ; 
Where,  blessed  down-pouring !  *  from  tea  until  nine. 
The  subjects  lay  all  in  the  Prophecy  line  ;  — 
Then,  supper  —  and  then,  if  for  topics  hard  driven, 
From  thence  until  bed-time  to  S^tan  was  given ; 
While  Roden,  deep  read  in  each  topic  and  tome, 
On  all  subjects  (especially  the  last)  was  at  home. 

of  Scripture,  may  be  judged  from  a  paragraph  in  the  acoomit 
given  of  one  of  their  evenings,  by  the  Christian  Herald:  — 

"  On  Daniel  a  good  deal  of  light  was  thrown,  and  there  was 
some,  I  think  not  so  much  perhaps,  upon  the  Revelations ;  though 
particular  parts  of  it  were  discussed  with  considerable  accession 
of  knowledge.  There  was  some  very  interesting  inquiry  as  to 
the  quotation  of  the  Old  Testament  in  the  New;  particularly  on 
the  point,  whether  there  was  any  *  accommodation,'  or  whether 
they  were  quoted  according  to  the  mind  of  the  Spirit  in  the  Old : 
this  gave  occasion  to  some  very  interesting  development  of 
Scripture.  The  progress  of  the  Antichristian  powers  was  very 
fully  discussed." 

*  "  About  eight  o'clock  the  Lord  began  to  pour  down  his  spirit 
copiously  upon  us  —  for  they  had  all  by  this  time  assembled  in 
my  room  for  the  purpose  of  prayer.  This  down-pouring  contin- 
ued till  about  ten  o'clock."  —  Letter  from  Mary  Campbell  to  thf 
Eev.  John  Campbell,  of  Row,  (dated  Femicary,  April  4, 1880,) 
giviiig  au  account  of  her  "  miraculous  core." 
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LBTTBB  VII. 
raoM  mas  FAmrr  fddox,  to  hkb  oousm,  mus  Kim  •'-" 

mREGTTLAR   ODE. 

• 

Bring  me  the  slumbering  souls  of  flowera. 
While  yet,  beneath  some  northern  sky, 
Ungilt  by  beams,  ungemm'd  by  showers, 
They  .wait  the  breath  of  summer  hours, 
To  wake  to  light  each  diamond  eye. 
And  let  loose  every  f  orid  sigh  I 

Bring  me  the  first-bom  ocean  waves. 
From  out  those  deep  primeval  caves. 
Where  from  the  dawn  of  Time  they  've  lain  — 
The  Embryos  op  a  future  Main!  — 
Untaught  as  yet,  young  things,  to  speak 

The  language  of  their  Parent  Sea. 
(Polyphlysbsean  *  nam'd,  in  Greek),' 
Though  soon,  too  soon,  in  bay  and  creek. 
Bound  startled  isle  and  wondering  peak, 

They  '11  thunder  loud  and  long  as  He  I 

Bring  me,  from  Hecla's  iced  abode, 
Young  fires 

If  yoQ  gaess  what  this  word  means,  *tis  more  than  i  cant  - 
I  but  give  H  as  I  got  it  from  Mr.  Magan. 
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I  had  got,  dear,  thus  far  in  my  Odb, 
Intending  to  fill  the  whole  page  to  the  bottom, 
But,  having  invok'd  such  a  lot  of  fine  things, 
Flowers,  billows,  and  thunderbolts,  rainbows  and 
wmgs, 
Didn't  know  what  to  do  with  'em,  when  I  had  got 

'em.  • 

The  truth  is,  my  thoughts  are  too  full,  at  this  minute. 

Of  past  MSS.  any  new  ones  to  try. 
This  very  night's  coach  brings  my  idestiny  in  it  — 

Decides  the  great  question,  to  live  or  to  die ! 
And,  whether  I'm  henceforth  immortal  or  no. 
All  depends  on  the  answer  of  Simpkins  and  Co. ! 

You'll  think,  love,  I  rave,  so  'tis  best  to  let  out 
The  whole  secret,  at  once  —  I  have  publish'd  a 
Book!!! 
Yes,  an  actual  Book :  —  if  the  marvel  you  doubt. 

You  have  only  in  last  Monday's  Courier  to  look, 
And  you'll  find  "This  day  publish'd  by  Simpkins 

and  Co. 
A  Romaunt,  in  twelve  Cantos,  entitled  *  Woe,  Woe  I 
By  Miss  Fanny   F ,  known  more   commonly 

so  t^r 

This  I  put  that  my  friends  may  'nt  be  left  in  the  dark, 
But  may  guess  at  my  writing  by  knowing  my  marh 

How  I  managed,  at  last,  this  great  deed  to  achieve, 
b  itself  a  "  Romaunt "  which  you  'd  scarce,  deai, 
believe ; 
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Nor  can  I  just  now,  being  all  in  a  whirl, 

Looking  out  for  the  Magnet,*  explain  it,  dear  girL 

Suffice  it  to  say,  that  one  half  the  expense 

Of  this  leasehold  of  fame  for  long  centuries  hence  — 

(Though  "Grod  knows,**  as  aunt  says,  my  humble 

ambition 
Aspires  not  beyond  a  small  Second  Edition,)  — 
One  half  the  whole  cost  of  the  paper  and  printing, 
I've  managed,  to  scrape  up,  this  year  past,  by  stinting 
My  own  little  wants  in  gloves,  ribands,  and  shoes, 
Thus  defrauding  the  toilet  to  lit  out  the  Muse ! 

And  who,  my  dear  Kitty,  would  not  do  the  same  ? 
What  *8  eau  de  Cologne  to  the  sweet  breath  of  fame  ? 
Yards  of  riband  soon  end  —  but  the  measures  of 

rhyme, 
Dipp*d  in  hues  of  the  rainbow,  stretch  out  through 

all  time. 
Gloves  languish  and  fade  away,  pair  after  pair. 
While  couplets  shine  out,  but  the  brighter  for  wear, 
And  the  dancing-shoe's  gloss  in  an  evening  is  gone. 
While  lightrfooted  lyrics  through  ages  trip  on. 

The  remaming  expense,  trouble,  risk  —  and,  alas  I 
My  poor  copyright  too  —  into  other  hands  pass ; 
And  my  friend,  the  Head  Dev'l  of  the  "County 

Gazette  " 
(The  only  Mec»nas  I've  ever  had  yet) 

*  A  daj-ooach  of  that  name. 
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He  who  set  up  in  type  my  first  juvenile  lays, 
Is  now  set  up  by  them  for  the  rest  of  his  days ; 
And  while  Gods  (as  my  "Heathen  Mythology" 

says) 
Live  on  nought  but  ambrosia,  his  lot  how  much 

sweeter 
To  live,  lucky  deVl,  on  a  young  lady's  metre  I 

As  for  puffing  —  that  first  of  all  lit'rary  boons, 
And  essential  alike  both  to  bards  and  balloons 
As,  unless  well  supplied  with  infiation,  'tis  found 
Neither  bards  nor  balloons  budge  an  inch  from  the 

ground ; — 
In  this  respect,  nought  could  more  prosp'rous  befall ; 
As  my  friend  (for  no  less  this  kind  imp  can  I  call) 
Knows   the   whole   world  of   critics  —  the   hypers 

and  all. 
I  suspect  he  himself,  indeed,  dabbles  in  rhyme, 
Which,  for  imps  diabolic,  is  not  the  first  time ; 
As  I  've  heard  uncle  Bob  say,  *t  was  known  among 

Gnostics, 
That  the  DeVl  on  Two  Sticks  was  a  dev'l  at  Acros- 
tics. 

But  hark !  there 's  the  Magnet  just  dash'd  in  from 

Town  — 
How  my  heart,  Kitty,  beats  I   I  shall  surely  drop 

down. 
That  awful  Court  Journal,  Gazette,  Athenaeum, 
All  full  of  my  book  —  I  shall  sink  when  I  see  'em. 
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4iid  then  tbe  great  point  —  whether  Simpkins  and 

Co. 
Are  a^tnallj  pleas'd  with  their  bargain  or  no !  — 

Five  o'clodt. 
All's  delightfiil  —  8uch  praises !  —  I  really  fear 
That  this  poor  little  head  will  turn  giddy,  my  dear, 
I've  but  time  now  to  send  you  two  exquisite  scraps  — 
All  the  rest  by  the  Magnet,  on  Monday,  perhaps. 


FBOM   THB 

Tis  known  that  a  certain  distinguish'd  physician 

Prescribes,  for  cfyspepsioy  a  course  of  light  reading ; 
And  Rhymes  by  young  Ladies,  the  first,  fresh  edi- 
tion 
(Ere  critics  have  injured  their  powers  of  nutrition), 
Are  he  thinks,  for  weak  stomachs,  the  best  sort  of 
feeding. 
Satires  irritate  —  love-songs  are  found  calorific  ; 
But  smooth,  female  sonnets  he  deems  a  specific. 
And,  if  taken  at  bed-time,  a  sure  soporific. 
Among  works  of  this  kind,  the  most  pleasing  we 

know. 
Is  a  volume  just  published  by  Simpkins  and  Co., 
Where  all  such  ingredients  —  the  flowery,  the  sweet, 
And  the  gently  narcotic  —  are  mix'd  per  receipt, 
With  a  hand  so  judicious,  we  've  no  hesitation 
To  say  that — 'hove  all,  for  the  young  generation  — 
Tis  an  elegant,  soothing,  and  safe  preparation. 
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Nota  bene  —  for  readers,  whose  object's  to  sleep. 
And  who  read,  in  their  nightcaps,  the  publishers  keep 
Good  fire-proof  binding,  which  comes  very  cheap. 


ANBODOTB  —  FSOM  THE  "  COURT  JOUKNAL." 

T'other  night,  at  the  Countess  of  *  *  *  *s  rout. 
An  amusing  event  was  much  whisper'd  about 

It  was  said  that  Lord ,  at  the  Council,  that  day, 

Had,  more  than  once,  jump'd  from  his  seat,  like 
a  rocket, 
And  flown  to  a  corner,  where  —  heedless,  they  say^ 
How  the  country's  resources  were  squander'd  away — 
He  kept  reading  some  papers  he  'd  brought  in  his 
pocket 
Some  thought  them  despatches  from  Spain  or  the 
Turk, 
Others  swore  they  brought  word  we  had  lost  the 
Mauritius ; 
But  it  turn'd  out  'twas  only  Miss  Fudge's  new  work, 
Which  his  Lordship  devoured  with  such  zeal  ex- 
peditious — 
Messrs.  Simpkins  and  Co.,  to  avoid  all  delay, 
Having  sent  it  in  sheets,  that  his  Lordship  might  say, 
He  had  distanced  the  whole  reading  world  by  a  day . 
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LETTER   VIII. 

PKOM  BOB  FUDGE,  ESQ.,  TO  THE  BEY.  MORTIMER  0*MUIiLIOAV. 

Tuesday  evemng* 
I  MUCH  regret,  dear  Reverend  Sir, 

I  could  not  come  to  *  *  *  to  meet  you ; 
But  this  curst  gout  wo 'n't  let  me  stir  — 

Ev'n  now  I  but  by  proxy  greet  you ; 
As  this  "vile  scrawl,  whate'er  its  sense  is. 
Owes  all  to  an  amanuensis. 
Most  other  scourges  of  disease 
Eeduce  men  to  extremities  — 
But  gout  wo 'n't  leave  one  even  the$e. 

From  all  my  sister  writes,  I  see 
That  you  and  I  will  quite  agree. 
I'm  a  plain  man,  who  speak  the  truth, 

And  trust  you'll  think  me  not  uncivil, 
When  I  declare  that,  from  my  youth, 

I've  wish'd  your  country  at  the  devil: 
Nor  can  I  doubt,  indeed,  from  all 

I've  heard  of  your  high  patriot  fame  — 
From  every  word  your  lips  let  fall  — 

That  you  most  truly  wish  the  same* 
It  plagues  one's  life  out  —  thirty  years 
Bave  I  had  dinning  in  my  <3ars, 
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^  Ireland  wants  this,  and  that,  and  t'other," 
And,  to  this  hour,  one  nothing  hears 

But  the  same  vile,  eternal  bother. 
While,  of  those  countless  things  she  wanted. 
Thank  God,  but  little  has  been  granted, 
And  ev'n  that  little,  if  we  're  men 
And  Britons,  we'll  have  back  again  ! 

I  really  think  that  Catholic  question 
Was  what  brought  on  my  indigestion ; 
And  still  each  year,  as  Popery's  curse 
Has  gather'd  round  us,  I  Ve  got  worse ; 
Till  ev'n  my  pint  of  port  a  day 
Can't  keep  the  Pope  and  bile  away. 
And  whereas,  till  the  Catholic  bill, 
I  never  wanted  draught  or  pill. 
The.  settling  of  that  cursed  question 
Has  quite  t^Tisettled  my  digestion. 

Look  what  has  happened  since  —  the  Elect 
Of  all  the  bores  of  every  sect. 
The  chosen  triers  of  men's  patience, 
From  all  the  Three  Denominations, 
Let  loose  upon  us ;  —  even  Quakers 
Tum'd  into  speechers  and  law-makers, 
Who'll  move  no  question,  stiff-rump'd  elvesi 
Till  first  the  Spirit  moves  themselves ; 
And  whose  shrill  Yeas  and  Nays,  in  choru8| 
Conquering  our  Ays  and  Nos  sonorous, 
Will  soon  to  death's  own  slumber  snore  us* 
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.  Then,  too,  those  Jews !  —  I  really  sickeB 

To  think  of  such  abominatioii ; 
Fellows,  who  woVt  eat  ham  with  chicken^ 

To  legislate  for  this  great  nation !  — 
Depend  upon't,  when  once  they've  sway, 

With  rich  old  Goldsmid  at  the  head  o'  them, 
Th'  Excise  laws  will  be  done  away. 

And  C^Vct^mcise  ones  pass'd  instead  o'  them  I 

In  short,  dear  sir,  look  where  one  will, 
Things  all  go  on  so  devilish  ill. 
That,  'pon  my  soul,  I  rather  fear 

Our  reverend  Rector  may  be  right, 
Who  tells  me  the  Millennium's  near; 
Nay,  swears  he  knows  the  very  year. 

And  regulates  his  leases  by 't  — 
Meaning  their  terms  should  end,  no  doubt. 
Before  the  world's  own  lease  is  out 
He  thinks,  too,  that  the  whole  thing's  ended 
So  much  more  soon  than  was  intended. 
Purely  to  scourge  those  men  of  sin 
Who  brought  th'  accurst  Reform  Bill  in.* 

However,  let's  not  yet  despair; 
Though  Toryism's  eclips'd,  at  present, 

*  This  appears  to  have  been  the  opinion  also  of  an  eloquent 
writer  in  the  Morning  Watoh.  **  One  great  object  of  Christ's 
second  Advent,  as  the  Man  and  as  the  King  of  the  Jews,  is  to 
punuh  the  Kings  who  do  not  acknowledge  that  their  authority  is 
derived  from  him,  and  who  »ulimU  to  receive  it  from  that  i 
leaded  monster,  the  mob,*^    No.  x.  p.  878. 
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And  —  like  myself,  in  this  old  chair  — 
Sits  in  a  state  by  no  means  pleasant ; 

Feet  crippled  —  hands,  in  luckless  bonry 

Disabled  of  their  grasping  power ; 

And  all  that  rampant  glee,  which  revell'd 

In  this  world's  sweets,  bedull'd,  bedevill*d  — 

Yet,  though  condemn'd  to  frisk  no  more, 
And  both  in  Chair  of  Penance  set. 

There  *s  something  tells  me,  all 's  not  o'er 
With  Toryism  or  Bobby  yet ; 

That  though,  between  us,  I  allow, 

We  Ve  not  a  leg  to  stand  on  now ; 

Though  curst  Reform  and  colchicum 

Have  made  us  both  look  deuced  glum, 

Yet  still,  in  spite  of  Grote  and  Gout, 

Again  we  '11  shine  triumphant  out ! 

Yes  —  back  again  shall  come,  egad. 
Our  turn  for  sport,  my  reverend  lad. 
And  then,  O'MuUigan  —  oh  then. 
When  mounted  on  our  nags  again, 
You,  on  your  high-flown  Rosinante, 
Bedizen'd  out,  like  Show-Gallantee 
(Glitter  great  from  substance  scanty) ;  — 
While  I,  Bob  Fudge,  Esquire,  shall  ride 
Your  faithful  Sancho,  by  your  side ; 
Then  —  talk  of  tilts  and  tournaments ! 

Dam'me,  we'll 

*  •  *  •  * 

'Squire  Fudge's  clerk  presents 
To  Reverend  Sir  his  compliments ; 
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Is  griev'd  to  say  an  accident 

Has  just  occurr'd  which  will  prevent 

The  Squire  —  though  now  a  little  better— 

From  finishing  this  present  letter. 

Just  when  he'd  got  to  "  Dam'me,  well 

His  Honour,  full  of  martial  zeal, 

Grasp'd  at  his  crutch,  but  not  being  able 
To  keep  his  balance  or  his  hold, 
Tumbled,  both  self  and  crutch,  and  roll'd 

Like  ball  and  bat,  beneath  the  table. 

All's  safe  —  the  table,  chair,  and  crutch;  — 
Nothing,  thank  God,  is  broken  much, 
But  the  Squire's  head,  which,  in  the  fall, 
Got  bump'd  oonsid'rably  —  that's  all. 
A.t  this  no  great  alarm  we  feel. 
As  the  Squire's  head  can  bear  a  deaL 

Wednetday  momibtg 
Squire  much  the  same  —  head  rather  light— 
Rav'd  about "  Barbers'  Wigs  "  aU  night 

Our  housekeeper,  old  Mrs.  Griggs, 
Suspects  that  he  meant  ^  barbarous  Whigs.'' 
TOL.  in.  25 
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LETTEB  IX. 

FBOM  LABBT  0*B&ANIOAN,  TO  HIS  WIFB  JUDT. 

As  it  was  but  last  week  that  I  sint  you  a  letther, 
You  11  wondher,  dear  Judj,  what  this  is  about ; 

And,  throth,  it's  a  letther  myself  would  like  betther, 
Could  I  manage  to  lave  the  contints  of  it  out; 

For  sure,  if  it  makes  even  me  onaisy, 

Who  takes  things  quiet,  'twill  dhrive  you  crazy. 

Oh,  Judy,  that  riverind  Murthagh,  bad  scran  to  him ! 
That  e'er  I  should  come  to  've  been  sarvant-man  to 

him, 
Or  so  far  demane  the  O'Branigan  blood, 
And  my  Aunts,  the  Diluyians  (whom  not  ev'n  the 

Flood 
Was  able  to  wash  away  clane  from  the  earth)  * 
As  to  sarve  one  whose  name,  of  mere  yestherday's 

birth. 
Can  no  more  to  a  great  O,  before  it,  purtend, 
Than  mine  can  to  wear  a  great  Q  at  its  end. 

Jut  that's  now  all  over — last  night  I  gev  wamin', 
A  nd,  masth'r  as  he  is,  will  discharge  him  this  momin 

•  « I  am  of  yonr  Patriarchs,  I,  a  branch  of  one  of  your  antedi 
nviaa  families — fellows  that  the  Flood  could  not  wash  away.* 
—  CovoRKYB,  Love  for  Love, 
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TLfe  thief  of  the  world!  —  but  it's  no  use  bah*ag« 
gin';-* 

All  I  know  is,  I  d  fifty  times  rather  be  draggin' 

Quid  ladies  up  hill  to  the  ind  of  my  days, 

Than  with  Murthagh  to  rowl  in  a  chaise,  at  my  aise, 

And  be  forc'd  to  discind  thro'  the  same  dirty  ways. 

Arrah,  sure,  if  I'd  heerd  where  he  last  show'd  his 
phiz, 

1  'd  have  known  what  a  quare  sort  of  monsther  he  is ; 

For,  by  gor,  'twas  at  Exether  Change,  sure  enough, 

That  himself  and  his  other  wild  Irish  show'd  off; 

And  it's  pity,  so  'tis,  that  they  hadn't  got  no  man 

Who  knew  the  wild  crathurs  to  act  as  their  show- 
man— 

Sayin',  "  Ladies  and  Gintlemen,  plaze  to  take  no- 
tice, 

**How  shlim  and  how  shleek  this  black  animaFs 
coat  is; 

•'All  by  raison,  we're  towld,  that  the  nathur  6'  the 
baste 

•^  Is  to  change  its  coat  once  in  its  lifetime,  at  laste  ; 

•*  And  such  objiks,  in  our  counthry,  not  bein'  com- 
mon ones, 

^  Are  bought  up,  as  this  was,  by  way  of  Fine  Nome- 
nons. 

•  To  babrag  is  to  abuse — Mr.  Lover  makes  it  haUyt  tt,g^  and  he 
Is  high  aathority:  bat  if  I  remember  rightly,  Ourran  in  his  na- 
tional stories  used  to  employ  the  word  as  above.  —  See  Lover's 
most  amnsing  and  genuinely  Irish  work,  the  **  Legends  and  SiA- 
•ieeofL^land." 
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**  In  regard  of  its  name — why,  in  tliroth,  I'm  ooP- 

sam*d 
"  To  differ  on  this  point  so  much  with  the  Larn'd, 
"  Who  call  it  a  ^Morthimer,*  whereas  the  craythur 
"  Is  plainly  a  *  Murthagh,'  by  name  and  by  nathur." 

This  is  how  I'd  have  towld  them  the  rights  of  it  all, 
Had  /been  their  shovnnan  at  Exether  Hall  — 
Not  forgettin'  that  other  great  wondher  of  Airin 
(Of  th'  owld  bitther  breed  which  they  call  Prosbe- 

tairin), 
The  fam'd  Daddy  C — ^ke — who,  by  gor,  I'd  have 

shown  'em 
As  proof  how  such  bastes  may  be  tam'd,  when  you've 

thrown  'em 
A  good  frindly  sop  of  the  rale  Raigin  DoTiem,* 

But,  throth,  I've  no  laisure  just  now,  Judy  dear, 

For  any  thing,  barrin'  our  own  doings  here, 

And  the  cursin'  and  dammin'  and  thund'rin',  like 

mad, 
We  Papists,  God  help  us,  from  Murthagh  have  hacL 
He  says  we  're  all  murtherers  —  diVl  a  bit  less  — 
And  that  even  our  priests,  when  we  go  to  confess. 
Give  us  lessons  in  murth'ring  and  wish  us  success! 

WTien  ax'd  how  he  daar'd,  by  tongue,  or  by  pen, 
To  belie,  in  this  way,  seven  millions  of  men, 

*  Lany  evidently  means  the  Regmrn  Donum; — a  sum  oon 
tribnted  by  thn  goyemment  anuually  to  the  support  of  the  Pres 
tyterian  cnarohes  in  Ireland. 
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Fiuth)  he  said  'twas  all  towld  him  hj  Docthor  Den  !  * 
^  And  who  the  divTs  hef  was  the  question  that  flew 
From  Chrishtian  to  Chrishtian  —  but  not  a  sowl 

knew. 
While  on  went  Murthagh,  in  iligant  style, 
Blasphaming  us  Cath'Hcs  all  the  while, 
As  a  pack  of  desaivers,  parjurers,  villians, 
All  the  whole  kit  of  th'  aforesaid  millions,  —  f 
Yourself,  dear  Judy,  as  well  as  the  rest, 
And  the  innocent  craythur  that's  at  your  breast, 
AH  rogues  together,  in  word  and  deed, 
Owld  Den  our  insthructor  and  Sin  our  creed  I 

When  ax'd  for  his  proofs  again  and  again, 
Div'l  an  answer  he'd  give  but  Docthor  Den. 
Couldn't  he  call  into  coort  some  limn*  men? 
•*  No,  thank  you  "  —  he  'd  stick  to  Docthor  Den  — 
An  owld  gintleman  dead  a  century  or  two. 
Who  all  about  us,  live  Cath'lics,  knew ; 
And  of  coorse  was  more  handy,  to  call  in  a  hurry, 
Than  Docthor  Mac  Hale  or  Docthor  Murray  I 

But,  throth,  it's  no  case  to  be  jokin'  upon. 
Though  myself,  from  bad  habits,  is  makin*  it  one. 

*  Correctly,  Dens — Larry  not  being  very  particular  in  lili 
nomenolaUire. 

t  The  deeds  of  darkness  whicli  are  reduced  to  horrid  practice 
3ver  the  drunken  debauch  of  the  midnight  assassin  are  debated, 
H  principle,  in  the  sober  morning  religious  conferences  of  the 
•riests."  —  Speech  of  (he  Rev.  Mr.  M^Ghee,  **  The  character  of 
the  Irish  people  generally  is,  that  they  are  given  to  lying  and  tc 
icts  of  tlieft."  —  Speech  of  the  liev.  Robert  Daly. 
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Even  yoUj  had  you  witness'd  his  grand  climactherics, 
Which  actially  threw  one  owld  maid  in  hysterics  — 
Or,  och !  had  you  heerd  such  a  purty  remark  as  hi% 
That  Papists  are  only  ^^Humanitffs  carcassesy 
^Biin"*  —  huty  hydad,  I'm  afeard  I  can't  give  it 

ye  — 
•*  Ris^nfrom  the  s^ulchre  of — inactivity  ; 
^  And,  like  owld  corpses^  dag  up  from  antikity^ 
^  WandrirC  about  in  aU  sorts  of  inikity  !  !  "  —  * 
Even  you,  Judy,  true  as  you  are  to  the  Owld  Light, 
Would  have  laugh'd,  out  and  out,  at  this  iligant  flight 
Of  that  figure  of  speech  call'd  the  Blatherumskite. 

As  for  me,  though  a  funny  thought  now  and  then 

came  to  me, 
Bage  got  the  betther  at  last — and  tinall  blame  to 

me! 
So,  slapping  my  thigh,  "  by  the  Powers  of  Del^" 
Says  I  bowldly  "111  make  a  noration  myself." 
And  with  that  up  I  jumps  —  but,  my  darlint,  the 

minit 
I  cock'd  up  my  head,  divl  a  sinse  remain'd  in  it 

•  "  But  she  (Popery)  is  no  longer  (A«  imaid  of  (he  sqnUchre  of 
macihity.  She  has  come  from  the  burial-place,  walking  forth  a 
monster,  as  if  the  spirit  of  evil  had  corrupted  the  carcass  of  her 
departed  humamty  ;  noxious  and  noisome,  an  object  of  abhor 
rence  and  dismay  to  all  who  are  not  leagued  with  her  in  imquUgJ' 
•  -Report  of  the  Bev.  Crentleman*s  Speech,  June  20,  in  tht 
Eecord  Newspaper. 

We  may  well  ask,  after  reading  this  and  other  such  reverend 
ravings,  "  Quis  dubltat  quin  omne  sit  hoc  rationis  egestas?  '* 
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Though,  scdted,  I  could  have  got  beautiful  on, 
When  I  tuk  to  my  legs,  faith,  the  gab  was  all  gone : — 
Which  was  odd,  for  us,  Pats,  who,  whate'er  we've  a 

hand  in, 
At  laste  in  our  legs  show  a  sthrong  understandin*. 

Howsumdever,  detarmin'd  the  chaps  should  pursaive 
What  I  thought  of  their  doin's,  before  I  tuk  lave, 
"In  regard  of  all  that,"  says  I  —  there  I  stopp'd 

short  — 
Not  a  word  more  would  come,  though  I  shtruggled 

hard  for't. 
So,  shnapping  my  fingers  at  what's  call'd  the  Chair, 
And  the  owld  Lord  (or  Lady,  I  b'lieve)  that  sat 

there  — 
"  In  regard  of  all  that,"  says  I  bowldly  again  — 
"To  owld  Nick  I  pitch  Mortimer  —  and  Docthor 

Den;"  — 
Upon  which  the  whole  company  cried  out "  Amen ; " 
And  myself  was  in  hopes  'twas  to  what  /had  said. 
But,  by  gor,  no  such  thing —  they  were  not  so  well 

bred :  [out. 

For,  't  was  all  to  a  pray'r  Murthagh  just  had  read 
By  way  of  fit  finish  to  job  so  devout ; 
That  is  —  ctfther  well  damning  one  half  the  com* 

munity, 
To  pray  God  to  keep  all  in  pace  an'  in  unity  I 

This  is  all  I  can  shtuff  in  this  letther,  though  plinty 
If  news,  faith,  I've  got  to  fill  more  —  if 't  was  twinty 
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But  I'll  add,  on  the  otUsidey  a  line,  should  I  need  it, 
( Writin' "  Private  "  upon  it,  that  no  one  may  read  it,) 
To  tell  jou  how  Mortimer  (as  the  Saints  chrishten 

him) 
Bears  the  big  shame  of  his  sarvant's  dismisshin'  him. 

{Private  aiUside,) 

Just  come  from  his  riv'rence  —  the  job  is  all  done  — 
By  the  powers,  I  Ve  discharged  him  as  sure  as  a  gun 
And  now,  Judy  dear,  what  on  earth  I  'm  to  do 
With  myself  and  my  appetite  —  both  good  as  new  — 
Without  ev*n  a  single  traneen  in  my  pocket, 
Let  alone  a  good,  dacent  pound-starlin*,  to  stock  it — 
Is  a  mysht'ry  I  lave  to  the  One  that's  above. 
Who  takes  care  of  us,  dissolute  so  wis,  when  hard 
dhrovel 


LETTEB   X. 

■"BOM  THE  REV.  MOBTIMSR  0*HULLI0A1¥,  TO  THE  BBV.  - 

These  few  brief  lines,  my  reverend  friend. 
By  a  safe,  private  hand  I  send 
(Fearing  lest  some  low  Catholic  wag 
Should  pry  into  the  Letter-bag), 
To  tell  you,  far  as  pen  can  dare 
How  we,  poor  errant  martyrs,  fare ;  — 
Martyrs,  not  quite  to  fire  and  rack, 
As  Saints  were,  some  few  ages  back, 


Digitized 


by  Google 


THE   FUDGES   IN   ENGLAND.  3^3 

But  —  scarce  less  trying  in  iis  way  — 
To  laughter,  wheresoever  we  stray ; 
To  jokes,  which  Providence  mysterious 
Permits  on  men  and  things  so  serious. 
Lowering  the  Church  still  more  each  minute, 
And  —  injuring  our  preferment  in  it. 
Just  think,  how  worrying  'tis,  my  Mend, 
To  find,  where'er  our  footsteps  bend. 

Small  jokes,  like  squibs,  around  us  whizzing 
And  bear  the  eternal  torturing  play 
Of  that  great  engine  of  our  day, 

Unknown  to  the*  Inquisition  —  quizzing! 

Your  men  of  thumb-screws  and  of  racks 
Aim'd  at  the  body  their  attacks ; 
But  modem  torturers,  more  refin'd, 
Work  their  machinery  on  the  mincL 
Had  St.  Sebastian  had  the  luck 

With  me  to  be  a  godly  rover, 
Instead  of  arrows,  he  'd  be  stuck 

With  stings  of  ridicule  all  over ; 
And  poor  St  Lawrence,  who  was  kiU'd 
By  being  on  a  gridir'n  grill'd, 
Had  he  but  shar'd  my  errant  lot, 
Instead  of  grill  on  gridir'n  hot, 
A  moral  roasting  would  have  got. 
Nor  should  I  (trying  as  all  this  is) 

Much  heed  the  suffering  or  the  shame  — 
As,  like  an  actor,  tcsed  to  hisses, 

I  long  have  known  no  other  fame, 
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But  that  (as  I  maj  own  to  youj 
Though  tc  the  world  it  would  not  do,) 
No  hope  appears  of  fortune's  beams 
Shining  on  any  of  my  schemes  ; 
No  chance  of  something  more  per  ann. 
As  supplement  to  K — ^llym — ^n ; 
No  prospect  that,  bj  fierce  abuse 
Of  Ireland,  I  shall  e'er  induce 
The  rulei*s  of  this  thinking  nation 
To  rid  us  of  Emancipation ; 
To  forge  anew  the  sever'd  chain, 
And  bring  back  Penal  Laws  again. 

Ah  happy  time !  when  wolves  and  priests 
Alike  were  hunted,  as  wild  beasts ; 
And  five  pounds  was  the  price,  per  head, 
For  bagging  either,  live  or  dead ;  —  * 
Though  oft,  we  're  told,  one  outlaw'd  brother 
Sav'd  cost,  by  eating  up  the  other. 
Finding  thus  all  those  schemes  and  hopes 
I  built  upon  my  flowers  and  tropes 
All  scatter'd,  one  by  one,  away. 
As  flashy  and  unsound  as  they. 
The  question  comes  —  what's  to  be  done? 
And  there's  but  one  course  lefl  me  —  one. 


*  ^  Among  other  amiable  enactments  against  the  Cathoh'cs  at 
fL^  period  (1649),  the  price  of  five  pounds  was  set  on  the  head 
»f  a  Boniish  priest  —  being  exactly  the  same  sum  offered  by  the 
fame  legislators  for  the  head  of  a  wolf." 

Memoirs  of  Copt.  Rock^  book  i.  chap.  10. 
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Heroes,  when  tir^d  of  war's  alarms, 
Seek  sweet  repose  in  Beauty's  arms. 
The  weary  Day-God's  last  retreat  is 
The  breast  of  silv'ry  footed  Thetis ; 
And  mine,  as  mighty  Love's  my  judge, 
Shall  be  the  arms  of  rich  liCss  Fudge  1 

Start  not,  my  fnend^  —  the  tender  scheme^ 

Wild  and  romantic  though  it  seem, 

Beyond  a  parson's  fondest  dream. 

Yet  shines,  too,  with  those  golden  dyes. 

So  pleasing  to  a  parson's  eyes  — 

That  only  gilding  which  the  Muse 

Cannot  around  her  sons  diifuse  ;  - — 

Which,  whencesoever  flows  its  bliss. 

From  wealthy  Miss  or  benefice, 

To  Mortimer  indifP'rent  is. 

So  he  can  only  make  it  his. 

There  is  but  one  slight  damp  I  see 

Upon  this  scheme's  felicity, 

And  that  is,  the  fair  heroine's  claim 

That  I  shall  take  her  family  name. 

To  this  (though  it  may  look  henpeck'd), 

I  can't  quite  decentiy  object. 

Having  myself  long-chos'n  to  shine 

Conspicuous  in  the  alioi  *  line ; 

*  In  the  first  edition  of  his  Dictionary,  Dr.  Johnson  veiy  nig- 
a.ficantly  exemplified  the  meaning  of  die  word  "alias  "  by  the 
instance  of  Mallet,  the  poet,  who  had  exchanged  for  this  more 
•efinti  name  his  original  Scotch  patronymic,  Malloch.     **  What 
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So  that  henceforth,  by  wife's  decree, 

(For  Biddy  from  this  point  wo' n't  budge) 

Your  old  friend's  new  address  must  be 
The  Bev.  Mortimer  &  Fudge  — 

The  "  O  "  being  kept,  that  all  may  see 

We're  hoik  of  ancient  family. 

Such,  friend,  nor  need  the  fact  amaze  yon. 

My  public  life's  calm  Euthanasia. 

Thus  bid  I  long  farewell  to  all 

The  freaks  of  Exeter's  old  HaU  — 

Freaks,  in  grimace,  its  apes  exceeding, 

And  rivalling  its  bears  in  breeding. 

Farewell,  the  platform  fiU'd  with  preachers  — 

The  pray'r  giv'n  out,  as  grace,*  by  speechers. 

Ere  they  cut  up  their  fellow-creatures : — 

Farewell  to  dead  old  Dens's  volumes, 

And,  scarce  less  dead,  old  Standard's  columns:-— 

From  each  and  all  I  now  retire, 

My  task,  henceforth,  as  spouse  and  sire, 

To  bring  up  little  filial  Fudges, 

To  be  M.  P.s,  and  Peers,  and  Judges  — 

Parsons  I'd  add  too,  if,  alas ! 

There  yet  were  hope  the  Church  could  pass 

oMer  proofs  he  gave  (says  Johnson)  of  disrespect  to  his  native 
country,  I  know  not;  bmt  it  was  remarked  of  him  that  he  was 
the  only  Scot  whom  Scotchmen  did  not  commend."  —  lAft  of 

^  "  I  think  I  am  acting  in  unison  with  the  feelings  of  a  Meeting 
««sembled  for  this  solemn  object,  when  I  call  on  the  Rev.  Docte 
dolloway  to  open  it  by  prayer."  — Speech  of  Lord  Kenyon, 
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The  gulf  now  oped  for  hers  and  her. 

Or  long  survive  what  Exeter — 

Both  Hall  and  Bishop,  of  that  name  — 

Have  done  to  sink  her  reverend  fame* 

Adieu,  dear  friend  —  you'll  oft  hear^^m  me, 

Now  I'm  no  more  a  travelling  drudge ; 

Meanwhile  I  sign  (that  you  may  judge 
How  well  the  surname  will  become  me) 
Yours  truly, 

Mortimer  O'Fudgb. 


LBTTBR  XI. 

ntOlf  PATRICK   MAOAN,  ESQ.,  TO  THE  RBV.  RICHABD  n 

^  Ireland, 

Dear  Dick  — just  arrived  at  my  own  humble  fftte^ 
1  inclose  you,  post-haste,  the  account  all  complete. 
Just  arriv'd,  per  express,  of  our  late  noble  feat. 

IMctractfrom  the  "  County  Gazette.'*!^ 

This  place  is  getting  gay  and  full  again. 

♦         ♦♦♦♦«« 

Last  week  was  married,  "  in  the  Lord," 
The  Reverend  Mortimer  O'Mulligan, 

Preacher,  in  Irish,  of  the  Word, 
(He,  who  the  Lord's  force  lately  led  on  — 
Exeter  Hall  his  ArwogrA-geddon,)  * 

^  The  rectory  which  the  Bev.  gentleman  holds  is  situated  ift 


Digitized 


by  Google 


398  THE   PUDGES   IN   ENGLAND. 

To  Miss  B.  Fudge  of  Pisgah  Place, 
One  of  the  chos'n,  as  "  heir  of  grace," 
And  likewise  heiress  of  Phil.  Fudge, 
Esquire,  defunct,  of  Orange  Lodge. 

Same  evening.  Miss  F.  Fudge,  'tis  hinted  — 

Niece  of  the  above,  (whose  "  Sylvan  Lyre,* 
In  our  Gazette,  last  week,  we  printed,) 

Elop'd  with  Pat.  Magan,  Esquire. 
The  fugitives  were  tracked,  some  time. 

After  they'd  left  the  Aunt's  abode. 
By  scraps  of  paper,  scrawFd  with  rhyme. 

Found  strew'd  along  the  Western  road ;  — 
Some  of  them,  ci-devant  curl-papers. 
Others,  half  burnt  in  lighting  tapers. 
This  clue,  however,  to  their  flight, 

After  some  miles  was  seen  no  more ; 
And,  from  inquiries  made  last  night. 

We  find  they've  reach'd  the  Irish  shore. 

Every  word  of  it  true,   Dick  —  th'  escape  from 
Aunt's  thrall —  [alL 

Western  road  —  lyric  fragments  —  curl-papers  and 
My  sole  stipulation,  ere  link'd  at  the  shrine 
(As  some  balance  between  Fanny's  numbers  and 
mine),  [^Mne; 

Was  that,  when  we  were  one,  she  must  give  up  the 

the  county  of  Armagh! — a  most  remarkable  coincidence  —  and 
well  worthy  of  the  attention  of  certain  expounders  of  the  Apoca- 
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Nay,  devote  to  the  Gods  her  whole  stock  of  MS. 
With  a  vow  never  more  against  prose  to  transgress. 
This  she  did,  like  a  heroine ;  —  smack  went  to  bits 
The  whole  produce  sublime  of  her  dear  little  wits— 
Sonnets,  elegies,  epigrams,  odes,  canzonets  — 
Some  twisted  up  neatlj,  to  form  aUumettes, 
Some  tum'd  into  papiUotes,  worthy  to  rise 
And  enwreathe  Berenice's  bright  locks  in  the  skies  I 
While  the  rest,  honest  Larry  (who's  now  in  my  pay)^ 
Begg'd,  as  "  lover  of  po'thrt/"  to  read  on  the  way. 

Having  thus  of  life's  poetry  dar'd  to  dispose, 

How  we  now,  Dick,  shall  manage  to  get  through  its 

prose. 
With  such  slender  materials  for  style,  Heaven  knows  I 
But  —  I'm  call'd  off  abruptly  —  another  Express ! 
What  the  deuce  can  it  mean  ?  —  I'm  alarm'd,  I  con- 


P.S. 

Hurrah,  Dick,  hurrah,  Dick,  ten  thousand  hurrahs  1 
I'm  a  happy,  rich  dog  to  the  end  of  my  days. 
There  —  read  the  good  news  —  and  while  glad,  for 

my  sake. 
That  Wealth  should  thus  follow  in  Love's  shining 

wake. 
Admire  also  the  morcd — that  he,  the  sly  elf. 
Who  has  fudg'd  all  the  world,  should  be  now  fudg'd 

himself/ 
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XXntAOT  ntOM  JJSTTEM  JXCIAiUSh 

With  pain  the  mournful  news  I  write, 
Miss  Fudge's  uncle  died  last  night ; 
And  much  to  mine  and  friends'  surprise^ 
By  will  doth  all  his  wealth  devise  — 
Lands,  dwellings  —  rectories  likewise  -— 
To  his  "  beloVd  grand-niece,'*  Miss  Fanny, 
Leaving  Miss  Fudge  herself,  who  many 
Long  years  hath  waited — not  a  penny ! 
Have  notified  the  same  to  latter. 
And  wait  instructions  in  the  matter. 

For  self  and  partners,  etc  ell 


END   OF  TOL.  HI. 
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PREFACE 

TO    THE    IBI8H    MBLODIBB. 


The  recollections  connected,  in  my  mind,  with 
that  earlj  period  of  my  life,  when  I  first  thought  of 
interpreting  in  verse  the  tonching  language  of  my 
country's  music,  tempt  me  again  to  advert  to  those 
long  past  days ;  and,  even  at  the  risk  of  heing  thought 
to  indulge  overmuch  in  what  CoUey  Cibber  calls 
^  the  great  pleasure  of  writing  about  one's  self  all 
day,"  to  notice  briefly  some  of  those  impressions  and 
influemces  under  which  the  attempt  to  adapt  words 
to  our  ancient  Melodies  was  for  some  time  medi- 
tated by  me,  and,  at  last,  undertaken. 

There  can  be  no  doubt  that  to  the  zeal  and 
industry  of  Mr.  Bunting  his  country  is  indebted  for 
the  preservation  of  her  old  national  airs.  During 
the  prevalence  of  the  Penal  Code,  the  music  of 
Ireland  was  made  to  share  in  the  fate  of  its  people* 
Both  were  alike  shut  out  from  the  pale  of  civilized 
life ;  and  seldom  anywhere  but  in  the  huts  of  the 
proscribed  race  could  the  sweet  voice  of  the  songs 
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of  other  days  be  heard.  Even  of  that  class,  the 
itmerant  harpers,  among  whom  for  a  long  period 
our  ancient  music  had  been  kept  alive,  there  re- 
mained but  few  to  continue  the  precious  tradition ; 
and  a  great  music-meeting  held  at  Belfast  in  the 
year  1792,  at  which  the  twc  or  three  still  remaining 
rf  the  old  race  of  wandering  harpers  assisted,  exhib- 
ited the  last  public  effort  made  by  the  lovers  of 
Irish  music,  to  preserve  to  their  country  the  only 
grace  or  ornament  left  to  her,  out  of  the  wreck  of  all 
her  Uberties  and  hopes.  Thus  what  the  fierce  legis- 
lature of  the  Pale  had  endeavoured  vainly  through 
so  many  centuries  to  effect,  —  the  utter  extinction 
of  Ireland's  Minstrelsy,  —  the  deadly  pressure  of 
the  Penal  Laws  had  nearly,  at  the  close  of  the 
eighteenth  century,  accomplished ;  and,  but  for  the 
zeal  and  iiitelligent  research  of  Mr.  Bunting,  at  that 
crisis,  the  greater  part  of  our  musical  treasures 
would  probably  have  been  lost  to  the  world.  It 
was  in  the  year  1796  that  this  gentleman  published 
his  first  volume ;  and  the  national  spirit  and  hope 
then  wakened  in  Ireland,  by  the  rapid  spread  of  the 
democratic  principle  throughout  Europe,  could  not 
but  insure  a  most  cordial  reception  for  such  a  work ; 
—  flattering  as  it  was  to  the  fond  dreams  of  Erin's 
early  days,  and  containing  in  itself,  indeed,  remark- 
able testimony  to  the  truth  of  her  claims  to  an  early 
date  of  civilization. 

It  was  in  the  year  1797  that,  through  the  medium 
of  Mr.  Bunting's  book,  I  was  first  made  acquainted 
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with  the  beauties  of  our  native  music.  A  young 
friend  of  our  family,  Edward  Hudson,  the  nephew 
of  an  eminent  dentist  of  that  name,  who  played  with 
much  taste  and  feeling  on  the  flute,  and,  unluckily 
for  himself,  was  but  too  deeply  warmed  with  the 
patriotic  ardour  then  kindling  around  him,  was  the 
first  who  made  known  to  me  this  rich  mine  of  ovf 
country's  melodies ;  —  a  mine,  from  the  working  of 
which  my  humble  labours  as  a  poet  have  since  de- 
rived their  sole  lustre  and  value.  About  the  same 
period  I  formed  an  acquaintance,  which  soon  grew 
into  intimacy,  with  young  Robert  Emmet.  He  was 
my  senior,  I  think,  by  one  class,  in  the  university ; 
for  when,  in  the  first  year  of  my  course,  I  became  a 
member  of  the  Debating  Society, — a  sort  of  nursery 
to  the  authorized  Historical  Society,  —  I  found  him 
in  full  reputation,  not  only  for  his  learning  and  elo- 
quence, but  also  for  the  blamelessness  of  his  life,  and 
the  grave  suavity  of  his  manners. 

Of  the  political  tone  of  this  minor  school  of  ora- 
tory, which  was  held  weekly  at  the  rooms  of  differ- 
ent resident  members,  some  notion  may  be  formed 
from  the  nature  of  the  questions  proposed  for  discus- 
sion, —  one  of  which,  I  recollect,  was,  "  Whether  an 
Aristocracy  or  a  Democracy  is  most  favourable  to  the 
advancement  of  science  and  literature  ? "  while  an- 
other, bearing  even  more  pointedly  on  the  relative 
position  of  the  government  and  the  people,  at  this  cri- 
sis, was  thus  significantly  propounded :  —  "  Whether 
a  soldier  was  bound,  on  all  occasions,  to  obey  the 
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orders  of  his  commanding  officer  ?  "  On  the  former 
of  these  questions,  the  effect  of  Emmet's  eloquence 
upon  his  joung  auditors  was,  I  recollect,  most  strik- 
ing. The  prohibition  against  touching  upon  modem 
politics,  which  it  was  subsequently  found  necessary 
to  enforce,  had  not  yet  been  introduced ;  and  Emmet, 
#ho  took  of  course  ardently  the  side  of  democracy 
in  the  debate,  after  a  brief  review  of  the  republics 
of  antiquity,  showing  how  much  they  had  all  done 
for  the  advancement  of  science  and  the  arts,  pro- 
ceeded, lastly,  to  the  grand  and  perilous  example, 
then  passing  before  all  eyes,  the  young  Republic  of 
France.  Referring  to  the  circumstance  told  of 
Caesar,  that,  in  swimming  across  the  Rubicon,  he 
contrived  to  carry  with  him  his  Commentaries  and 
his  sword,  the  young  orator  said,  '*Thus  France 
wades  through  a  sea  of  storm  and  blood ;  but  while, 
in  one  hand,  she  wields  the  sword  against  her 
aggressors,  with  the  other  she  upholds  the  glories 
of  science  and  literature  unsullied  by  the  ensanguined 
tide  through  which  she  struggles."  In  another  of 
his  remarkable  speeches,  I  remember  his  saying, 
"When  a  people  advancing  rapidly  in  knowledge 
and  power,  perceive  at  last  how  far  their  government 
is  lagging  behind  them,  what  then,  I  ask,  is  to  be 
ione  in  such  a  case  ?  What,  but  to  pull  the  govem- 
i&ent  1^  to  the  people  ?  " 

In  a  few  months  after,  both  Emmet  and  myself 
were  admitted  members  of  the  greater  and  recognized 
institution,  called  the  Historical  Society;  and,  even 
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here^  tbe  political  feeling  so  rife  abroad  contrived  to 
mix  up  its  restless  spirit  with  all  our  debates  and 
proceedings ;  notwithstanding  the  constant  watchful- 
ness of  the  college  authorities^  as  well  as  of  a  strong 
party  within  the  Society  itself,  devoted  adherents  to 
the  policy  of  the  government,  and  taking  invariably 
part  with  the  Provost  and  Fellows  in  all  their  r^ 
strictive  and  inquisitorial  measures.  The  most  dis- 
tinguished and  eloquent  of  these  supporters  of  power 
were  a  young  man  named  Sargent,  of  whose  fate  in 
after  days  I  know  nothing,  and  Jebb,  the  late  Bishop 
cf  Limerick,  who  was  then,  as  he  continued  to  be 
through  life,  much  respected  for  his  private  worth 
and  learning. 

Of  the  popular  side,  in  the  Society,  the  chief  cham- 
pion and  ornament  was  Robert  Emmet ;  and  though 
every  care  was  taken  to  exclude  from  the  subjects 
of  debate  aU  questions  verging  towards  the  politics 
of  the  day,  it  was  always  easy  enough,  by  a  side-wind 
of  digression  or  allusion,  to  bring  Ireland  and  the 
prospects  then  opening  upon  her  within  the  scope 
of  the  orator's  view.  So  exciting  and  powerful,  in 
this  respect,  were  Emmet's  speeches,  and  so  little 
were  even  the  most  eloquent  of  the  adverse  party 
able  to  cope  with  his  powers,  that  it  was  at  length 
thought  advisable,  by  the  higher  authorities,  to  send 
among  us  a  man  of  more  advanced  standing,  as  well 
as  belonging  to  a  former  race  of  renowned  speakers* 
in  that  Society,  in  order  that  he  might  answer  the 
•peeches  of  Emmet,  and  endeavour  to  obviate  th« 
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mischievous  impression  thej  were  thought  to  produce. 
The  name  of  this  mature  champion  of  the  higher 
powers  it  is  not  necessary  here  to  record ;  but  the 
object  of  his  mission  among  us  was  in  some  respect 
gained ;  as  it  was  in  replying  to  a  long  oration  of 
his,  one  night,  that  Emmet,  much  to  the  mortifi- 
cation of  us  who  gloried  in  him  as  our  leader,  became 
suddenly  embarrassed  in  the  middle  of  his  speech, 
and,  to  use  the  parliamentary  phrase,  broke  down. 
Whether  from  a  momentary  confusion  in  the  thread 
of  his  argument,  or  possibly  from  diffidence  in  en- 
countering an  adversary  so  much  his  senior,  —  for 
Enmiet  was  as  modest  as  he  was  high-minded  and 
brave,  —  he  began,  in  the  full  career  of  his  eloquence, 
to  hesitate  and  repeat  his  words,  and  then,  after  an 
effort  or  two  to  recover  himself,  sate  down. 

It  fell  to  my  own  lot  to  be  engaged,  about  the  same 
time,  in  a  brisk  struggle  with  the  dominant  party  in 
the  Society,  in  consequence  of  a  burlesque  poem 
which  I  gave  in,  as  candidate  for  the  Literary  Medal, 
entitled  "An  Ode  upon  Nothing,  with  Notes,  by 
Trismegistus  Rustifustius,  D.  D."  etc.  etc  For  this 
squib  against  the  great  Dons  of  learning,  the  medal 
was  voted  to  me  by  a  triumphant  majority.  But  a 
motion  was  made  in  the  following  week  to  rescind 
this  vote ;  and  a  fierce  contest  between  the  two  par- 
ties ensued,  which  I  at  last  put  an  end  to  by  volun- 
tarily withdrawing  my  composition  from  the  Society's 
Book. 

I  have  already  adverted  to  the  period  when  Mr. 
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Banting's  valuable  volume  first  became  known  to  me. 
There  elapsed  no  very  long  time  before  I  was  my- 
Belf  the  happy  proprietor  of  a  copy  of  the  wort,  and 
though  never  regularly  instructed  in  music,  could 
play  over  the  airs  with  tolerable  facility  on  the  piano- 
forte. Bobert  Emmet  used  sometimes  to  sit  by  me, 
when  I  was  thus  engaged ;  and  I  remember  one  day 
his  starting  up  as  from  a  reverie,  when  I  had  just 
finished  playing  that  spirited  tune  called  the  Red 
Fox,*  and  exclaiming,  "  Oh  that  I  were  at  the  head 
of  twenty  thousand  men,  marching  to  that  air  I" 

How  little  did  I  then  think  that  in  one  of  the  most 
touching  of  the  sweet  airs  I  used  to  play  to  him,  his 
own  dying  words  would  find  an  interpreter  so  worthy 
of  their  sad,  but  proud  feeling ;  f  or  that  another  of 
those  mournful  strains  J  would  long  be  associated,  in 
the  hearts  of  his  countrymen,  with  the  memory  of 
her  §  who  shared  with  Ireland  his  last  blessing  and 
prayer. 

Though  fully  alive,  of  course,  to  the  feelings 
which  Fuch  music  could  not  but  inspire,  I  had  not 
yet  undertaken  the  task  of  adapting  words  to  any 
of  the  airs ;  and  it  was,  I  am  ashamed  to  say,  in  dull 
and  turgid  prose,  that  I  made  my  first  appearance 
in  print  as  a  champion  of  the  popular  cause.  To- 
wards the  latter  end  of  the  year  1797,  the  celebrated 

•  "  Let  Erin  remember  the  days  of  old." 

t  "  Oh,  breathe  not  his  name." 

I  "  She  is  far  from  the  land  wheie  her  young  hero  sleeps." 

ilfiss  Curran. 
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newspaper  called  "  The  Press  **  was  set  up  by  Ar- 
thur O'Connoi,  Thomas  Addis  Emmett,  and  other 
chiefs  of  the  United  Irish  conspiracy,  with  the  view 
of  preparing  and  ripening  the  public  mind  for  the 
great  crisis  then  fast  approaching.  This  memo- 
rable journal,  according  to  the  impression  I  at 
present  retain  of  it,  was  far  more  distinguished  for 
earnestness  of  purpose  and  intrepidity,  than  for  any 
great  display  of  literary  talent ;  —  the  bold  letters 
written  by  Emmett  (the  elder),  under  the  signature 
of  "  Montanus,'*  being  the  only  compositions  I  can 
now  call  to  mind,  as  entitled  to  praise  for  their 
literary  merit.  It  required,  however,  but  a  small 
sprinkling  of  talent  to  make  bold  writing,  at  that 
time,  palatable;  and,  from  the  experience  of  my 
own  home,  I  can  answer  for  the  avidity  with  which 
every  line  of  this  daring  journal  was  devoured.  It 
used  to  come  out,  I  think,  twice  a  week,  and,  on  the 
evening  of  publication,  I  always  read  it  aloud  to  our 
small  circle  after  supper. 

It  may  easily  be  conceived  that,  what  with  my 
ardour  for  the  national  cause,  and  a  growing  con- 
sciousness of  some  little  turn  for  authorship,  I  was 
naturally  eager  to  become  a  contributor  to  those 
patriotic  and  popular  columns.  But  the  constant 
\nxiety  about  me  which  I  knew  my  own  family  fe}t,  — 
a  feeling  more  wakeful  far  than  even  their  zeal  in 
the  public  cause,  —  withheld  me  from  hazarding  any 
step  that  might  cause  them  alarm.  I  had  ventured, 
indeed,  one  evening,  to  pop  privately  into  the  letter 
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M>x  of  The  Press,  a  short  Fragment  in  imitatiou 
of  Ossian.  But  this,  though  inserted,  passed  off 
quietly ;  and  nobody  was,  in  any  sense  of  the  phrase, 
the  wiser  for  it.  I  was  soon  tempted,  however,  to  try 
a  more  daring  flight.  Without  communicating  my 
secret  to  any  one  but  Edward  Hudson,  I  addressed 
a  long  Letter,  in  prose,  to  the  *  ♦  ♦  ♦  ♦  of  »  *  ♦  *,  in 
which  a  profusion  of  bad  flowers  of  rhetoric  was  en- 
wreathed  plentifully  with  that  weed  which  Shak- 
speare  calls  "  the  cockle  of  rebellion,**  and,  in  the  same 
manner  as  before,  committed  it  tremblingly  to  the 
chances  of  the  letter-box.  I  hardly  expected  my  prose 
would  be  honoured  with  insertion,  when,  lo,  on  the 
next  evening  of  publication,  when,  seated  as  usual  in 
my  little  comer  by  the  fire,  I  unfolded  the  paper  for  the 
purpose  of  reading  it  to  my  select  auditory,  there 
was  my  own  Letter  staring  me  full  in  the  face,  being 
honoured  with  so  conspicuous  a  place  as  to  be  one 
of  the  first  articles  my  audience  would  expect  to  hear. 
Assuming  an  outward  appearance  of  ease,  while 
every  nerve  within  me  was  trembling,  I  contrived  to 
accomplish  the  reading  of  the  Letter  without  raising; 
in  either  of  my  auditors  a  suspicion  that  it  was  my  own. 
I  enjoyed  the  pleasure,  too,  of  hearing  it  a  good  deal 
praised  by  them ;  and  might  have  been  tempted  by 
this  to  acknowledge  myself  the  author,  had  I  not 
^und  that  the  language  and  sentiments  of  the  article 
^ere  considered  by  both  to  be  "  very  bold.**  * 

•  So  thought  also  higher  authorities;  for  among  the  extract! 
%«n  The  Press  brought  forward  by  the  Secret  Committee  of  the 
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I  was  not  destined,  however,  to  remain  Icmg 
undetected.  On  the  following  day,  Edward  Had" 
Bon,*  —  the  only  one,  as  I  have  said,  intrusted  with 
my  secret,  called  to  pay  us  a  morning  visit,  and  had 
not  been  long  in  the  room,  conversing  with  my 
mother,  when  looking  significantly  at  me,  he  said  — 

"Well,  you  saw "     Here  he  stopped;  Lut  the 

mother's  eye  had  followed  his,  with  the  rapidity  of 
lightning,  to  mine,  and  at  oncp  she  perceived  the 
whole  truth.  "  That  Letter  was  yours,  then  ?  **  she 
asked  of  me  eagerly;  and,  without  hesitation,  of  course, 
I  acknowledged  the  fact ;  when  in  the  most  earnest 
manner  she  entreated  of  me  never  again  to  have  any 
connection  with  that  paper ;  and,  as  every  wish  of 
hers  was  to  me  law,  I  readily  pledged  the  solemn 
promise  she  required. 

Though  well  aware  how  easily  a  sneer  may  be 
raised  at  the  simple  details  of  this  domestic  scene,  I 
have  yet  ventured  to  put  it  on  record,  as  affording 
an  instance  of  the   gentle  and  womanly  watchful- 

Joase  of  CJommons,  to  show  how  formidable  had  been  the  de- 
tigns  of  the  United  Irishmen,  there  are  two  or  three  paragraphs 
iited  from  this  redonbtable  Letter. 

*  Of  the  depth  and  extent  to  which  Hudson  had  involved  him- 
I3lf  in  the  conspiracy,  none  of  our  family  had  harbouied  the 
least  notion ;  till,  on  the  seizure  of  the  thirteen  Leinster  delegates, 
at  Oliver  Bond's,  in  the  month  of  March,  1798,  we  found,  to  onf 
astonishment  and  sorrow,  that  he  was  one  of  the  number. 

To  those  unread  in  the  painful  history  of  this  period,  it  is  right 
to  mention  that  almost  all  tne  leaders  of  the  United  Irish  cod- 
tpiracy  were  Protestants.  Among  those  companions  of  my  own 
tUuded  to  in  these  pages,  I  scarcely  remember  a  single  Gatholio 
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Hess,  —  the  Providence,  as  it  may  be  called,  of  the 
little  world  of  home,  —  by  which,  although  placed 
ahnost  in  the  very  current  of  so  headlong  a  move- 
ment, and  living  familiarly  with  some  of  the  most 
daring  of  those  who  propelled  it,  I  yet  was  guarded 
from  any  participation  in  their  secret  oaths,  counsels, 
01  plans,  and  thus  escaped  all  share  in  that  wild 
struggle  to  which  so  many  far  better  men  than  my- 
self fell  victims. 

In  the  mean  while,  this  great  conspiracy  was  has- 
tening on,  with  fearful  precipitancy,  to  its  outbreak ; 
and  vague  and  shapeless  as  are  now  known  to  have 
been  the  views,  even  of  those  who  were  engaged 
practically  in  the  plot,  it  is  not  any  wonder  that  to 
the  young  and  uninitiated  like  myself  it  should  have 
opened  prospects  partaking  far  more  of  the  wild 
dreams  of  poesy  than  of  the  plain  and  honest  prose  of 
real  life.  But  a  crisis  was  then  fast  approaching,  when 
such  self-delusions  could  no  longer  be  indulged ;  and 
when  the  mystery  which  had  hitherto  hung  over  the 
plans  of  the  conspirators  was  to  be  rent  asunder  by 
the  stem  hand  of  power. 

Of  the  hoiTors  that  foreran  and  followed  the 
frightful  explosion  of  the  year  1798, 1  had  neither 
inclination  nor,  luckily,  occasion  to  speak.  But 
among  those  introductory  scenes,  which  had  some- 
what prepared  the  public  mind  for  such  a  catas* 
trophe,  there  was  one,  of  a  painful  description 
i^hich,  as  having  been  myself  an  actor  in  it,  I  may 
be  allowed  briefly  to  notice. 
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It  was  not  many  weeks,  I  think,  before  this  crisis, 
that,  owing  to  information  gained  by  the  college 
authorities  of  the  rapid  spread,  among  the  students, 
not  only  of  the  principles  but  tiie  organization  of  the 
Irish  Union,*  a  solemn  Visitation  was  held  by  Lord 
Clare,  the  vice-chancellor  of  the  University,  with 
the  view  of  inquiring  into  the  extent  of  this  branch 
of  the  plot,  and  dealing  summarily  with  those  engaged 
in  it 

Imperious  and  harsh  as  then  seemed  th*i  policy 
of  thus  setting  up  a  sort  of  inquisitorial  tribunal, 
armed  with  the  power  of  examining  witnesses  om 
oath,  and  in  a  place  devoted  to  the  instruction  of 
youth,  I  cannot  but  confess  that  the  facts  which  came 
out  in  the  course  of  the  evidence,  went  far  towards 
justifying  even  this  arbitrary  proceeding ;  and  to  the 
many  who,  like  myself,  were  acquainted  only  with  the 
general  views  of  the  Union  leaders,  without  even 
knowing,  except  from  conjecture,  who  those  leaders 
were,  or  what  their  plans  or  objects,  it  was  most 
startling  to  hear  the  disclosures  which  every  succeed* 
ing  witness  brought  forth.  There  were  a  few, — 
and  among  that  number,  poor  Robert  Emmet,  John 
Brown,  and  the  two  *****  *s  t,  whose  total  absence 

*  In  the  Report  firom  the  Secret  Committee  of  the  Irish  Hooat 
v(  Lords,  this  extension  of  the  plot  to  the  College  is  noticed  aa 
•a  despTHrate  project  of  the  same  faction  to  corrupt  the  youth  of 
the  country  by  introducing  their  organized  system  of  treason  into 
the  University." 

t  One  of  these  brothers  has  long  been  a  general  in  the  Freook 
army;  having  taken  a  part  in  all  those  great  enterprises  of  Ni^ 
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from  the  whole  scene,  as  well  as  the  dead  silence 
that,  day  after  day,  followed  the  calling  out  of  their 
names,  proclaimed  how  deep  had  been  their  share 
in  the  unlaw&l  proceedings  inquired  into  by  this 
tribunaL 

But  there  was  one  young  friend  of  mine,  ♦♦♦♦♦♦♦^ 
whose  appearance  among  the  suspected  and  ex- 
amined as  much  surprised  as  it  deeply  and  pain- 
fully interested  me.  He  and  Emmet  had  long  been 
intimate  and  attached  friends ; — their  congenial  fond- 
ness for  mathematical  studies  having  been,  I  think, 
a  far  more  binding  sympathy  between  them  than 
any  arising  out  of  their  political  opinions.  From  his 
being  called  up,  however,  on  this  day,  when,  as  it 
appeared  afterwards,  all  the  most  important  evidence 
was  brought  forward,  there  could  be  little  doubt  that, 
in  addition  to  his  intimacy  with  Emmet,  the  college 
authorities  must  have  possessed  some  information 
which  led  them  to  suspect  him  of  being  an  accom- 
plice in  the  conspiracy.  In  the  course  of  his  exam- 
ination, some  questions  were  put  to  him  which  he 
refused  to  answer,  —  most  probably  from  their  ten- 
dency to  involve  or  inculpate  others;  and  he  was 
accordingly  dismissed,  with  the  melfmcholy  certainty 

poleon  which  have  now  become  matter  of  history.  Should 
these  pages  meet  the  eye  of  General  ******,  they  will  call  to 
his  mind  the  days  we  passed  together  in  Normandy,  a  few  sum- 
mers since;  —  more  especially  our  excursion  to  Bayeux,  when  as 
we  talked  on  the  way  of  old  college  times  and  friends,  all  the 
eventful  and  stormy  scenes  he  had  passed  through  since  seemed 
^1  ,;otten. 
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that  his  future  prospects  in  life  were  blasted ;  it  being 
already  known  that  the  punishment  for  such  contu- 
macy was  not  merely  expulsion  from  the  University, 
but  exclusion  from  all  the  learned  professions. 

The  proceedings,  indeed,  of  this  whole  day  had 
been  such  as  to  send  me  to  my  home  in  the  evening 
with  no  very  agreeable  feelings  or  prospects.  I  had 
heard  evidence  given  affecting  even  the  lives  of  some 
of  those  friends  whom  I  had  long  regarded  with  ad 
miration  as  well  as  affection;  and  what  was  still 
worse  than  even  their  danger,  —  a  danger  ennobled, 
I  thought,  by  the  cause  in  which  they  suffered, — 
was  the  shameful  spectacle  exhibited  by  those  who 
had  appeared  in  evidence  against  them.  Of  these 
witnesses,  the  greater  number  had  been  themselves 
involved  in  the  plot,  and  now  came  forward  either 
as  voluntary  informers,  or  else  were  driven  by  the 
fear  of  the  consequences  of  refusal  to  secure  their 
own  safety  at  the  expense  of  companions  and  friends. 

I  well  remember  the  gloom,  so  unusual,  that  hung 
over  our  family  circle  on  that  evening,  as,  talking 
together  of  the  events  of  the  day,  we  discussed  the 
likelihood  of  my  being  among  those  who  would  be 
called  up  for  examination  on  the  morrow.  The  de- 
liberate conclusion  to  which  my  dear  honest  advisers 
came,  was  that,  overwhelming  as  the  consequences 
were  to  all  their  plans  and  hopes  for  me,  yet,  if  the 
questions  leading  to  criminate  others,  which  had 
been  put  to  almost  all  examined  on  that  day,  and 
which  poor  ♦*♦**♦*  alone  had  refused  to  answer 
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!_should  be  put  to  me]  I  must,  in  the  same  manner, 
and  at  all  risks,  return  a  similar  refusal.  I  am  not 
quite  certain  whether  I  received  any  intimation,  on 
the  following  morning,  that  I  was  to  be  one  of  those 
examined  in  the  course  of  the  day;  but  I  rather 
think  some  such  notice  had  been  conveyed  to  me ;  — 
and,  at  last,  my  awful  turn  came,  and  I  stood  in  pres- 
ence of  the  formidable  tribunal  There  sate,  with 
severe  look,  the  vice-chancellor,  and,  by  his  side,  the 
memorable  Doctor  Duigenan, — memorable  for  his 
eternal  pamphlets  against  the  Catholics. 

The  oath  was  proffered  to  me.  "  I  have  an  ob- 
jection, my  Lord,"  said  I,  "  to  taking  this  oath." 
"What  is  your  objection?"  he  asked  sternly.  "I 
have  no  fears,  my  Lord,  that  any  thing  I  might  say 
would  criminate  myself ;  but  it  might  tend  to  involve 
others,  and  I  despise  the  character  of  the  person  who 
could  be  led,  under  any  such  circumstances,  to  in- 
form against  his  associates."  This  was  aimed  at 
some  of  the  revelations  of  the  preceding  day ;  and, 
as  I  learned  afterwards,  was  so  understood.  "  How 
old  are  you,  Sir  ?  "  he  then  asked.  "  Between  seven- 
teen and  eighteen,  my  Lord."  He  then  turned  to 
his  assessor,  Duigenan,  and  exchanged  a  few  words 
with  him,  in  an  under  tone  of  voice.  "  We  cannot," 
he  resumed,  again  addressing  me,  "  suffer  any  one  to 
remain  in  our  University,  who  refuses  to  take  this 
oath."  "  I  shall,  then,  my  Lord,"  I  replied,  "  take  the 
oath,  —  still  reserving  to  myself  the  power  of  re- 
alising to  answer  any  such  questions  as  I  have  just 
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described."  ^  We  do  not  sit  here  to  argue  with  jfots 
Sir,"  he  rejoined  sharply ;  upon  which  I  took  the 
oath,  and  seated  myself  in  the  witnesses'  chair. 

The  following  are  the  questions  and  answers  that 
then  ensued.  Afler  adverting  to  the  proved  exist- 
en^ee  of  United  Irish  Societies  in  the  University,  he 
asked,  "  Have  you  ever  belonged  to  any  of  these 
societies?"  "No,  my  Lord."  "Have  you  ever 
known  of  any  of  the  proceedings  that  took  place  in 
them  ?  "  "  No,  my  Lord."  "  Did  you  ever  hear  of  a 
proposal  at  any  of  their  meetings,  for  the  purchase 
of  arms  and  ammuniticm?"  "Never,  my  Lord." 
"  Did  you  ever  hear  of  a  proposition  made,  in  one  of 
these  societies,  with  respect  to  the  expediency  of 
assassination?"  " Oh  no, my  Lord."  He  then  turned 
i^in  to  Duigenan,  and,  after  a  few  words  with  him, 
said  to  me :  "  When  such  are  the  answers  you  are 
able  to  give,*  pray  what  was  the  cause  of  your  great 
repugnance  to  taking  the  oath ? "  "I  have  already 
told  your  Lordship  my  chief  reason ;  in  addition  to 
which,  it  was  the  first  oath  I  ever  took,  and  the  hes- 
itation was,  I  think,  natural."  t 

•  There  had  been  two  qiiestioiiB  pnt  to  all  those  examined  on 
the  first  day, — "  Were  yon  ever  asked  to  jom  any  of  these  so- 
cieties ?  "  —  and  "  By  whom  were  yon  asked  ?  '*  —  which  I  shonld 
have  refused  to  answer,  and  most,  of  conrse,  have  abided  the 
%>Dseqnences. 

t  For  the  correctness  of  the  above  report  of  this  short  examina- 
tiDO,  I  can  pretty  confidently  answer.  It  may  amuse,  therefore- 
Biy  readers, — as  showing  the  manner  in  wliich  biographerj 
Imke  the  most  of  s^Tiall  facts,  —  to  see  an  extract  or  two  from  an- 
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I  was  now  dismissed  without  anj  fordier  quee- 
tioning ;  and^  however  trying  had  been  this  short  op- 
eration, was  amply  repaid  for  it  by  the  kind  zeal 
with  which  my  young  friends  and  companions  flocked 
to  congratulate  me;  —  not  so  much,  I  was  inclined 
to  hope,  on  my  acquittal  by  the  court,  as  on  the  man- 
ner in  which  I  had  acquitted  myself.  Of  my  recep- 
tion, on  returning  home,  after  the  fears  entertained 
of  so  very  different  a^  result,  I  will  not  attempt  any 
description ;  —  it  was  all  that  sfmh  a  home  alone  could 
fiimish. 

I  have  been  induced  thus  to  continue  down  to  the 
very  verge  <rf  the  warning  outbreak  of  1798,  the 
slight  sketch  of  my  early  days  which  I  ventured  to 
commence  in  the  First  Volume  of  this  Collection : 


other  account  of  this  afEedr,  published  not  many  years  since  by 
an  old  and  zealoos  friend  of  our  family.  Aftw  stating  with 
tolerable  correctness  one  or  two  of  my  answers,  the  writer  thus 
proceeds:  —  "Upon  this,  Lord  Clare  repeated  the  question,  and 
young  Moore  made  such  an  appeal,  as  caused  his  lordship  to  re- 
lax, austere  and  rigid  as  he  wa«.  The  words  I  cannot  exactly 
remember;  the  substance  was  as  follows:  —  that  he  entered 
college  to  receive  the  education  of  a  scholar  and  a  gentleman ; 
that  he  knew  not  how  to  compromise  these  characters  by  inform- 
iog  against  his  college  compaidons;  that  his  own  speeches  in  the 
debating  society  had  been  lU  construed,  when  the  worst  that 
could  be  said  of  them  was,  if  the  truth  had  been  spoken,  that 
they  were  patriotic  ....  that  he  was  aware  of  the  high-minded 
nobleman  he  had  tiie  honour  of  appealing  to,  and  if  his  lord- 
•hip  could  for  a  moment  condescend  to  st^  from  hie  high  station 
tid  place  himself  in  his  situation,  then  say  how  he  would  act  under 
inch  circumstances, — ii  would  ')e  his  guidance."  —  Hbrbbbt*! 
kiA  Varieties,    London  1836 
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Dor  could  I  have  furnished  the  Irish  Melodk3  wiU^ 
any  more  pregnant  illustration,  as  it  was  in  those 
times,  and  among  the  events  then  stirring,  that  the 
feeling  which  afterwards  found  a  voice  in  my  coun- 
try's music,  was  born  and  nurtured. 

I  shall  now  string  together  such  detached  notices 
and  memoranda  respecting  this  work,  as  I  think  may 
be  likely  to  interest  my  readers. 

Of  the  few  songs  written  with  a  concealed  political 
feeling,  —  such  as  "When  he  who  adores  thee,"  and 
one  or  two  more,  —  the  most  successful,  in  its  day, 
was  "  When  first  I  met  thee  warm  and  young,"  which 
alluded,  in  its  hidden  sense,  to  the  Prince  Regent's 
desertion  of  his  political  friends.  It  was  little  less,  I 
own,  than  profanation  to  disturb  the  sentiment  of  so 
beautiful  an  air  by  any  connection  with  such  a  sub- 
ject. The  great  success  of  this  song,  soon  after  I 
wrote  it,  among  a  large  party  staying  at  Chatsworth, 
is  thus  alluded  to  in  one  of  Lord  Byron's  letters  to 
me :  —  "I  have  heard  from  London  that  you  have 
left  Chatsworth  and  all  there  full  of  *  entusymusy ' 

and,  in  particular,  that  *  When  first  I  met 

thee'  has  been  quite  overwhelming  in  its  effect. 
I  told  you  it  was  one  of  the  best  things  you  ever 
wrote,  though  that  dog  ♦  *  *  ♦  wanted  you  to  f  mit 
part  of  it." 

It  has  been  sometimes  supposed  that "  Oh,  breathe 
not  his  name,"  was  meant  to  allude  to  Lord  Edward 
Fitzgerald :  but  this  is  a  mistake ;  the  song  having 
been  suggested  by  the  weU  known  passage  in  "Rober 
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Emmet*8  dying  speech,  "  Let  no  man  write  my  ep- 
itaph   let  my  tomb  remain  uninscribed^  till 

other  tim^is  and  other  men  shall  learn  to  do  justice 
to  my  memory." 

The  feeble  attempt  to  commemorate  the  glory  of 
our  great  Duke  —  "When  History's  Muse,"  etc.— 
is  in  so  far  remarkable,  that  it  made  up  amply  for 
its  want  of  poetical  spirit,  by  an  outpouring,  rarely 
granted  to  bards  in  these  days,  of  the  spirit  of  proph- 
ecy. It  was  in  the  year  1815  that  the  following  lines 
first  made  their  appearance  :  — 

And  still  the  last  crown  of  thy  toils  is  remaining, 
The  grandest,  the  purest,  ev'n  thou  hast  yet  known; 

Though  proud  was  thy  task,  other  nations  unchaining, 
Far  prouder  to  heal  the  deep  wounds  of  thy  own. 

At  the  foot  of  that  throne,  for  whose  weal  thou  hast  stood, 
Go,  plead  for  the  land  that  first  cradled  thy  fame,  etc. 

About  fourteen  years  after  these  lines  were  written, 
the  Duke  of  Wellington  recommended  to  the  throne 
the  great  measure  of  Catholic  Emancipation. 

The  fancy  of  the  "Origin  of  the  Irish  Harp," 
was   (as  I  have   elsewhere   acknowledged*)  sug- 

♦  "  When,  in  conseijuence  of  the  compact  entered  into  between 
government  and  the  chief  leaders  of  the  conspiracy,  the  State 
Prisoners,  before  proceeding  into  exile,  were  allowed  to  see  their 
friends,  I  paid  a  visit  to  Edward  Hudson,  in  the  jail  of  Einnain- 
ham,  where  he  had  then  lain  immured  for  four  or  five  months, 
hearing  of  friend  after  friend  being  led  out  to  death,  and  expecting 
every  week  his  own  turn  to  come  I  found  that  to  amuse  hii 
lolitade  he  had  made  a  large  drawing  with  charcoal  on  the  waL 
if  his  prison,  representing  that  fancied  origin  of  the  Iri&h  Harf 
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gested,  by  a  drawing  made  under  peculiarly  painAd 
circumstances,  by  the  friend  so  often  mentioned  m 
this  sketch,  Edward  Hudson. 

In  connection  with  another  of  these  matchless 
airs,  —  one  that  defies  all  poetry  to  do  it  justice,  — 
I  find  the  following  singular  and  touching  statement 
in  an  article  of  the  Quarterly  Review.  Speaking 
of  a  young  and  promising  poetess,  Lucretia  David- 
son, who  died  very  early  from  nervous  excitement, 
the  Reviewer  says,  "  She  was  particularly  sensitive 
to  music  There  was  one  song  (it  was  Moore's 
Farewell  to  his  Harp)  to  which  she  took  a  special 
fancy.  She  wished  to  hear  it  only  at  twilight, — 
thus  (with  that  same  perilous  love  of  excitement 
which  made  her  place  the  -^olian  harp  in  the  win- 
dow when  she  was  composing),  seeking  to  increase 
the  efiect  which  the  song  produced  upon  a  nervous 
system,  already  diseasedly  susceptible ;  for  it  is  said 
that,  whenever  she  heard  this  song,  she  became  cold, 
pale,  and  almost  fainting ;  yet  it  was  her  favourite 
of  all  songs,  and  gave  occasion  to  those  verses  ad- 
dressed in  her  fifteenth  year  to  her  sister."  * 

With  the  Melody  entitled  "Love,  Valour,  and 
Wit,"  an  incident  is  connected,  which  awakened 
feelings  in  me  of  proud,  but  sad  pleasure,  to  think 
that  my  songs  had  reached  the  hearts  of  some  of  the 
descendants  of  those  great  Irish  families,  who  found 

Irhich,  some  years  after,  I  adopted  as  the  subject  of  one  of  tbi 
Helodies."  —Life  and  Death  of  l,ord  Ednoard  Fitzgerald^  toL 
♦  Quarterly  Review,  vol.  xli.  p.  294. 
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ihemselyes  forced,  in  the  dark  dajs  of  persecution, 
to  seek  in  other  lands  a  refoge  from  the  shame  and 
rain  of  their  own ;  —  those,  wliose  storj  I  have  thus 
associated  with  one  of  their  country's  most  char- 
acteristic airs :  — - 

Te  Blakee  and  O^DonneUs,  whose  fathers  resigned 
The  green  hills  of  their  yonth,  among  strangers  to  find 
Tliat  repose  which  at  home  they  bad  sigh'd  for  in  vaiii. 

Prom  a  foreign  lady,  of  this  ancient  extraction,  — 
whose  names,  could  I  venture  to  mention  them, 
would  lend  to  the  incident  an  additional  Irish  charm, 
—  I  received,  about  two  years  since,  through  the 
hands  of  a  gentleman  to  whom  it  had  been  intrusted, 
a  large  portfolio,  adorned  inside  with  a  beautiful 
drawing,  representing  Love,  Wit,  and  Valour,  as 
described  in  the  song.  In  the  border  that  surrounds 
the  drawing  are  introduced  the  favourite  emblems 
of  Erin,  the  harp,  the  shamrock,  the  mitred  head  of 
St  Patrick,  together  with  scrolls  containing  each, 
inscribed  in  letters  of  gold,  the  name  of  some  favour- 
ite melody  of  the  fair  artist 

This  present  was  accompanied  by  the  following 
letter  from  the  lady  herself;  and  har  Irish  race,  I 
fear,  is  but  too  discernible  in  the  generous  indiscre- 
tion with  which,  in  this  instance,  she  allows  praisf 
so  much  to  outstrip  desert  :  — 

*<Le25  Aotlt,1886. 
•  Monsieur, 

^  Si  les  poetes  n'^toient  eo  quelque  sorte  one  pn>- 
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pri^t^  intellectuelle  dont  chacun  prend  sa  part  k 
raison  de  la  puissance  qu'ils  exercent,  je  ne  sauitnf 
en  y^rit^  comment  faire  pour  justifier  mon  courage  I 
—  car  il  en  falloit  beaucoup  pour  avoir  os^  consa* 
crer  mon  pauyre  talent  d'amateur  k  vos  d^licieuseb 
poesies,  et  plus  encore  pour  en  renvojer  le  p&le 
reflet  k  son  veritable  auteur. 

"  tTespere  toutefois  que  ma  sympathie  pour  Tlr- 
lande  vous  fera  juger  ma  foible  production  avec  cette 
heureuse  partiality  qui  impose  silence  k  la  critique : 
car,  si  je  n'appartiens  pas  k  File  Yerte  par  ma  nais- 
sance,  ni  mes  relations,  je  puis  dire  que  je  m'7  in- 
t^resse  avec  un  coeur  Irlandais,  et  que  j*ai  conserve 
plus  que  le  nom  de  mes  peres.  Cela  seul  me  fait 
esp^rer  que  mes  petits  voyageurs  ne  subiront  pas  le 
triste  noviciat  des  Strangers.  Puissent-ils  remplir 
leur  mission  sur  le  sol  natal,  en  agissant  conjointe- 
ment  et  toujours  pour  la  cause  Irlandaise,  et  amener 
enfln  une  ^re  nouvelle  pour  cette  h^roique  et  mal- 
heureuse  nation :  —  le  moyen  de  vaincre  de  tels  ad- 
versaires  s'ils  ne  font  qu'un  ? 

^  Vous  dirai-je,  Monsieur,  les  doux  moments  que 
je  dois  k  vos  ouvrages  ?  ce  seroit  r^p^ter  une  fois  de 
plus  ce  que  vous  entendez  tons  les  jours  et  de  toua 
les  coins  de  la  terre.  Aussi  j'ai  garde  de  vous  ravir 
an  terns  trop  pr^cieux  par  T^cho  de  ces  vieilles  v^r- 
it^ 

"  Si  jamais  mon  ^toile  me  conduit  en  Irlande,  je 
ne  m'y  croirai  pas  ^trangere.  Je  sais  que  le  pass^ 
y  laisse  de  longs  soivenirs,  et  que  la  conformity  dea 
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i6sirs  et  des  esp^rances  rapproche  en  d^pit  de  Tea* 
pace  et  du  tems. 

"  Jusqne-lk,  recevez,  je  vous  prie,  Tassurance  de 
ma  parfaite  consideration,  avec  laquelle  j'ai  I'hon* 
neur  d'etre, 

**  Monsieur, 
^  Votre  trfes-humble  servante, 

"  La  Comtessb  *•••♦.»• 

Of  the  translations  that  have  appeared  of  the  Mel- 
odies in  different  languages,  I  shall  here  mention 
$uch  as  have  come  to  my  knowledge. 

Latin.  —  "  Cantus  Hibemici,"  Nicholas  Lee  Torre, 
London,  1835. 

Italian.  —  G.  Flechia,  Torino,  1836.  —  Adele 
Custi,  Milano,  1836. 

French,  —  Madame  Belloc,  Paris,  1823.  —  Loeve 
Veimars,  Paris,  1829. 

Russian,  —  Several  detached  Melodies,  by  the 
popular  Russian  poet  Kozlof. 

Polish,  —  Selections,  in  the  same  manner,  by  Ni 
emcewich,  Kosmian,  and  others. 

I  have  now  exhausted  not  so  much  my  own  rec- 
ollections, as  the  patience,  I  fear,  of  my  readers  on 
this  subject.  We  are  told  of  painters  calling  those 
last  touches  of  the  pencil  which  they  give  to  some 
Aivourite  picture  the  "  ultima  basia ;  *'  and  with  the 
lame  sort  of  affectionate  feeling  do  I  now  take  leave 
ot  the  Lish  Melodies,  —  the  only  work  of  my  peiif 
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as  I  very  sincerely  believe,  whose  fame  (thanks  to 
the  sweet  music  in  which  it  is  embahned)  may  boasi 
a  chance  of  prolonging  its  existence  to  a  day  much 
beyond  our  own. 
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While  the  publisher  of  these  Melodies  very  prop- 
erly inscribes  them  to  the  Nobility  and  Gentry  of 
Ireland  m  general,  I  have  much  pleasure  in  select- 
ing one  from  that  number,  to  whom  my  share  of  the 
Work  is  particularly  dedicated.  I  know  that,  though 
your  Ladyship  has  been  so  long  absent  from  Ireland, 
you  still  continue  to  remember  it  well  and  warmly, — 
that  yon  have  not  suffered  the  attractions  of  English 
society  to  produce,  like  the  taste  of  lotus,  any  forget- 
fulness  of  your  own  country,  but  that  even  the  hum- 
ble tribute  which  I  offer  derVes  its  chief  claim  upon 
your  interest  and  sympathy  from  the  appeal  which 
it  makes  to  your  patriotism.  Indeed,  absence,  how- 
ever  fatal  to  some  affections  of  the  heart,  rather 
tends  to  strengthen  our  love  for  the  land  where  we 
frere  bom ;  and  Ireland  is  the  country,  of  all  others, 
which  an  exile  from  it  must  remember  with  most 
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enthusiasm.  Those  few  darker  and  less  amiable  traits 
with  which  bigotry  and  misrule  have  stained  her 
character,  and  which  are  too  apt  to  disgust  us  upon 
a  nearer  intercourse,  become  at  a  distance  softened, 
or  altogether  invisible.  Nothing  is  remembered  but 
her  virtues  and  her  misfortunes,  —  the  zeal  with 
which  she  has  always  loved  liberty,  and  the  barbar- 
ous policy  which  has  always  withheld  it  from  her, — 
the  ease  with  which  her  generous  spirit  might  be 
conciliated,  and  the  cruel  ingenuity  which  has  been 
exerted  to  "  wring  her  into  undutifulness."  * 

It  has  been  often  remarked,  and  still  oftener  felt, 
that  in  our  music  is  found  the  truest  of  all  comments 
upon  our  history.  The  tone  of  defiance,  succeeded 
by  the  languor  of  despondency,  —  a  burst  of  turbu- 
lence dying  away  into  softness,  —  the  sorrows  of  one 
moment  lost  in  the  levity  of  the  next,  —  and  all  that 
romantic  mixture  of  mirth  and  sadness,  which  is 
naturally  produced  by  the  efforts  of  a  lively  temper- 
ament to  shake  off,  or  forget,  the  wrongs  which  lie 
upon  it  Such  are  the  features  of  our  history  and 
character,  which  we  find  strongly  and  faithftilly  re- 
flected in  our  music ;  and  there  are  even  many  airs, 
which  it  is  difficult  to  listen  to,  without  recalling 
some  period  or  event  to  which  their  expression  seems 
applicable.  Sometimes,  for  instance,  when  the  strain 
is  open  and  spirited,  yet  liere  and  there  shaded  by  a 

•  A  phrase  which  occurs  in  a  Letter  from  the  Earl  of  Desmond 
ic  the  Earl  of  Ormond,  in  Elizabeth's  time.  —  Scnnia  Sacra,  as 
footed  by  Curry. 
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moumfbl  recollection,  we  can  fancy  that  we  behold 
the  brave  allies  of  Montrose,*  marching  to  the  aid 
of  the  royal  cause,  notwithstanding  all  the  perfidy 
of  Charles  and  his  ministers,  and  remembering  just 
enough  of  past  suflferings  to  enhance  the  generosity 
of  their  present  sacrifice.  The  plaintive  melodies 
of  Carolon  takes  us  back  to  the  times  in  which  he 
lived,  when  our  poor  countrymen  were  driven  to  wor- 
ship their  God  in  caves,  or  to  quit  for  ever  the  land 
of  their  birth, — like  the  bird  that  abandons  the  nest 
which  human  touch  has  violated.  In  many  of  these 
mournful  songs  we  seem  to  hear  the  last  farewell  of 
the  exile,t  mingling  regret  for  the  ties  which  he 

•  There  are  some  gratifying  accounts  of  the  gallantry  of  these 
Irish  auxiliaries  in  "  The  complete  History  of  the  Wars  in  Scot 
land  under  Montrose"  (1660).  See  particularly,  for  the  conduct 
of  an  Irishman  at  the  battle  of  Aberdeen,  chap.  vi.  p.  49;  and 
for  a  tribute  to  the  bravery  of  Colonel  O'Eyan,  chap.  vii.  55. 
Clarendon  owns  that  the  Marquis  of  Montrose  was  indebted  for 
much  of  his  miraculous  success  to  the  small  band  of  Irish  heroes 
under  Macdonnell. 

t  The  associations  of  the  ffindn  music,  though  more  obvious 
and  defined,  were  far  less  touching  and  characteristic.  They 
divided  their  songs  according  to  the  seasons  of  the  year,  by  which 
(says  Sir  William  Jones)  "  they  were  able  to  recall  the  memory 
of  autumnal  merriment,  at  the  close  of  the  harvest,  or  of  separa- 
tion and  melancholy  during  the  cold  months,"  etc. — Asiatic 
Transactions,  voL  iii.  on  the  Musical  Modes  of  the  Hindus. — 
What  the  Abb^  du  Bos  says  of  the  sjrmphonies  of  LuUy,  may  be 
asserted,  with  much  more  probability,  of  our  bo'd  and  impas- 
sioned airs: — "Elles  auroient  produit  de  ces  effets,  qui  nous 
paroissent  fabuleux  da^^s  le  r^cit  des  anciens,  si  on  les  avoit  fait 
entendre  a  des  honimos  d'UD  naturel  aussi  vif  que  les  Ath^* 
niens." — Eejlex.  sur  la  Peintttre,  etc.  torn.  i.  sect.  45. 
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leaves  at  home,  with  sanguine  hopes  of  the  high  hon- 
ours that  await  him  abroad,  —  such  honours  as  were 
won  on  the  field  of  Fontenoy,  where  the  valour  of 
Irish  Catholics  turned  the  fortune  of  the  day, 
and  extorted  from  Greorge  the  Second  that  mem- 
orable exclamation,  "  Cursed  be  the  laws  which  de- 
prive me  of  such  subjects ! " 

Though  much  has  been  said  of  the  antiquity  of 
our  music,  it  is  certain  that  our  finest  and  most  pop« 
ular  airs  are  modem ;  and  perhaps  we  may  look  no 
further  than  the  last  disgraceful  century  for  the  ori- 
gin of  most  of  those  wild  and  melancholy  strains, 
which  were  at  once  the  offspring  and  solace  of  grief, 
and  were  applied  to  the  mind  as  music  was  formerly 
to  the  body,  "  decantare  loca  dolentia."  Mr.  Pink- 
erton  is  of  opinion  *  that  none  of  the  Scotch  popu- 
lar airs  are  as  old  as  the  middle  of  the  sixteenth  c^n. 
tury ;  and  though  musical  antiquaries  refer  us,  for 
some  of  our  melodies,  to  so  early  a  period  as  the  fifth 
century,  I  am  persuaded  that  there  are  few,  of  a 
civilized  description  (and  by  this  I  mean  to  exclude 
all  the  savage  Ceanans,  Cries,t  etc.),  which  can  claim 
ouite  so  ancient  a  date  as  Mr.  Pinkerton  allows  to 
the  Scotch.     But  music  is  not  the  only  subject  upon 


*  Dissertation,  prefixed  to  the  2d  voluine  of  his  Soottish  Bal. 
lads. 

t  Of  which  some  genuine  specimens  may  be  fomid  at  the  end 
of  Mr.  Walker's  Worit  upon  the  Irish  bards.  Mr.  Bunting  liat 
disfigured  his  last  splendid  volume  by  too  many  of  these  barbar 
out  rhapsodies. 
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which  our  taste  for  antiquity  has  been  rather  unrea- 
Bonablj  indulged ;  and,  however  heretical  it  may  be 
to  dissent  from  these  romantic  speculations,  I  cannot 
help  thinking  that  it  is  possible  to  love  our  country 
very  zealously,  and  to  feel  deeply  interested  in  her 
honour  and  happiness,  without  believing  that  Irish 
was  the  language  spoken  in  Paradise;*  that  our 
ancestors  were  kind  enough  to  take  the  trouble  of 
polishing  the  Greeks,t  or  that  Abaris,  the  Hyper- 
borean, was  a  native  of  the  North  of  Ireland.! 

By  some  of  these  zealous  antiquarians  it  has  been 
imagined  that  the  Irish  were  early  acquainted  with 
counter-point ;  §  and  they  endeavour  to  support  this 
conjecture  by  a  well-known  passage  in  Giraldus, 
where  he  dilates,  with  such  elaborate  praise,  upon  the 
beauties  of  our  national  minstrelsy.     But  the  terms 

*  See  Adyertlflement  to  the  Transactions  of  the  Gaelic  Society 
of  Dublin. 

t  0*Halloran,  voL  i.  part  iv.  chap.  vii. 

X  Id.  ib.  chap.  yi. 

f  It  is  also  supposed,  but  with  as  little  proof,  that  they  under- 
stood the  diesis,  or  enharmonic  interval.  —  The  Greeks  seem  to 
have  formed  their  ears  to  this  delicate  gradation  of  sound ;  and, 
whatever  difficulties  or  objections  may  lie  in  the  way  of  its  prac- 
Ucal  use,  we  must  agree  with  Mersenne,  (Preludes  de  PHar* 
monie,  quest.  7,)  that  the  iheory  of  Music  would  be  imperfect 
without  it.  Even  in  practice,  too,  as  Tosi,  among  others,  very 
histly  remarks,  (Observations  on  Florid  Song,  chap.  i.  sect.  16,) 
diere  is  no  good  performer  on  the  violin  who  does  not  make  a 
sensible  difference  between  D  sharp  &:id  E  flat,  though,  fVom  the 
Imperfection  of  the  instrument,  they  are  the  same  nctes  upon  the 
ftiano-forte.  The  effect  of  modulation  by  enharmonic  transitions 
^  also  very  striking  and  beautifuL 
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of  this  eulogy  are  much  too  vague,  too  deficient  iB 
technical  accuracy,  to  prove  that  even  Giraldus  him- 
self knew  any  thing  of  the  artifice  of  counter-point. 
There  are  many  expressions  in  the  Greek  and  Latin 
writers  which  might  be  cited,  with  much  more  plau- 
sibility, to  prove  tiiat  they  understood  the  arrange- 
ment of  music  in  parts ;  *  and  it  is  in  general  now 
conceded,  I  believe,  by  the  learned,  that,  however 
grand  and  pathetic  the  melody  of  the  ancients  may 
have  been,  it  was  reserved  for  the  ingenuity  of  mod- 
ern Science  to  transmit  the  **  light  of  Song  '*  through 
the  variegating  prism  of  Harmony. 

Indeed,  the  irregular  scale  of  the  early  Irish  (in 
which,  as  in  the  music  of  Scotland,  the  interval  of 
the  fourth  was  wanting,t)  must  have  fiimished  but 

•  The  words  izouaXui  and  hepo^uvui^  in  a  passage  of  Plato, 
and  some  expressions  of  Cicero  in  Fragment,  lib.  ii.  do  Republ., 
induced  the  Abb  6  Fraguier  to  maintain  that  the  ancients  had  a 
knowledge  of  counter-point  M.  Burette,  however,  has  answered 
him.  I  think,  satisfactorily.  (Examen  d*un  Passage  de  Platon, 
In  the  8d  vol.  of  Histoire  de  I'Acad.)  M.  Huet  is  of  opinion  (Pen- 
ates Diverses),  that  what  Cicero  says  of  the  music  of  the  spheres, 
n  his  dream  of  Scipio,  is  sufficient  to  prove  an  acquaintance 
\:\\h  harmony;  but  one  of  the  strongest  passages,  which  I  rec- 
ollect, in  favour  of  this  supposition,  occurs  in  the  Treatise  (Ile/M 
ILoafiov)  attributed  to  Aristotle — lAovaiMii  de  o^evg  dfia  koi  ^q^oq, 
K,T,  A. 

t  Another  lawless  peculiarity  of  our  music  if  the  frequent  jo- 
currence  of,  what  composers  call,  consecutive  fifths;  but  this,  I 
must  say,  is  an  irregularity  which  can  hardly  be  avoided  by  per- 
•ons  not  conversant  with  all  the  rules  of  composition.  If  I  may 
vontore,  indeed,  to  cite  my  own  wild  attempts  in  this  way,  it  is  a 
%iilt  whi3h  I  find  myself  continually  committing,  and  which  hai 
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rild  and  refritctory  subjects  to  the  harmonist.  I 
was  only  when  the  invention  of  Guido  began  to  be 
known,  and  the  powers  of  the  harp  *  were  enlarged 
by  additional  strings,  ihat  our  airs  can  be  supposed 
to  have  assumed  the  sweet  character  which  interests 
us  at  present ;  and  while  the  Scotch  persevered  in 
the  old  mutilaton  of  the  scale,t  our  music  became  by 


even,  at  times,  appeared  so  pleasing  to  1117  ear,  that  I  have  siuv 
rendered  it  to  the  critic  with  no  small  reluctance.  May  there 
not  be  a  little  pedantry  in  adhering  too  rigidly  to  this  rule  ?  —  J 
have  been  told  that  there  are  instances  in  Haydn,  of  an  undis- 
guised succession  of  fifths;  and  Mr.  Sliield,  in  his  Introduction 
to  Harmony,  seems  to  intimate  that  Handel  has  been  sometimes 
guilty  of  the  same  irregularity. 

*  A  singular  oversight  occurs  in  an  Essay  upon  the  Irish  Harp, 
by  Mr.  Beauford,  which  is  inserted  in  the  Appendix  to  Walker's 
Historical  Memoirs: — "The  Irish  (says  he)  according  to  Brom- 
ton,  in  the  reign  of  Henry  H.  had  two  kinds  of  Harps,  •  Hibei^ 
nici  tamen  in  duobus  musici  generis  instrumentis,  quamvis  prae- 
cipitem  et  velocem,  suavem  tamen  et  jucundum:  the  one  greatly 
bold  and  quick,  the  other  soft  and  pleasing.'  How  a  man  of  Mr. 
Beauford's  learning  could  so  mistake  the  meaning,  and  mutilate 
the  grammatical  construction  of  this  extract,  is  unaccountable. 
The  following  is  the  passage  as  I  find  it  entire  in  Bromton;  and 
It  requires  but  little  Latin  to  perceive  the  injustice  which  has 
been  done  to  the  words  of  the  old  Chronicler:  **  Et  cum  Scotia, 
hujus  terrsB  filia,  utatur  lyrft  tympano  et  choro,  ao  Wallia  ci- 
thara,  tubis  et  ehoro  Hibemici  tamen  in  duobus  musici  generis 
instrumentis,  quamvis  prcec^ntem  et  velocem,  euavem  tamen  et  ju- 
ctMdam,  crispatis  modulis  et  intricatis  notulis,  effidnmt  ha/r- 
morttam." — Hist.  Anglic  Script,  page  1076.  I  should  not  havf 
thought  this  error  worth  remarking,  but  that  the  compiler  of  th« 
I>tssertation  on  the  Harp,  prefixed  to  Ifr  Buntlog's  last  Woik, 
Oas  adof  ted  it  implicitly. 

i  The  Scotch  lay  claim  to  some  of  our  best  aiiSi  but  there  an 
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degrees  more  amenable  to  the  laws  of  barmony  and 
counter-point. 

While  profiting,  however,  by  the  improvements  of 
the  modems,  our  style  still  keeps  its  original  char- 
acter sacred  from  their  refinements ;  and  though  Ca- 
rolan,  it  appears,  had  frequent  opportunities  of  hear- 
ing the  works  of  Geminiani  and  other  great  masters^ 
we  but  rarely  find  him  sacrificing  his  native  sim- 
plicity to  any  ambition  of  their  ornaments,  or  affec- 
tation of  their  science.  In  that  curious  composition, 
indeed,  called  his  Concerto,  it  is  evident  that  he  la- 
boured to  imitate  Corelli ;  and  this  union  of  manners, 
so  very  dissimilar,  produces  the  same  kind  of  uneasy 
sensation  which  is  felt  at  a  mixture  of  difierent  styles 
of  architecture.  In  general,  however,  the  artless  flow 
of  our  music  has  preserved  itself  free  from  all  tinge 
of  foreign  innovation ;  *  and  the  chief  corruptions  of 


strong  traits  of  diflference  between  their  mdlodies  and  ours.  They 
had  formerly  the  same  passion  for  robbing  us  of  our  Saints,  and 
the  learned  Dempster  was  for  this  offence  called  ^  The  Saint 
Stealer."  It  must  have  been  some  Irishman,  I  suppose,  who  by 
way  of  reprisal,  stole  Dempster's  beautiful  wife  from  him  at 
Pisa.  —  See  this  anecdote  in  the  PitMcolhecaoi  Erythraeus,  part  i. 
cage  25. 

*  Among  other  false  refinements  of  the  art,  our  music  (with 
the  exception  perhaps  of  the  air  called  **  Mamma,  Mamma,"  and 
one  or  two  more  of  the  same  ludicrous  description,)  has  avoidea 
that  puerile  mimicry  of  natural  noises,  motions,  etc  which  dis- 
graces so  often  the  works  of  even  Handel  himself.  D'Alembert 
ought  to  have  had  better  taste  than  to  become  the  patron  of  thii 
miitative  afifectation.  —  Discours  Priliminaire  de  PEncyektpSdie. 
The  reader  may  find  some  good  remariu  on  the  iiubjeot  is  ATisoa 
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i?bich  we  hayc  to  complain  arise  from  the  unskilful 
performance  of  our  own  itinerant  musicians,  from 
whom,  too  frequently,  the  airs  are  noted  down,  en- 
cumbered bj  their  tasteless  decorations,  and  respon- 
sible for  all  their  ignorant  anomalies.  Though  it  be 
sometimes  impossible  to  trace  the  original  strain,  jet, 
in  most  of  them,  "  auri  per  ramos  aura  refulget,"  * 
the  pure  gold  of  the  melody  shines  through  the  un- 
graceful foliage  which  surrounds  it,  —  and  the  most 
delicate  and  difficult  duty  of  a  compiler  is  to  en- 
deavour, by  retrenching  these  inelegant  superfluities^ 
and  collating  the  various  methods  of  playing  or  sing- 
ing each  air,  to  restore  the  regularity  of  its  form,  and 
the  chaste  simplicity  of  its  character. 

I  must  again  observe,  that  in  doubting  the  anti- 
quity of  our  music,  my  scepticism  extends  but  to 
those  polished  specimens  of  the  art,  which  it  is  diffi- 
cult to  conceive  anterior  to  the  dawn  of  modem  im- 
provement ;  and  that  I  would  by  no  means  invali- 
date the  claims  of  Ireland  to  as  early  l  rank  in  the 
annals  of  minstrelsy,  as  the  most  zealous  antiquary 
may  be  inclined  to  allow  her.  In  addition,  indeed, 
to  the  power  which  music  must  always  have  pos- 
sessed over  the  minds  of  a  people  so  ardent  and  sus* 
ceptible,  the  stimulus  of  persecution  was  not  wanting 
to  quicken  our  taste  into  enthusiasm  ;  the  charms  of 
icng  were  ennobled  with  the  glories  of  martyrdom, 

upon  Musical  Expression;  a  work  which,  though  m\der  the 
9f  Avison,  was  written,  it  is  said,  by  Pr.  Brown. 
•  ^Hrgil,  -fineid,  lib.  vi.  verse  2P4. 
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imd  the  acts  against  minstrels,  in  the  reigus  of  Henrj 
Vni.  and  Elizabeth)  were  as  suocessfiil,  I  doubt  not 
in  making  my  countrymen  musicians,  as  the  penal 
laws  have  been  in  keeping  them  Catholics. 

With  respect  to  the  verses  which  I  have  written 
for  these  Melodies,  as  they  are  intended  rather  to  be 
sung  than  read,  I  can  answer  for  their  sound  with 
somewhat  more  confidence  than  for  their  sense. 
Yet  it  would  be  affectation  to  deny  that  I  have  given 
much  attention  to  the  task,  and  that  it  is  not  through 
any  want  of  zeal  or  industry,  if  I  unfortunately  dis- 
grace the  sweet  airs  of  my  country,  by  poetry  alto- 
gether unworthy  of  their  taste,  their  energy,  and 
their  tenderness. 

Though  the  humble  nature  of  my  contributions 
to  this  work  may  exempt  them  from  the  rigours  of 
literary  criticism,  it  was  not  to  be  expected  that 
those  touches  of  political  feeling,  those  tones  of  na- 
tional complaint,  in  which  the  poetry  sometimes 
sympathizes  with  the  music,  would  be  sufiRsred  to 
pass  without  censure  or  alarm.  It  has  been  accord- 
ingly said,  that  the  tendency  of  this  publication  is 
mischievous,*  and  that  I  have  chosen  these  airs  but 
as  a  vehicle  of  dangerous  politics, — as  fair  and  pre- 
3ious  vessels  (to  borrow  an  image  of  St  Augustinf), 

*  See  LetfeerSf  under  the  signatares  of  Timaus,  etc  in  ttie 
Morning  Poit,  Piloty  and  other  papers. 

t  '*  Nod  aocnso  yerfoa,  qoasi  vasa  electa  atqne  pretioM;  sed 
vinnm  ertorit  quod  oom  eis  nobis  )»x>pinatiir.** — lab.  L  OoDftai 
elyip.zvi. 
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from  which  the  wine  of  error  might  be  administered. 
To  those  who  identify  nationalitj  with  treason,  and 
who  see,  in  every  effort  for  Ireland,  a  system  of  hos- 
tility towards  England, — to  those,  too,  who,  nursed 
in  the  gloom  of  prejudice,  are  alarmed  by  the  &intest 
gleam  of  liberality  that  threatens  to  disturb  their 
darkness,  —  like  that  Demophon  of  old,  who,  when 
the  sun  shone  upon  him,  shivered,*  —  to  such  men 
I  shall  not  condescend  to  offer  an  apology  for  the  too 
great  warmth  of  any  political  sentiment  which  may 
occur  in  the  course  of  these  pages.  But  as  tjiere 
are  many,  among  the  more  wise  and  tolerant,  who, 
with  feeling  enough  to  mourn  over  the  wrongs  <^ 
their  country,  and  sense  enough  to  perceive  all  the 
danger  of  not  redressing  them,  may  yet  be  of  <^inion 
that  allvisions,  in  the  least  degree  inflammatory,  should 
be  avoided  in  a  publication  of  this  popular  descrip* 
tion  —  I  beg  of  these  respected  persons  to  believe, 
that  there  is  no  one  who  more  sincerely  deprecates 
than  I  do»  any  appeal  to  the  passions  of  an  ignorant 
and  angry  multitude ;  but  that  it  is  not  through  that 
gross  and  inflammable  region  of  society,  a  work  of  this 
nature  could  ever  have  been  intended  to  circulate. 
It  looks  much  higher  for  its  audience  and  readers,  -~» 
it  is  found  upon  the  piano-fortes  of  the  rich  and  the 
educated,  —  of  those  who  can  afford  to  have  their 
national  seal  a  little  stimulated,  without  exciting 


•  Tliit«nibl«m  of  mod«ni  bigots  was  kead-bntler  (tpctfrcjbiroior 
Id  AlezaDder  the  Great  —  8exL  Empir  Pyrrh,  ITypo(k.  Lib.  i. 
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much  dread  of  the  excesses  into  which  it  may  hnrrj 
them  ;  and  of  many  whose  nerves  may  be,  now  and 
then,  alarmed  with  advantage,  as  mnch  more  is  to 
be  gained  by  their  fears,  than  conld  ever  be  expected 
from  their  justice. 

Having  thus  adverted  to  the  principal  objection, 
which  has  been  hitherto  made  to  the  poetical  part  of 
this  work,  allow  me  to  add  a  few  words  in  defence 
of  my  ingenious  coadjutor,  Sir  John  Stevenson,  who 
has  been  accused  of  having  spoiled  the  simplicity  of 
the  airs  by  the  chromatic  richness  of  his  symphonies, 
and  the  elaborate  variety  of  his  harmonies.  We 
might  cite  the  example  of  the  admirable  Haydn, 
who  has  sported  through  aU  the  mazes  of  musical 
science,  in  his  arrangement  of  the  simplest  Scottish 
melodies ;  but  it  appears  to  me,  that  Sir  John  Ste- 
venson has  brought  to  this  task  an  innate  and  na- 
tional feeling,  which  it  would  be  vam  to  expect  from 
a  foreigner,  however  tasteful  or  judicious.  Through 
many  of  his  own  compositions  we  trace  a  vein  of 
Irish  sentiment,  which  points  him  out  as  peculiarly 
suited  to  catch  the  spirit  of  his  country's  music ;  and, 
far  from  agreeing  with  those  fastidious  critics  who 
think  that  his  symphonies  have  nothing  kindred 
with  the  airs  which  they  introduce,  I  would  say  that^ 
on  the  contrary,  they  resemble,  in  general,  those 
illuminated  initials  of  old  manuscripts,  which  are  of 
the  same  character  with  the  writing  which  followsi 
though  more  highly  coloured  and  more  curiously 
ornamented. 
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In  those  airs,  which  he  has  arranged  for  voices,  his 
ikill  has  particularly  distinguished  itself,  and,  though 
it  cannot  be  denied  that  a  single  melody  most  natu- 
rally expresses  the  language  of  feeling  and  passion, 
yet  often,  when  a  favourite  strain  has  been  dismissed, 
as  having  lost  its  charm  of  novelty  for  the  ear,  it 
returns,  in  a  harmonized  shape,  with  new  claims  on 
our  interest  and  attention ;  and  to  those  who  study 
the  delicate  artifices  of  composition,  the  construction 
of  the  inner  parts  of  these  pieces  must  aJOford,  I  think, 
considerable  satisfaction.  Every  voice  has  an  air 
to  itself,  a  flowing  succession  of  notes,  which  might 
be  heard  with  pleasure,  independently  of  the  rest ; — 
go  artiuUy  has  the  harmonist  (if  I  may  thus  express 
it)  ffoveUed  the  melody,  distributing  an  equal  por- 
tion of  its  sweetness  to  every  part. 

If  your  Ladyship's  love  of  Music  were  not  well 
known  to  me,  I  should  not  have  hazarded  so  long  a 
letter  upon  the  subject ;  but  as,  probably,  I  may  have 
presumed  too  far  upon  your  partiality,  the  best  re- 
venge you  now  can  take  is  to  write  me  just  as  long  a 
letter  upon  Painting;  and  I  promise  to  attend  to  your 
theory  of  the  art,  with  a  pleasure  only  surpassed  by 
that  which  I  have  so  often  derived  from  your  practice 
of  it  —  May  the  mind  which  such  talents  adorn,  con- 
tiDue  calm  as  it  is  bright,  and  happy  as  it  is  virtuous 
Believe  me,  your  Ladyship's 

Gratefal  Friend  and  Servant, 

TnOMAS  MOOBB. 
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TO  THB  BiABCmONESS  OF  HSADFOBT, 


It  is  with  a  pleasure,  not  unmixed  with  melan* 
cliolj,  that  I  de^cate  the  last  Number  of  the  Irish 
Melodies  to  your  Ladyship;  nor  can  I  have  any 
doubt  that  the  feelings  with  which  you  receive  the 
tribute  will  be  of  the  same  mingled  and  saddened  tone. 
To  you,  —  who,  though  but  little  beyond  the  season 
of  childhood,  when  the  earlier  numbers  of  this  work 
appeared,  —  lent  the  aid  of  your  beautiful  voice,  and, 
even  then,  exquisite  feeling  for  music,  to  the  happy 
circle  who  met,  to  sing  them  together,  under  your 
father^s  roof,  the  gratification,  whatever  it  may  be, 
which  this  humble  offering  brings,  cannot  be  other- 
wise than  darkened  by  the  mournful  reflection,  how 
many  of  the  voices,  which  then  joined  with  ours,  are 
DOW  silent  in  death  I 

I  am  not  without  hope  that,  as  &r  as  regards  the 
grace  and  spirit  of  the  Melodies,  you  will  find  this 
dosing  portion  of  the  work  not  unworthy  of  whsk 
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has  preceded  it.  The  Sixteen  Airs,  of  which  the 
Numher  and  the  Supplement  consists,  have  been  se- 
lected from  the  immense  mass  of  Irish  music,  which 
has  been  for  years  past  accumulating  in  my  hands ; 
and  it  was  from  a  desire  to  include  all  that  appeared 
most  worthy  of  preservation,  that  the  four  supple- 
mentary songs  which  follow  this  Tenth  Number 
have  been  added. 

Trusting  that  I  may  yet  again,  in  remembrance 
of  old  times,  hear  our  voices  together  in  some  of  the 
harmonized  airs  of  this  Volume,  I  have  the  honour 
to  subscribe  myself. 

Your  Ladyship's  £uthfid  Frigid  and  Senranl^ 

Thomas  Moo^ 

Bkperkm  Cottage^ 
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TO  THB 

KABCmONESS  DOWAGEB  OF  DONEGAL. 

It  is  now  many  jears  since,  in  a  Letter  prefixed 
to  the  Third  Number  of  the  Irish  Melodies,  I  had 
the  pleasure  of  inscribing  the  Poems  of  that  work 
to  jour  Ladyship,  as  to  one  whose  character  re- 
flected honour  on  the  country  to  which  they  relate, 
and  whose  friendship  had  long  been  the  pride  and 
happiness  of  their  Author.  With  the  same  feelings 
of  affection  and  respect,  confirmed  if  not  increased 
by  the  experience  of  every  succeeding  year,  I  now 
place  those  Poems  in  their  present  new  form  under 
your  protection,  and  am, 

With  perfect  sincerity, 
Tour  Ladyship's  erer  attached  friend, 
Thomas  Moobs. 
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GO  WHERE  GLOBT  WAITS  THEB. 

GrO  where  glory  waits  thee ; 
But,  while  fame  elates  thee, 

Oh  I  still  remember  me. 
When  the  praise  thou  meeU^st 
To  thine  ear  is  sweetest, 

Oh  I  then  remember  me. 
Other  arms  may  press  thee, 
Dearer  friends  caress  thee, 
All  the  joys  that  bless  thee, 

Sweeter  far  may  be ; 
But  when  friends  are  nearest^ 
And  when  joys  are  dearest, 

Oh  I  then  remember  me  I 

When,  at  eve,  thou  royest 
By  the  star  thou  lovest, 

Oh !  then  remember  me. 
Think,  when  home  returning^ 
Bright  we  Ve  seen  it  burning. 

Oh  I  thus  remember  me. 
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Oft  as  summer  closes. 
When  thine  eye  reposes 
On  its  lingering  roses. 

Once  so  lov'd  by  thee. 
Think  of  her  who  wore  them. 
Her  who  made  thee  lore  them. 

Oh  I  then  remember  me* 

When,  around  thee  dying, 
Autumn  leaves  are  lyings 

Oh !  then  remember  me. 
And,  at  night,  when  gazing 
On  the  gay  hearth  blazing, 

Oh !  still  remember  me. 
Then  should  music,  stealing 
All  the  soul  of  feeUng, 
To  thy  heart  appealing, 

Draw  one  tear  from  thee ; 
Then  let  memory  bring  thee 
Strains  I  us'd  to  sing  thee,—* 

Oh  1  then  remember  me. 
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KEMEMBEB  THE  GLOBIES  OF  BBIE^   THB 
BKAVE.* 

WAR  SONG. 

iiEMEMBER  the  glories  of  Brien  the  brave, 

Tho'  the  days  of  the  hero  are  o'er ; 
Tho'  lost  to  Mononia  f  and  cold  in  the  grave, 

He  returns  to  Elnkora  {  no  more. 
That  star  of  the  field,  which  so  often  hath  poured 

Its  beam  on  the  battle,  is  set ; 
But  enough  of  its  glorj  remains  on  each  sword. 

To  light  us  to  victory  yet 

Mononia  I  when  Nature  embellished  the  tint 

Of  thy  fields,  and  thy  mountains  so  fair. 
Did  she  ever  intend  that  a  tyrant  should  print 

The  footstep  of  slavery  there  ?      , 
No  I  Freedom,  whose  smile  we  shall  never  resign, 

Gro,  tell  our  invaders,  the  Danes, 
That  'tis  sweeter  to  bleed  for  an  age  at  thy  shrine, 

Than  to  sleep  but  a  moment  in  chains. 


*  Brien  Boromhe,  the  great  monarch  of  Ireland,  who  WM 
killed  at  the  battle  of  Clontarf,  in  the  beginning  of  the  11th  c«ii- 
tnxy,  after  haying  defeated  the  Danes  in  twenty-five  engacemeota 

t  Monster. 

t  The  palace  of  Brien. 
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Forget  not  our  wounded  companions,  who  stood  * 

In  the  daj  of  distress  by  our  side ; 
While  the  moss  of  the  valley  grew  red  with  their  blood. 

They  stirred  not,  but  conquer'd  and  died. 
That  sun  which  now  blesses  our  arms  with  his  light} 

Saw  them  fall  upon  Ossory's  plain ;  — 
Oh  I  let  him  not  blush,  when  he  leaves  us  to-night, 

To  find  that  they  fell  there  in  vain. 


EBINI   THE  TEAK  AND  THE  SMILE  IN 
THINE   FrBS. 

Erik,  the  tear  and  the  smile  in  thine  eyes. 
Blend  like  the  rainbow  that  hangs  in  thy  skies  ! 
Shining  through  sorrow's  stream, 
Saddening  through  pleasure's  beam, 
Thy  suns  with  doubtful  gleam. 
Weep  while  they  rise. 


•  This  alludes  to  an  interestmg  circnmstanoe  related  of  th« 
Dalgais,  the  favourite  troops  of  Brien,  when  they  were  iuter* 
rapted  in  their  return  from  the  battle  of  Clontarf,  by  Fitzpatrick, 
prince  of  Ossory.  The  wounded  men  entreated  that  they  might 
be  allowed  to  fight  with  the  rest.  —  "Z«<  stakes  (they  said)  be 
Unck  tn  ^e  groundy  and  suffer  each  ofus^  tied  to  and  supported  6y 
me  of  these  stakes^  to  be  placed  in  his  rank  by  the  side  of  a  sound 
wutn."  "  Between  seven  and  eight  hundred  wounded  men  (addi 
O'Halloran)  pale,  emaciated,  and  supported  in  this  manner,  ap- 
peared mixed  with  the  foremost  of  the  troops ;  —  never  was  such 
npother  sight  exhibited."  — History  of  Ireland^  book  xii.  chap,  i 
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Erin,  thy  silent  tear  never  shall  cease, 
Erin,  thj  languid  smile  ne'er  shall  increasa. 

Till,  like  the  rainbow's  light, 

Thy  various  tints  unite. 

And  form  in  heaven's  sight 
One  arch  of  peace  I 


OH!  BREATHE  NOT  HIS  NAME. 

Oh  1  breathe  not  his  name,  let  it  sleep  in  the  shade, 
Where  cold  and  unhonour'd  his  relics  are  laid ; 
Sad,  silent,  and  dark,  be  the  tears  that  we  shed, 
As  th^  night-dew  that  falls  on  the  grass  o'er  his  head. 

But  the  night-dew  that  falls,  though  in   silence  it 

weeps. 
Shall  brighten  with  verdure  the  grave  where   he 

sleeps ; 
And  the  tear  that  we  shed,  though  in  secret  it  rolls. 
Shall  long  keep  his  memory  green  in  our  souls. 


WHEN  HE,  WHO  ADORES  THEE. 

When  he,  who  adores  thee,  has  left  but  the  name 

Of  his  fault  and  his  sorrows  behind, 
(  h !  say  wilt  thou  weep,  when  they  darken  the  fame 

Of  a  life  that  for  thee  was  resign'd  ? 
4 
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Yes,  weep,  and  however  my  foes  may  condemn, 

Thj  tears  shall  efface  their  decree ; 
For  Heaven  can  witness,  though  gailty  to  them, 

I  have  been  but  too  Mthful  to  thee. 

With  thee  were  the  dreams  of  my  earliest  love ; 

Every  thought  of  my  reason  was  thine  ; 
In  my  last  humble  prayer  to  the  Spirit  above, 

Thy  name  shall  be  mingled  with  mine. 
Oh !  blest  are  the  lovers  and  friends  who  shall  live 

The  days  of  thy  glory  to  see ; 
But  the  next  dearest  blessing  that  Heaven  can  give 

Is  the  pride  of  thus  dying  for  thee. 


THE  HARP  THAT  ONCE  THROUGH  TARA'8 
HALLS. 

The  harp  that  once  through  Tara's  halls 

The  soul  of  music  shed. 
Now  hangs  as  mute  on  Tara's  walls. 

As  if  that  soul  were  fled.  — 
So  sleeps  the  pride  of  former  days. 

So  glory's  thrill  is  o'er, 
And  hearts,  that  once  beat  high  for  ^laise, 

Now  feel  that  pulse  no  more. 

No  more  to  chiefs  and  ladies  bright 
The  harp  of  Tara  swells ; 
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The  chord  alone,  that  breaks  at  night, 

Its  tale  of  ruin  tells. 
Thus  Freedom  now  so  seldom  wakes. 

The  only  throb  she  gives, 
Is  when  some  heart  indignant  breaks, 

To  show  that  still  she  lives. 


FLY  NOT  YET. 

Flt  not  yet,  'tis  just  the  hour 
When  pleasure,  like  the  midnight  flower 
That  scorns  the  eye  of  vulgar  light. 
Begins  to  bloom  for  sons  of  night. 

And  maids  who  love  the  moon. 
•T  was  but  to  bless  these  hours  of  shade 
That  beauty  and  the  moon  were  made ; 
*Tis  then  their  soft  attractions  glowing 
Set  the  tides  and  goblets  flowing. 

Oh!  stay,  —  Oh!  stay, — 
Joy  so  seldom  weaves  a  chain 
Like  this  to-night,  that,  oh !  'tis  pain 

To  break  its  links  so  soon. 

Fly  not  yet,  the  fount  that  pla/d 
Li  times  of  old  through  Ammon's  shade^* 
Though  icy  cold  by  day  it  ran. 
Yet  still,  like  souls  of  mirth,  began 
To  bum  when  night  was  near. 

*  Soils  FoDS,  r^ar  the  Temple  of  Ammon. 
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And  tlins,  slurnld  woman's  heart  and  looks 
At  noon  be  cold  as  winter  brooks, 
Nor  kindle  till  the  night,  retoming, 
Brings  their  genial  hour  for  burning. 

Oh  I  stay,— Oh  I  stay,— 
When  did  morning  ever  break, 
And  find  such  beaming  eyes  awake 

As  those  that  sparkle  here  ? 


OH!    THINK   NOT    MY   SPIRITS   ARE  ALWAYS 
AS  LIGHT. 

Oh  I  think  not  my  spirits  are  always  as  light, 

And  as  free  from  a  pang  as  they  seem  to  you  now 
Nor  expect  that  the  heart-beaming  smile  of  to-night 

Will  return  with  to-morrow  to  brighten  my  brow. 
No :  —  life  is  a  waste  of  wearisome  hours, 

Which  seldom  the  rose  of  enjoyment  adorns ; 
And  the  heart  that  is  soonest  awake  to  the  flowers, 

Is  always  the  first  to  be  touch'd  by  the  thorns. 
But  send  round  the  bowl,  and  be  happy  awhile  — 

May  we  never  meet  worse,  in  our  pilgrimage  here. 
Than  the  tear  that  'enjoyment  may  gild  with  a  smile. 

And  the  smile  that  compassion  can  turn  to  a  tear. 

The  thread  of  our  life  would  be  dark,  Heaven  knows . 
If  it  were  not  with  friendship  and  love  intertwined 
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And  I  care  not  how  soon  I  maj  sink  to  repose, 
When  these  blessii^  shall  cease  to  be  dear  to  my 
mind. 
Bat  thej  who  have  lov'd  the  ^dest,  the  puresti 

Too  often  have  wept  o'er  the  dream  they  believ'd ; 
And  the  heart  that  has  slumber'd  in  friendship  se- 
curest, 
Is  happy  indeed  if 'twas  never  deceived. 
But  send  round  the  bowl ;  while  a  relic  of  truth 
Is  in   man  or  in   wooian,  this  prayer  shall  be 
mine,  — ^ 
That  the  sunshine  <tf  love  may  illumine  our  youth, 
And  the  moonlight  of  friendship  console  our  de* 
dine. 


THO'  THE  LAST  GLIMPSE  OF  ERIN  WITH 
SOBBOW  I  SEE. 

Tho'  the  last  glimpse  of  Erin  with  sorrow  I  see, 
Yet  wherever  thou  art  shall  seem  Erin  to  me ; 
In  exile  thy  bosom  shall  still  be  my  home. 
And  thine  eyes  make  my  climate  wherever  we  roam* 

To  the  gloom  of  some  desert  or  cold  rocky  shore, 
Where  the  eye  of  the  stranger  can  haunt  us  no 

more, 
I  will  fly  with  my  Coulin,  and  think  the  rough  wind 
Xiees  rude  than  the  &es  we  leave  frowning  behind* 
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And  m  gaze  on  thj  gold  hair  as  graceful  it  wreathes, 
And  hang  o'er  thj  soft  harp,  as  wildlj  it  hreathes ; 
Nor  dread  that  the  cold-hearted  Saxon  will  tear 
One  chord  from  that  harp,  or  one  lock  from  that 
hair,* 


BICH  AND  BABE  WEBE  THE  GEMS  SHE 
WOBE.t 

Rich  and  rare  were  the  gems  she  wore, 
And  a  bright  gold  ring  on  her  wand  she  bore ; 
But  oh  I  her  beauty  was  far  beyond 
Her  sparkling  gems,  or  snow-white  wand. 

•  **  In  the  twenty-eighth  year  of  the  reign  of  Henry  Vin.  an  Act 
was  made  respecting  the  habits,  and  dress  in  general,  of  the  Irish, 
whereby  all  persons  were  restrained  from  being  shorn  or  shaven 
above  the  ears,  or  from  wearing  Glibbes,  or  CcntUns  (long  locks), 
on  their  heads,  or  hair  on  their  upper  lip,  called  Cronmieal.  On 
this  occasion  a  song  was  written  by  one  of  our  bards,  in  which 
an  Irish  virgin  is  made  to  give  the  preference  to  her  dear  QmUn 
(or  the  youth  with  the  flowing  locks)  to  all  strangers  (by  which 
the  English  were  meant),  or  those  who  wore  their  habits.  Of 
this  song,  the  air  alone  has  reached  us,  and  is  universally  ad- 
mired." —  WaBeer*i  Hittorical  Memoirs  of  Irith  Bardt^  p.  184. 
Mr.  Walker  informs  us  also,  that,  about  the  same  period,  there 
were  some  harsh  measures  taken  against  the  Irish  Minstrels. 

t  This  ballad  is  founded  upon  the  following  anecdote:    *'  The 
people  were  inspu*ed  with  such  a  spirit  of  honour,  virtue,  and 
religion,  by  the  great  example  of  Brien,  and  by  his  excellent  ad 
ministration,  that,  as  a  proof  of  it,  we  are  informed  that  a  young . 
^y  of  great  beauty,  adorned  with  jewels  and  a  costly  dress 


Digitized 


by  Google 


ntlSH   MEL0DIB8.  M 

**  Ladj  I  dost  thou  not  fear  to  stray, 

** So, lone  and  lovely  through  this  bleak  way? 

**  Are  Erin's  sons  so  good  or  so  cold, 

"  Aa  not  to  be  tempted  by  woman  or  gold  ?  " 

**  Sir  Einight  I  I  feel  not  the  least  alarm, 

"  No  son  of  Erin  will  offer  me  harm : — 

**  For  though  they  love  woman  and  golden  store, 

^  Sir  Knight !    they  love  honour  and  virtue  morel 

On  she  went,  and  her  maiden  smile 
In  safety  lighted  her  round  the  green  isle ; 
And  blest  for  ever  is  she  who  relied 
Upon  Erin's  honour  and  Erin's  pride. 


AS  A  BEAM  O'ER  THE  FACE  OF  THB 
WATERS  MAY  GLOW. 

As  a  beam  o'er  the  face  of  the  waters  may  glow 
While  the  tide  runs  in  darkness  and  coldness  below, 
So  the  cheek  may  be  ting'd  with  a  warm  sunny  smile. 
Though  the  cold  heart  to  ruin  runs  darkly  the  while. 

undertook  a  joumey  alone,  from  one  end  of  the  kingdom  to  the 
other,  with  a  wand  only  in  her  hand,  at  the  top  of  which  waa  a 
ring  of  exceeding  great  value;  and  such  an  impression  had  the 
laws  and  government  of  this  Monarch  made  on  the  minds  of  aU 
the  people,  that  no  attempt  was  made  upon  her  honour,  nor  wai 
•he  robbed  of  her  clothes  or  jewels."  — Warner* t  HUtory  of  fr^ 
kmdf  YoL  i.  book  z. 
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One  fatal  remembrance,  one  sorrow  that  throws 
Its  bleak  shade  alike  o'er  onr  joys  and  our  woes. 
To  which  life  nothing  darker  or  bri^ter  can  brin^ 
For  which  joy  has  no  balm  and  affliction  no  sting— 

Oh  !  this  thought  in  the  midst  of  enjoyment  will  stay 
Like  a  dead,  leafless  branch  in  the  summer's  bright 

ray; 
The  beams  of  the  warm  sun  play  round  it  in  vain, 
It  may  smile  in  his  light,  but  it  blooms  not  again. 


THE  MEETING  OF  THE  WATERS.* 

There  is  not  in  the  wide  world  a  valley  so  sweet 
As  that  vale  in  whose   bosom   the  bright  waters 

meet ;  f 
Oh  I  the  last  rays  of  feeling  and  life  must  depart, 
Ere  the  bloom  of  that  valley  shall  fade  from  my 

heart. 

Yet  it  was  not  that  nature  had  shed  o'er  the  scene 
Her  purest  of  crystal  and  brightest  of  green ; 
'T  was  not  her  soft  magic  of  streamlet  or  hill, 
Oh  I  no,  —  it  was  something  more  exquisite  stilL 

*  **  The  Meeting  of  the  Waters  "  forms  a  part  of  that  beaatiftb 
icenery  which  lies  between  Bathdmm  and  Arklow,  in  the  ooiinty 
of  Wicklow,  and  these  lines  were  suggested  by  a  visit  to  this  ra 
tnaDlic  q»ot,  in  the  summer  of  the  year  1807. 

t  The  rivers  Avon  and  Avooa. 


Digitized 


by  Google 


IBI8H  MBLODIBS.  57 

Twas  that  Mends,  the  belov'd  of  mj  bosom,  were 

neai', 
Who  made  everj  dear  scene  of  enchantment  more 

dear. 
And  who  felt  how  the  best  charms  of  nature  nnprove, 
When  we  see  them  reflected  from  looks  that  we  love. 

Sweet  vale  of  Avoca  I  how  calm  could  I  rest 

In  thy  bosom  of  shade,  with  the  friends  I  love  best, 

Where  the  storms  that  we  feel  in  this  cold  world 

should  cease. 
And  our  hearts,  like  thy  waters,  be  mingled  in  peace. 


HOW  DEAR  TO  ME  THE  HOUR. 

How  dear  to  me  the  hour  when  daylight  dies. 
And  sunbeams  melt  along  the  silent  sea ; 

For  then  sweet  dreams  of  other  days  arise. 
And  memory  breathes  Jier  vesper  sigh  to  thee. 

And,  as  I  watch  th^  line  of  light,  that  plays 
Along  the  smooth  wave  tow*rd  the  burning  west» 

I  long  to  tread  that  golden  path  of  rays. 
And  think  'twould  lead  to  some  bright  isle  of  rest 
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TAKE  BACK   THE  VIRGIN  PAGB 

WBTTTKN  OS  RETUBNOO  A  BLANK   BOOK* 

Take  back  the  virgin  page, 

White  and  unwritten  still ; 
Some  hand,  more  calm  and  sage^ 

The  leaf  must  fill. 
Thoughts  come  as  pure  as  light. 

Pure  as  even  you  require : 
But,  oh !  each  word  I  write 

Love  turns  to  fire. 

Yet  let  me  keep  the  book : 

Oft  shall  my  heart  renew, 
When  on  its  leaves  I  look, 

Dear  thoughts  of  you. 
Like  you,  'tis  fair  and  bright; 

Like  you,  too  bright  and  fair 
To  let  wild  passion  write 

One  wrong  wish  there. 

Haply,  when  from  those  eyes 
Far,  far  away  I  roam, 

Should  calmer  thoughts  arise 
Towards  you  and  home ; 

Fancy  may  trace  some  line. 
Worthy  those  eyes  to  meet» 
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Thoughts  that  not  boniy  but  shine} 
Pure,  cahn,  and  sweet. 

And  as,  o'er  ocean  far, 

Seamen  their  records  keep. 
Led  by  some  hidden  star 

Through  the  cold  deep ; 
So  may  the  words  I  write 

Tell  thro'  what  storms  I  stray  — 
You  still  the  unseen  light, 

Guiding  my  way. 


THE   LEGACY. 

When  in  death  I  shall  cahnly  recline, 

O  bear  my  heart  to  my  mistress  dear ; 
Tell  her  it  liv'd  upon  smiles  and  wine 

Of  the  brightest  hue  while  it  lingered  hereb 
Bid  her  not  shed  one  tear  of  sorrow 

To  sully  a  heart  so  ])rilliant  and  light ; 
But  balmy  drops  of  the  red  grape  borrow, 

To  bathe  the  relic  from  morn  till  night. 

When  the  light  of  my  song  is  o'er, 

Then  take  my  harp  to  your  ancient  hall ; 

Hang  it  up  at  that  friendly  door. 
Where  weary  travellers  love  to  call.* 

•  **  In  every  house  was  one  or  two  harps,  free  to  all  travellen 
who  were  the  more  caressed,  the  more  they  excelled  in  mnsio. '  — 
C  JUaihran. 
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Then  if  some  bard,  who  roams  forsaken, 
Reviye  its  soft  note  in  passing  along, 

Oh !  let  one  thought  of  its  master  waken 
Your  warmest  smile  for  the  child  of 


Keep  this  cup,  which  is  now  overflowing, 

To  grace  your  revel,  when  I  'm  at  rest ; 
Never,  oh  !  never  its  balm  bestowing 

On  lips  that  beauty  hath  seldom  blest 
But  when  some  warm  devoted  lover 

To  her  he  adores  shall  bathe  its  brira, 
Then,  then  my  spirit  around  shall  hover, 

And  hallow  each  drop  that  foams  for  him. 


HOW  OFT  HAS  THE  BBNSHBB  CBIBD. 

How  oft  has  the  Benshee  cned, 
How  ofl  has  death  untied 
Bright  links  that  Glory  wove, 
Sweet  bonds  entwhi'd  by  Love  I 

Peace  to  each  manly  soul  that  sleepeth ; 

Best  to  each  faithful  eye  that  weepeth ; 
Long  may  the  fair  and  brave 
Sigh  o'er  the  hero's  grave. 

We're  fall'n  upon  gloomy  days  I  * 
Star  after  star  decays, 

•  I  have  endeavoured  here,  without  losing  that  Irish  charaetCf 
«rhich  it  is  my  object  to  preserve  throughout  this  work,  te  allude 
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Every  bright  name,  that  shed 

Light  o'er  thft  land,  is  fled. 
Dark  falls  the  tear  of  him  who  moumoth 
Lost  joy,  or  hope  that  ne'er  retumeth ; 

But  brightly  flows  the  tear, 

Wept  o'er  a  hero's  bier. 

Quench'd  are  our  beacon  lights  — 
Thou,  of  the  Hundred  Fights  I  ♦ 
Thou,  on  whose  burning  tongue 
Truth,  peace,  and  freedom  hung  I  f 

Both  mute,  —  but  long  as  valour  shinethy 

Or  merc/s  soul  at  war  repineth, 
So  long  shall  Erin's  pride 
Tell  how  they  liv'd  and  died. 


WE  MAT  KOAM  THROUGH  THIS  WORLD. 

We  may  roam  thro'  this  world,  like  a  child  at  a  feast, 
Who  but  sips  of  a  sweet,  and  then  flies  to  the  rest  $ 

to  the  sad  and  ominons  fatality,  by  which  England  has  been  de- 
prived of  80  many  great  and  good  men,  at  a  moment  when  she 
most  requires  all  the  aids  of  talent  and  integrity. 

*  This  designation,  which  has  been  before  applied  to  Lord 
Nelson,  is  the  title  given  to  a  celebrated  Irish  Hero,  in  a  Poem  by 
O'Giiive,  the  bard  of  O'Niel,  which  is  quoted  in  the  '^Philoec^h- 
icai  Survey  of  the  South  of  Ireland,*^  page  488.  ^  Con,  of  tha 
Hundred  Fights,  sleep  in  thy  grass-grown  tomb,  and  npbribd 
not  our  defeats  with  thy  victories/* 

t  Fox,  **  Bomanorum  ultimus/' 


Digitized 


by  Google 


62  IRISH   MELODIES. 

And,  when  pleasure  begins  to  grow  dull  in  the  east. 

We  may  order  our  wings  and  be  off  to  the  west ; 
But  if  hearts  that  feel,  and  ejes  that  smile, 

Are  the  dearest  gifts  that  heaven  supplies, 
We  never  need  leave  our  own  green  isle, 

For  sensitive  hearts,  and  for  sun-bright  eyes. 
Then  remember,  wherever  your  goblet  is  crown'd. 

Thro'  this  world,  whether  eastward  or  westward 
you  roam. 
When  a  cup  to  the  smile  of  dear  woman  goes  round, 

Oh!   remember  the  smile  which  adorns  her  at 
home. 

In  England,  the  garden  of  Beauty  is  kept 

By  a  dragon  of  prudery  placed  within  call ; 
But  so  ofl  this  unamiable  dragon  has  slept. 

That  the  garden's  but  carelessly  watch'd  after  alL 
Oh !  they  want  the  wild  sweet-briery  fence. 

Which  round  the  flowers  of  Erin  dwells  ; 
Which  warns  the  touch,  while  winning  the  sense, 

Nor  charms  us  least  when  it  most  repels. 
Then  remember,  wherever  your  goblet  is  crown'd, 

Thro*  this  world,  whether  eastward  or  westwarc 
you  roam. 
When  a  cup  to  the  smile  of  dear  woman  goes 
round, 

Oh  I  remember  the  smile  that  adorns  her  at  home 

In  France,  when  the  heart  of  a  woman  sets  s%il, 
On  the  ocean  of  wedlock  its  fortune  to  try. 
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Love  seldom  goes  far  in  a  vessel  so  frail, 

But  just  pilots  her  off,  and  then  bids  her  good-bje* 
While  the  daughters  of  Erin  keep  the  boy. 

Ever  smiling  beside  his  faithful  oar, 
Through  billows  of  woe,  and  beams  of  joy, 

The  same  as  he  look'd  when  he  left  the  shore* 
Then  remember,  wherever  your  goblet  is  crown'd. 

Thro'  this  world,  whether  eastward  or  westward 
you  roam, 
When  a  cup  to  the  smile  of  dear  woman  goes 
round. 

Oh !  remember  the  smile  that  adorns  her  at  home. 


EVELEEN'S    BOWER. 

Oh  !  weep  for  the  hour. 

When  to  Eveleen's  bower 
The  Lord  of  the  Valley  with  false  vows  came ; 

The  moon  hid  her  light 

From  the  heavens  that  night, 
And  wept  behind  her  clouds  o'er  the  maiden's  shame. 

The  clouds  pass'd  soon 

From  the  chaste  cold  moon, 
ftjid  heaven  smil'd  again  with  her  vestal  flame ; 

But  none  will  see  the  day, 

When  the  clouds  shali  pass  away, 
Wh^ch  that  dark  hour  left  upon  E>eleen'8  fame- 


Digitized 


by  Google 


54  IRISH   MELODIES. 

The  white  snow  lay 

On  the  narrow  path-way, 
When  the  Lord  of  the  Valley  crost  over  the  moor; 

And  many  a  deep  print 

On  the  white  snow's  tint 
Showed  the  track  of  his  footstep  to  Eveleen's  door. 

The  next  sun's  ray 

Soon  melted  away 
Erery  trace  on  the  path  where  the  false  Lord  came ; 

But  there 's  a  light  ahove, 

Which  alone  can  remove 
That  btain  upon  the  snow  of  fair  Eveleen's  fame. 


LET  ERIN  REMEMBER  THE  DAYS  OF  OLD. 

Let  Erin  remember  the  days  of  old, 
Ere  her  faithless  sons  betray'd  her ; 

When  Malachi  wore  the  collar  of  gold,* 
Which  he  won  from  her  proud  invader, 

When  her  kings,  with  standard  of  green  unfiirFd, 
Led  the  Red-Branch  Kiiights  to  danger ;  —  f 

•  **  This  brought  on  an  encounter  between  Malachi  (the  Mon- 
wrcti  of  Ireland  in  the  tenth  century)  and  the  Danes,  in  wliioh 
Malachi  defeated  two  of  their  champions,  whom  he  encountered 
successively,  hand  to  hand,  taking  a  oollar  of  gold  from  the  neck 
of  one,  and  carrying  off  the  sword  of  the  other,  as  trophies  of  hit 
Victory."  —  Warner^ s  History  of  Ireland,  vol.  i.  book  ix. 

t  **  Military  orders  of  knights  were  very  early  established  is 
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Ere  the  emerald  gem  of  the  western  world 
Was  set  in  the  crown  of  a  stranger. 

On  Lough  Neagh's  bank  as  the  fisherman  strajSi 

When  the  dear  cold  eve 's  declining, 
He  sees  the  round  towers  of  other  days 

In  the  wave  beneath  him  shining ; 
Thus  shall  memory  often,  in  dreams  sublime, 

Catch  a  glimpse  of  the  days  that  are  over ; 
Thus,  sighing,  look  through  the  waves  of  time 

For  the  long-faded  glories  they  cover.* 

Ireland  :  long  before  the  birth  of  Christ  we  find  an  hereditary 
order  of  Chivalry  in  Ulster,  called  Cwraidlie  na  Craidbhe  ruadh, 
or  the  Knights  of  the  Red  Branch,  from  their  chief  seat  in  Enoia- 
nia,  adjoining  to  the  palace  of  the  Ulster  kings,  called  Teagh 
na  Craiobhe  ruadh^  or  the  Academy  of  the  Red  Branch ;  and  con- 
tiguous to  which  was  a  large  hospital,  founded  for  the  sick 
knights  and  soldiers,  called  Bronbhearg^  or  the  House  of  the  Sor- 
rowful Soldier." — O^Halloran'a  Introduction^  etc.,  part  i.  chap.  6. 
*  It  was  an  old  tradition,  in  the  time  of  Giraldus,  that  Longh 
Neagh  had  been  originally  a  fountain,  by  whose  sudden  over- 
flowing the  country  was  inundated,  and  a  whole  region,  like  the 
Atlantis  of  Plato,  overwhelmed.  He  says  that  the  fishermen, 
in  clear  weather,  used  to  point  out  to  strangers  the  tall  ecclesi- 
astical towers  under  the  water.  Piscatores  aquoe  illitu  tturei 
tcdesiastioas^  qua  moropairia  arcta  sunt  et  oUcBj  necnon  et  ro- 
Utndm,  aub  undis  manifest*  tereno  tempore  ooruptdunt,  et  extra* 
neis  trafweuntiinu,  reique  causae  etdmiratUibuSf  frequenter  a#- 
lendmnt,  —  Topogt.  Hib.  dist  2.  c.  9. 
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THE  SONG  OF  FIONNUALA,* 

Silent,  oh  Moyle,  be  the  roar  of  thy  water, 

Break  not,  ye  breezes,  your  chain  of  repose. 
While,  murmurmg  mournfully,  Lir's  lonely  daughter 

Tells  to  the  night-star  her  tale  of  woes. 
When  shall  the  swan,  her  death-note  singing, 

Sleep,  with  wings  in  darkness  furl'd  ? 
When  will  heaven,  its  sweet  beU  ringing, 

Call  my  spirit  from  this  stormy  world  ? 

Sadly,  oh  Moyle,  to  thy  winter-wave  weeping, 

Fate  bids  me  languish  long  ages  away ; 
Yet  still  in  her  darkness  doth  Erin  lie  sleeping^ 

Still  doth  the  pure  light  its  dawning  delay. 
When  will  that  day-star,  mildly  springing. 

Warm  our  isle  with  peace  and  love  ? 
When  will  heaven,  its  sweet  bell  ringings 

Call  my  spirit  to  the  fields  above  ? 

•  To  make  this  story  intelligible  in  a  song  would  require  a 
much  greater  number  of  verses  than  any  one  is  authcMised  to  in- 
flict upon  an  audience  at  once;  the  reader  must  therefore  b« 
content  to  learn,  in  a  note,  that  Fionnuala,  the  daughter  of  Lir, 
was,  by  some  supernatural  power,  transformed  into  a  swan,  and 
condenmed  to  wander,  for  many  hundred  years,  over  certain 
lakes  and  rivers  in  Ireland,  till  the  coming  of  Christianity,  when 
the  first  sound  of  the  mass-bell  was  to  be  the  signal  of  her  r» 
lease. — I  found  this  fanciful  fiction  among  some  manuscript 
translations  from  the  Irish,  which  were  begun  under  the  direo' 
tion  of  that  enlightened  friend  of  Ireland,  the  late  Countess  of 
Moira. 
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COME,  SEND  BOUND   THE  WINB. 

Comb,  send  round  the  wine,  and  leave  points  of 
belief 

To  simpleton  sages,  and  reasoning  fools ; 
This  moment's  a  flower  too  fair  and  brief, 

To  be  withered  and  stain'd  bj  the  dust  of  the 
schools. 
Your  glass  may  be  purple,  and  mine  may  be  blue, 

But,  while  they  are  fill'd  from  the  same  bright  bowl, 
The  fool,  who  would  quarrel  for  difference  of  hue, 

Deserves  not  the  comfort  they  shed  o'er  the  souL 

Shall  I  ask  the  brave  soldier,  who  fights  by  my  side 

In  the  cause  of  mankind,  if  our  creeds  agree  ? 
Shall  I  give  up  the  frieud  I  have  valued  and  tried. 

If  he  kneel  not  before  the  same  altar  with  me  ? 
From  the  heretic  girl  of  my  soul  should  I  fly, 

To  seek  somewhere  else  a  more  orthodox  kiss? 
No  I  perish  the  hearts,  and  the  laws  that  try 

Truth,  valour,  or  love,  by  a  standard  like  this  I 


SUBLIME  WAS  THE  WARNING. 

Sublime  was  the  warning  that  Liberty  spoke. 
And  grand  was  thf>  moment  when  Spaniards  aw<dc6 
Into  life  and  revenge  from  the  conqueror's  chaiit 
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Oh,  Libei*ty!  let  not  this  spirit  have  rest, 

Till  it  move,  like  a  breeze,  o'er  the  waves  of  the 

west — 
Give  the  light  of  your  look  to  each  sorrowing  spot, 
Nor,  oh,  be  the  Shamrock  of  Erin  forgot 

While  you  add  to  your  garland  the  Olive  of 

Spain ! 

If  the  fame  of  our  fathers,  bequeathed  with  their 

rights, 
Give  to  country  its  charm,  and  to  home  its  delights, 

If  deceit  be  a  wound,  and  suspicion  a  stain, 
Then,  ye  men  of  Iberia,  our  cause  is  the  same  I 
And  oh  !  may  his  tomb  want  a  tear  and  a  name, 
Who  would  ask  for  a  nobler,  a  holier  death, 
Than  to  turn  his  last  sigh  into  victory's  breath, 

For  the  Shamrock  of  Erin  and  Olive  of  Spain  I 

Te  B lakes  and  O'Donnels,  whose  fathers  resigned 
The  green  hills  of  their  youth,  among  strangers  to 

find 
That  repose  which,  at  home,  they  had  sigh'd  for 

in  vain. 
Join,  join  in  our  hope  that  the  flame,  which  you 

light, 
May  be  felt  yet  in  Erin,  as  calm,  and  as  bright. 
And  forgive  even  Albion  while  blushing  she  draws, 
Like  a  truant,  her  sword,  in  the  long-slighted  caus< 
Of  the  Shamrock  of  Erin  and  Olive  of  Spain  I 
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God  prosper  the  cause !  —  oh,  it  cannot  but  thrive, 
While  the  pulse  of  one  patriot  heart  is  alive, 

Its  devotion  to  feel,  and  its  rights  to  maintain ; 
Then,  how  sainted  by  sorrow,  its  martyrs  will  die  I 
The  finger  of  Glory  shall  point  where  they  lie ; 
While,  far  from  the  footstep  of  coward  or  slave. 
The  young  spirit  of  Freedom  shall  shelter  their  grave 

Beneath  Shamrocks  of  Erin  and  Olives  of  Spain  I 


BBLIBVB  ME,  IF  ALL  THOSE  ENDEARmQ 
YOUNG  CHARMS. 

Believe  me,  if  all  those  endearing  young  channs, 

Which  I  gaze  on  so  fondly  to-day. 
Were  to  change  by  to-morrow,  and  fleet  in  my  arms, 

Like  fairy-gifts  fading  away, 
Thou  wouldst  still  be  ador'd,  as  this  moment  thou  art| 

Let  thy  loveliness  fade  as  it  will, 
And  ai'ound  the  dear  ruin  each  wish  of  my  heart 

Would  entwine  itself  verdantly  still. 

It  is  not  while  beauty  and  youth  are  thine  oytd, 

And  thy  cheeks  unprofan'd  by  a  tear, 
That  the  fervour  and  faith  of  a  soul  can  be  known. 

To  which  time  will  but  make  thee  more  dear ; 
No,  the  heart  that  has  truly  lov'd  never  forgets. 

But  as  truly  loves  on  to  the  close, 
(Lb  the  sun-flower  turns  on  ner  god,  when  he  sets, 

"^^he  same  look  which  she  tum'd  when  he  rose. 
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ERIN,  OH  ERIN. 


LiKB  the  bright  lamp,  that  shone  in  Kildare's  holy 
fane,* 

And  bum'd  thro'  long  ages  of  darkness  and  storm 
Is  the  heart  that  sorrows  have  frown'd  on  in  vain, 

Whose  spirit  outlives  them,  unfading  and  warm. 
Erin,  oh  Erin,  thus  bright  thro*  the  tears 
Of  a  long  night  of  bondage,  thy  spirit  appears. 

The  nations  have  fallen,  and  thou  still  art  young, 
Thy  sun  is  but  rising,  when  others  are  set ; 

And  tho'  slavery's  cloud  o'er  thy  morning  hath  hung 
The  fiiU.noon  of  freedom  sbsdl  beam  round  thee  yet 

Erin,  oh  Erin,  tho'  long  in  the  shade. 

Thy  star  will  shine  out  when  the  proudest  shall  &de. 

Unchill'd  by  the  rain,  and  unwak'd  by  the  wind, 
The  lily  lies  sleeping  thro'  winter's  cold  hour, 

Till  Spring's  light  touch  her  fetters  unbind, 

And  daylight  and  liberty  bless  the  young  flower  t 

Thus  Erin,  oh  Erin,  thy  winter  is  past. 

And  the  hope  that  liv'd  thro'  it  shall  blossom  at  last. 

•  The  inextingaishable  fire  of  St  Bridget,  at  Kildare,  which 
Giraldiu  mentions:  "Apud  Kildariam  oconrrit  Ignis  SanotA 
BrigidsB,  quern  inextinguibilem  vocant;  non  quod  extingui  Don 
possit,  sed  quod  tarn  solicite  moniales  et  sanotao  mulieres  ignem, 
luppetente  materia,  fovent  et  nutriunt,  nt  a  tempore  virginis  per 
tot  annorum  curricula  semper  mansit  inextinctns.*'  —  QwdUL 
Comb,  de  MirabiL  Eibem,  dist  2.  c  84. 

t  Mrs.  H.  Tighe,  in  her  exquisite  lines  on  the  Lily,  has  appUei 
this  image  to  a  still  more  important  object 
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DRINK  TO   HEB. 

Drink  to  her,  who  long 

Hath  wak'd  the  poet's  sigh, 
The  girl,  who  gave  to  song 

What  gold  could  never  buy. 
Oh !  woman's  heart  was  made 

For  minstrel  hands  alone ; 
By  other  fingers  play'd, 

It  yields  not  half  the  tone. 
Then  here's  to  her,  who  long 

Hath  wak'd  the  poef  s  sigh, 
The  girl  who  gave  to  song 

What  gold  could  never  buy. 

At  Beauty's  door  of  glass, 

When  Wealth  and  Wit  once  stood, 
They  ask'd  her,  "  which  might  pass  ?  * 

She  answer'd,  "  he,  who  could." 
With  golden  key  Wealth  thought 

To  pass  —  but  'twould  not  do : 
While  Wit  a  diamond  brought, 

Which  cut  his  bright  way  through. 
So  here's  to  her,  who  long 

Hath  wak'd  the  poet's  sigh, 
The  girl,  who  gave  to  song 

What  gold  could  never  buy. 
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The  love  that  seeks  a  home 

Where  wealth  or  grandeur  shines^ 
Is  Hke  the  gloomy  gnome, 

That  dwells  in  dark  gold  mines. 
But  oh !  the  poet's  love 

Can  hoast  a  brighter  sphere ; 
Its  native  home's  above, 

Tho*  woman  keeps  it  here. 
Then  drink  to  her,  who  long 

Hath  wak'd  the  poet's  sigh, 
The  girl,  who  gave  to  song 

What  gold  could  never  buy. 


OHl   BLAME  NOT  THE  BARD.* 

Oh  !  blame  not  the  bard,  if  he  fly  to  the  bowers, 
Where  Pleasure  lies,  carelessly  smiling  at  Fame ; 

He  was  born  for  much  more,  and  in  happier  hours 
His  soul  might  have  burn'd  with  a  holier  flame. 

The  string  that  now  languishes  loose  o'er  the  lyre. 
Might  have  bent  a  proud  bow  to  the  warrior's  dart  ;t 

•  We  may  suppose  this  apology  to  have  been  nttered  by  one 
of  those  wandering  bards,  whom  Spenser  so  severely,  and,  per- 
haps, troly,  describes  in  his  State  of  Ireland,  and  whose  poems, 
he  tells  us, "  were  «jprinkled  with  some  pretty  flowers  of  their 
natural  device,  which  have  good  grace  and  comeHness  unto  them, 
the  which  it  is  great  pity  to  see  abused  to  the  gracing  of  wick- 
edness and  vice,  which,  with  good  usage,  would  serve  to  adorn 
•nd  beautify  virtue." 

t  It  is  conjectured  by  Wormius,  that  the  name  of  Ireland  it 
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And  Uie  lip,  whi^li  dow  Inreftthes  but  the  song  of 
desire, 
Might  have  pour'd  the  full  tide  of  a  patriot's  heart. 

But  alas  for  his  country  i  —  her  pride  is  gone  by, 
And  that  spirit  is  broken,  which   never  would 
bend; 
O'er  the  ruin  her  children  in  secret  must  sigh. 

For  'tis  treason  to  love  her,  and  death  to  defend. 
IJnpriz'd  are  her  sons,  till  they've  learned  to  betray ; 
Undistinguish'd  they  live,  if  they  shame  not  their 
sires ; 
And  the  torch,  that  would  light  them  thro'  dignity's 
way, 
Must  be  caught  from  the  pile,  where  their  country 
expires. 

Then  blame  not  the  bard,  if  in  pleasure's  soft  dream. 
He  should  try  to  forget,  what  he  never  can  heal : 

Oh  !  ^ve  but  a  hope  —  let  a  vista  but  gleam 

Through  the  gloom  of  his  country,  and  mark  how 
he'Ufeell 

That  instant,  his  heart  at  her  shrine  would  luy  down 
Every  passion  it  nurs'd,  every  bliss  it  ador'd ; 


derived  firom  7r,  the  Bunio  for  a  6010,  in  the  use  of  which 
weapon  the  Irish  were  once  very  expert.  This  derivation  is  cer- 
tainly more  creditable  to  ua  than  the  following:  **  So  that  Ireland, 
sailed  the  land  of  Ire^  fit)m  the  constant  broils  therein  for  400 
fears,  was  now  become  the  land  of  concord." — LlofP%  iSfcile 
Worthiet^  art.  The  Lord  Gramdmm, 
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Whfle  the  myrtle,  now  idly  cntwin'd  with  his  crown, 
Like  the  wreath  of  Harmodius,  should  cover  his 
sword.* 

But  tho'  glory  be  gone,  and  tho'  hope  fade  away, 
Thy  name,  loved  Erin,  shall  live  in  his  songs ; 
Not  ev'n  in  the  hour,  when  his  heart  is  most  gay, 
Will  he  lose  the  remembrance  of  thee  and  thy 
wrongs. 
The  stranger  shall  hear  thy  lament  on  his  plains ; 

The  sigh  of  thy  harp  shall  be  sent  o'er  the  deep, 
Till  thy  masters    themselves,   as    they  rivet  thy 
chains. 
Shall  pause  at  the  song  of  their  captive,  and 
weep  I 


WHILE  GAZING  ON  THE  MOON'S  LIGHT. 

While  gazing  on  the  moon's  Hght, 

A  moment  from  her  smile  I  tum'd. 
To  look  at  orbs,  that,  more  bright. 
In  lone  and  distant  glory  bum'd. 
But  too  far 
Each  proud  star. 

See  the  Hymn,  attributed  to  Alcans,  Ev  iwfnwf  cAodc  to 
fiftfC  ^<W70«— "I  will  carry  my  sword,  hidden  in  myitles,  ]ik« 

Hakinodias,  and  Aristogiton,*'  etc 
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For  me  to  feel  its  warming  flame ; 
Much  more  dear 
That  mild  sphere, 
Which  near  our  planet  smiling  came ;  • 
Thus,  Mary,  be  but  thou  my  own ; 

While  brighter  eyes  unheeded  play, 
111  love  those  moonlight  looks  alone. 
That  bless  my  home  and  guide  my  way. 

The  day  had  sunk  in  dim  showers. 

But  midnight  now,  with  lustre  meet, 
Blumin'd  all  the  pale  flowers. 

Like  hope  upon  a  mourner's  cheek. 
I  said  (while 
The  moon's  smile 
Play'd  o'er  a  stream,  in  dimpling  bliss), 
"  The  moon  looks 
"  On  many  brooks, 
**  The  brook  can  see  no  moon  but  this ;  *  f 
And  thus,  I  thought,  our  fortunes  run. 

For  many  a  lover  looks  to  thee. 

While  oh  !  I  feel  there  is  but  one, 

One  Mary  in  the  world  for  me. 

•  ••  Of  such  celestial  bodies  as  are  visible,  the  sun  excepted, 
the  tingle  moon,  as  despicable  as  it  is  in  comparison  to  most  of 
me  others,  is  much  more  beneficial  than  they  aL  put  together.*' — 
WTugton'i  Theory,  etc. 

In  the  Entretient  cfAriste,  aniong  other  ingenious  emblems,  we 
find  a  starry  sky  without  a  moon,  with  these  words,  N<m  mUk^ 
quodabtem, 

t  This  image  was  suggested  by  the  following  thought,  whiol: 
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ILL  OMENS. 

When  dayKght  was  yet  sleeping  under  the  billow, 

And  stars  in  the  heavens  still  lingering  shone. 
Young  Kitty,  aU  blushing,  rose  up  from  her  pillow, 

The  last  time  she  e'er  was  to  press  it  alone. 
For  the  youth  whom  she  treasured  her  heart  ana 
her  soul  in, 

Had  promised  to  link  the  last  tie  before  noon ; 
And  when  once  the  young  heart  of  a  maiden  is  stolen 

The  maiden  herself  will  steal  after  it  soon. 

As  she  looked  in  the  glass,  which  a  woman  ne'er 
misses, 

Nor  ever  wants  time  for  a  sly  glance  or  two, 
A  butterfly,*  fresh  from  the  night-flower's  kisses, 

Flew  over  the  mirror,  and  shaded  her  view. 
Enrag'd  with  the  insect  for  hiding  her  graces. 

She  brush'd  him  —  he  fell,  alas ;  never  to  rise : 
•  Ah !  such,"  said  the  girl,  "  is  the  pride  of  our  faces, 

"  For  which  the  soul's  innocence  too  often  dies." 

While  she  stole  thro'  the  garden,  where  hearts-ease 
was  growing. 
She  cuU'd  some,  and  kiss'd  off  its  night-fallen  dewf 

ooooiB  somewhere  in  Sir  William  Jones's  works:  **The  mooa 
k>oks  upon  many  night-flowers,  the  night-flower  sees  but  on 
moon.'* 
•  An  emblem  of  the  soul 
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And  a  rose,  further  on,  look'd  so  tempting  and  glow« 
ing. 
That,  spite  of  her  haste,  she  must  gather  it  too : 
But  while  o'er  the  roses  too  carelessly  leaning, 

Her  zone  flew  in  two,  and  the  hearts-ease  was  lost : 
*  Ah  I  this  means,^  said  the  girl  (and  she  sigh'd  at 
its  meaning), 
^  That  love  is  scarce  worth  the  repose  it  will  cost ! 


BEFORE  THE  BATTLE. 

By  the  hope  within  us  springing, 

Herald  of  to-morrow's  strife ; 
By  that  sun,  whose  light  is  bringing 

Chains  or  freedom,  death  or  life  — 

Oh !  remember  life  can  be 
No  charm  for  him,  who  lives  not  free  ? 

Like  the  day-star  in  the  wave. 

Sinks  a  hero  in  his  grave, 
Midst  the  dew-fall  of  a  nation's  tears. 

Happy  is  he  o'er  whose  decline 
The  smiles  of  home  may  soothing  shine 
And  light  him  down  the  steep  of  years  :^- 
But  oh,  how  blest  they  sink  to  rest, 
Who  close  their  eyes  on  victory's  breast  I 

O'er  his  watch-fire's  fading  embers 
Now  the  foeman's  cheek  turns  white, 
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When  his  heart  that  field  rememberst 
Where  we  tamed  his  tyrant  might. 

Never  let  him  bind  again 

A  chain,  like  that  we  broke  from  then. 
Hark !  the  horn  of  combat  calls  — 
Ere  the  golden  evening  falls. 

May  we  pledge  that  horn  in  triumph  round  I  * 

Many  a  heart  that  now  beats  high. 
In  slumber  cold  at  night  shall  lie, 
Nor  waken  even  at  victory's  sound :  — 
But  oh,  how  blest  that  hero's  sleep, 
O'er  whom  a  wond'ring  world  shall  weep  I 


AFTER  THE  BATTLE. 

Night  dos'd  around  the  conqueror's  way, 

And  lightnings  show'd  the  distant  hill. 
Where  those  who  lost  that  dreadful  day, 

Stood  few  and  faint,  but  fearless  stilL 
The  soldier's  hope,  the  patriot's  zeal. 

For  ever  dimm'd,  for  ever  crost  — 
Oh !  who  shall  say  what  heroes  feel. 

When  all  but  life  and  honour's  lost  ? 


•  **  The  Irish  Coraa  was  not  entirely  devoted  to  martial  pnr- 
In  the  heroic  ages,  our  ancestors  qnaffed  Meadh  oot  of 
Q,  as  the  Danish  hunters  do  their  beverage  at  this  day.**  -• 
Walker. 
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The  last  sad  hour  of  freedom's  dream, 

And  valour's  task,  moved  slowly  by, 
WhUe  mute  they  watch'd,  till  morning's  beam 

Should  rise  and  give  them  light  to  die. 
There's  yet  a  world,  where  souls  are  free, 

Where  tyrants  taint  not  nature's  bliss;  — 
If  death  that  world's  bright  opening  be, 

Oh  1  who  would  live  a  slave  in  this  ? 


'TIS  SWEET  TO  THINK. 

Tis  sweet  to  think,  that,  where'er  we  rove, 

We  are  sure  to  find  something  blissful  and  dear, 
And  that,  when  we're  far  from  the  lips  we  love, 

We've  but  to  make  love  to  the  lips  we  are  near.* 
The  heart,  like  a  tendril,  accustom'd  to  cling, 

Let  it  grow  where  it  will,  cannot  flourish  alone, 
But  will  lean  to  the  nearest,  and  loveliest  thing. 

It  can  twine  with  itself,  and  make  closely  its  own. 
Then  oh !  what  pleasure,  where'er  we  rove. 

To  be  sure  to  find  something,  still,  that  is  dear, 

*  I  believe  it  is  Marmontel  who  says,  **  Quand  on  n'apag  ce  qut 
» <m  ame,  Ufaut  aimer  ce  que  Von  o."  —  There  are  so  many  mat- 
ter-of-fact people,  who  take  such jcwa;  cfeqnit  as  this  defence  of 
Inconstancy,  to  be  the  actual  and  genuine  sentiments  of  him  who 
wiites  them,  that  they  compel  one,  in  self-defence,  to  be  as  mat- 
tei  of-fiict  as  themselves,  and  to  remind  them,  that  Democritiu 
•as  not  the  worse  physiologist,  for  having  playftilly  contended 
tnat  snow  was  black ;  nor  Erasmus,  in  any  degree,  the  less  wise, 
for  having  wri»;ten  an  ingenious  encomium  of  folly. 
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And  to  know,  when  far  from  the  lips  we  love, 
We've  but  to  make  love  to  the  lips  we  are  near 

*T  were  a  shame,  when  flowers  around  us  rise, 

To  make  light  of  the  rest,  if  the  rose  isn't  there; 
And  the  world 's  so  rich  in  resplendent  ejes, 

'Twere  a  pity  to  limit  one's  love  to  a  pair. 
Love's  wing  and  the  peacock's  are  nearly  alike, 

They  are  both  of  them  bright,  but  they're  change- 
able too. 
And,  wherever  a  new  beam  of  beauty  can  strike, 

It  will  tincture  Love's  plume  with  a  diflferent  hue^ 
Then  oh !  what  pleasure,  where'er  we  rove. 

To  be  sure  to  find  something,  still,  that  is  de.ar, 
And  to  know,  when  far  from  the  lips  we  love. 

We've  but  to  make  love  to  the  lips  we  are  near. 


THE  IRISH   PEASANT  TO  HIS  MISTRESS.* 

Through  grief  and  through  danger  thy  smile  hath 

cheer'd  my  way. 
Till  hope  seem'd  to  bud  from  each  thorn  that  round 

me  lay ; 
The  darker  our  fortune,  the  brighter  our  pure  love 

bum'd. 
Till  shame  into  glory,  till  fear  into  zeal  was  tum'd ; 

•  Meaning,  allegorically,  the  ancient  Church  of  Ireland. 
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Jes,  slave  as  1  was,  in  thy  arms  my  spirit  felt  free, 
And  bless'd  even  the  sorrows  that  made  me  more 
dear  to  thee. 

Thy  rival  was  honour'd,  while  thou  wert  wronged 

and  scom'd, 
Thy  crown   was  of  briers,  while  gold  her  brows 

adom'd; 
She  woo*d  me  to  temples,  while  thou  la/st  hid  in 

caves, 
Her  friends  were  all  masters,  while  thine,  alas  I  were 

slaves ; 
Yet  cold  in  the  earth,  at  thy  feet,  I  would  rather  be, 
Than  wed  what  I  lov'd  not,  or  turn  one  thought  from 

thee. 

They  slander  thee  sorely,  who  say  thy  vows  are 
frail — 

Hadst  thou  been  a  false  one,  thy  cheek  had  look'd 
less  pale. 

They  say,  too,  so  long  thou  hast  worn  those  lingering 
chains, 

That  deep  in  thy  heart  they  have  printed  their  ser- 
vile stains  — 

Oh  I  foul  is  the  slander,  —  no  chain  could  that  soul 
subdue  — 

Where  shineth  thy  spirit,  there  hberty  shineth  too  I* 

*  »  Where  the  Spirit  of  the  Lord  is,  there  is  Uberty.*'  -  SL  PtmA 
CorinAMm,  iii.  17. 
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ON  MUSIC. 


When  thro*  life  unblest  we  rove, 

Losing  all  that  made  life  dear. 
Should  some  notes  we  used  to  love. 

In  days  of  boyhood,  meet  our  ear, 
Oh !  how  welcome  breathes  the  strain  I 

Wakening  thoughts  that  long  have  slept  ^ 
Eandling  former  smiles  again 

In  feded  eyes  that  long  have  wept. 

Like  the  gale,  that  sighs  along 

Beds  of  oriental  flowers, 
Is  the  grateful  breath  of  song, 

That  onoe  was  heard  in  happier  hours ; 
Fiird  with  balm,  the  gale  sighs  on, 

Though  the  flowers  have  sunk  in  death; 
So,  when  pleasure's  dream  is  gone, 

Its  memory  lives  in  Music's  breath. 

Music,  oh  how  faint,  how  weak, 

Language  fades  before  thy  spell ! 
Why  should  Feeling  ever  speak, 

When  thou  canst  breathe  her  soul  so  well? 
Friendship's  balmy  words  may  feign. 

Love's  are  ev'n  more  false  than  they ; 
Oh!  'tis  only  music's  strain 

Can  sweetly  soothe,  and  not  betray. 
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IT  IS  NOT  THE  TEAE  AT  THIS  MOMENT 
SHED.* 

[t  is  not  the  tear  at  this  moment  shed, 

When  the  cold  turf  has  just  been  laid  o'er  him. 
That  can  tell  how  beloVd  was  the  friend  that's  fled, 

Or  how  deep  in  our  hearts  we  deplore  him. 
rris  the  tear,  thro'  many  a  long  day  wept, 

'Tis  life's  whole  path  o'ershaded ; 
'TIS  the  one  remembrance,  fondly  kept, 

When  all  lighter  griefs  have  faded. 

Thus  his  memory,  like  some  holy  light, 

Kept  alive  in  our  hearts,  will  improve  them. 
For  worth  shall  look  fairer,  and  truth  more  bright, 

When  we  think  how  he  liv'd  but  to  love  them. 
And,  as  fresher  flowers  the  sod  perfume 

Where  buried  saints  are  lying, 
So  our  hearts  shall  borrow  a  sweetening  bloom 

From  the  image  he  left  there  in  dying  1 


THE  ORIGIN  OP  THE  HARP. 

Tis  belie v'd  that  this  Harp,  which  I  wake  now  fiir 

thee. 
Was  a  Siren  of  old,  who  soi]^  under  the  sea ; 

•  These  Hnes  were  occasioned  by  the  loss  of  a  very  near  and 
4ear  relative^  who  had  died  lately  at  Madeira. 
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And  who  often,  at  eve,  thro'  the  bright  waters  roy'd, 
To  meet,  on  the  green  shore,  a  youth  whom  she  lov'd. 
But  she  lov'd  him  in  vain,  for  he  left  her  to  weep, 
And  in  tears,  all  the  night,  her  gold  tresses  to  steep ; 
Till  heav'n  look'd  with  pity  on  true-love  so  warm, 
And  changed  to  this  soft  Harp  the  sea-maiden's  form. 

Still  her  bosom  rose  fair  —  still  her  cheeks  smil'd 

the  same  — 
While  her  sea-beauties  graceftilly  form'd  the  light 

frame; 
And  her  hair,  as,  let  loose,  o'er  her  white  arm  it  fell, 
Was  chang'd  to  bright  chords  utt*ring  melody's  speU. 

Hence  it  came,  that  this  soft  Harp  so  long  hath  been 

known 
To  mingle  love's  language  with  sorrow's  sad  tone ; 
Till  thou  didst  divide  them,  and  teach  the  fond  lay 
To  speak  love  when  I'm  near  thee,  and  grief  when 

away. 


LOVE'S  YOUNG  DRBABL 

Oh  !  the  days  are  gone,  when  Beauty  bright 

My  heart's  chain  wove ; 
When  my  dream  of  life,  from  mom  till  nighti 

Was  love,  still  love. 
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New  hope  may  bloom, 
And  days  may  come, 
Of  milder,  calmer  beam, 
Bat  there's  nothing  half  so  sweet  in  life 

As  love's  young  dream : 
No,  there's  nothing  half  so  sweet  in  life 
As  love's  young  dream. 

Tho'  the  bard  to  purer  fame  may  soar. 

When  wild  youth's  past; 
Tho'  he  win  the  wise,  who  frown'd  before^ 
To  smile  at  last ; 
He'll  never  meet 
A  joy  so  sweet, 
In  all  his  noon  of  fame. 
As  when  first  he  sung  to  woman's  ear 

His  soul-felt  fiame. 
And,  at  every  close,  she  blush'd  to  hear 
The  one  lov'd  name. 

No,  —  that  hallow'd  form  is  ne'er  forgot 

Which  first  love  trac'd ; 
Still  it  lingering  haunts  the  greenest  spot 
On  memory's  waste. 
'Twas  odour  fled 
As  soon  as  shed ; 
'Twas  morning's  winged  dream; 
'Twas  a  light,  that  ne'er  can  shine  again 

On  life's  dull  stream . 
Oh !  'twas  light  that  ne'er  can  shine  again 
On  life's  dull  stream. 
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THE  PRmCE'S  DAY.« 


Tho'  dark  are  our  sorrows,  to-day  we'll  foi^get  them, 
And  smile  through  our  tears,  like  a  sunbeam  in 
showers : 
There  never  were  hearts,  if  our  rulers  would  let 
them. 
More  form'd  to  be  grateftil  and  blest  than  ours. 
But  just  when  the  chain 
Has  ceas'd  to  pain, 
And  hope  has  enwreath'd  it  round  with  flowers, 
There  comes  a  new  link 
Our  spirits  to  sink  — 
Oh  I  the  joy  that  we  taste,  like  the  light  of  the  poles, 

Is  a  flash  amid  darkness,  too  brilliant  to  stay ; 

But,  though  'twere  the  last  little  spark  in  our  souls. 

We  must  light  it  up  now,  on  our  Prince's  Day. 

Contempt  on  the  minion,  who  calls  you  disloyal ! 

Tho'  fierce  to  your  foe,  to  your  friends  you  are  true ; 
And  the  tribute  most  high  to  a  head  that  is  royal, 
Is  love  from  a  heart  that  loves  liberty  too. 
While  cowards,  who  blight 
Your  fame,  your  right, 

•  This  Bong  was  written  for  a  fSte  in  honour  of  the  Prince  ot 
V9ales*s  Birthday,  given  by  my  friend,  Major  BryaB,  at  his  Ma 
\n  the  county  of  Killienny. 
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Would  shrink  fh>m  the  blaze  of  the  battle  arraj, 
The  Standard  of  Green 
In  front  would  be  se^,  — 
Oh,  my  life  on  your  faith  I  were  you  summon'd  this 
minute. 
You'd  cast  every  bitter  remembrance  away, 
And  show  what  the  arm  of  old  Erin  has  in  it, 
When  rous'd  by  the  foe,  on  her  Prince's  Day. 

He  loves  the  Green  Isle,  and  his  love  is  recorded 

In  hearts,  which  have  suffer'd  too  much  to  forget; 
And  hope  shall  be  crown'd,  and  attachm^it  rewarded, 
And  Erin's  gay  jubilee  shine  out  yet 
The  gem  may  be  broke 
By  many  a  stroke, 
But  nothing  can  cloud  its  native  ray ; 
Each  fragment  will  cast 
A  light,  to  the  last,  — 
And  thus,  Erin,  my  country  tho'  broken  thou  art, 

There's  a  lustre  within  thee,  that  ne'er  will  decay 

A  spirit,  which  beams  through  each  suffering  part. 

And  now  smiles  at  all  pain  on  the  Prince's  Day. 


WEEP  ON,  WEEP  ON. 

Weep  on,  weep  on,  youi*  hour  is  past 
Your  dreams  of  pride  are  o'er ; 

The  fatal  chain  is  round  you  cast. 
And  you  are  men  no  more. 
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In  vain  the  hero's  heart  hath  bled ; 

The  sage's  tongue  hath  wam'd  in  Tain;-^ 
Oh,  Freedom  I  once  thj  flame  hath  fled. 

It  never  lights  again* 

Weep  on — perhaps  in  after  days. 

They'll  learn  to  love  your  name ; 
When  many  a  deed  may  wake  in  praise 

That  long  hath  slept  in  blame. 
And  when  they  tread  the  ruin'd  isle, 

Where  rest,  at  length,  the  lord  and  slave, 
They'll  wondering  ask,  how  hands  so  vile 

Could  conquer  hearts  so  brave  ? 

'*'Twas  fate,"  they'll  say,  "  a  wayward  &te 

**  Your  web  of  discord  wove ; 
**  And  while  your  tyrants  join'd  in  hate, 

"  You  never  join'd  in  love. 
**  But  hearts  fell  off,  that  ought  to  twine, 

"  And  man  profan'd  what  God  had  given ; 
^  Till  some  were  heard  to  curse  the  shrine, 

"  Where  others  knelt  to  heaven  I " 


LESBIA  HATH  A  BEAMING  EYE. 

Lesbia  hath  a  beaming  eye, 

But  no  one  knows  for  whom  it  beameth 
Right  and  left  its  arrows  fly, 

But  what  they  aim  at  no  one  dreameth. 
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Sweeter  'tis  to  gaze  upon 

My  Nora's  lid  that  seldom  rises ; 
Few  its  looks,  but  every  one, 
Like  unexpected  light,  surprises  1 

Oh,  my  Nora  Creina,  dear. 
My  gentle,  bashful  Nora  Creina, 
Beauty  lies 
In  many  eyes, 
But  Love  in  yours,  my  Nora  Creina. 

Lesbia  wears  a  robe  of  gold. 

But  all  so  dose  the  nymph  hath  lac'd  H, 
Not  a  charm  of  beauty's  mould 

Presumes  to  stay  where  nature  placed  it 
Oh  I  my  Nora's  gown  for  me. 

That  floats  as  wild  as  mountain  breezes, 
leaving  every  beauty  free 
To  sink  or  swell  as  Heaven  pleases. 

Yes,  my  Nora  Creina,  dear. 
My  simple,  graceful  Nora  Creina, 
Nature's  dress 
Is  loveliness  — 
The  dress  you  wear,  my  Nora  Creina. 

Lesbia  hath  a  wit  refin'd. 

But,  when  its  points  are  gleaming  round  u% 
Who  can  tell  if  they're  design  d  . 

To  dazzle  merely,  or  to  wound  us? 
Pillow'd  on  my  Nora's  heart, 

In  safer  slumber  Love  reposes  — 
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Bed  of  peace  I  whose  roughest  part 
Is  but  the  crumpling  of  the  roses 

Oh !  my  Nora  Creina,  dear, 
Mj  mild,  mj  artless  Nora  Creina ! 
Wit,  tho'  bright, 
Hath  no  such  light. 
As  warms  your  eyes,  my  Nora  Creinai 


I  SAW  THY  FORM  IN  YOUTHFUL  FBDCB. 

I  SAW  thy  form  in  youthful  prime. 

Nor  thought  that  pale  decay 
Would  steal  before  the  steps  of  Time, 

And  waste  its  bloom  away,  Mary  I 
Yet  still  thy  features  wore  that  light, 

Which  ^eets  not  with  the  breath ; 
And  life  ne'er  look'd  more  truly  bright 

Than  in  thy  smile  of  death,  Mary  1 

As  streams  that  run  o'er  golden  mines. 

Yet  humbly,  calmly  glide, 
Nor  seem  to  know  the  wealth  that  shines 

Within  their  gentle  tide,  Mary  I 
So  veil'd  beneath  the  simplest  guise, 

Thy  radiant  genius  shone. 
And  that,  which  charm'd  all  other  eyes, 

Seem'd  worthless  in  thy  own,  Mary  I 
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If  souls  could  always  dwell  above, 

Thou  ne'er  hadst  left  that  sphere : 
Or  could  we  keep  the  souls  we  lore, 

We  ne'er  had  lost  thee  here,  Mary ! 
Though  many  a  gifted  mind  we  meet. 

Though  fairest  forms  we  see, 
To  live  with  them  is  far  less  sweet, 

Than  to  remember  thee,  Mary  I  * 


BY  THAT  LAKE,  WHOSE  GLOOMY  SHOBB,t 

By  that  Lake,  whose  gloomy  shore 
Sky-lark  never  warbles  o'er,t 
Where  the  cliff  hangs  high  and  steep, 
Young  Saint  Kevin  stole  to  sleep. 
*^  Here,  at  least,''  he  calmly  said, 
**  Woman  ne*er  shall  find  my  bed." 
Ah  I  the  good  Saint  little  knew 
What  that  wily  sex  can  do. 

'Twas  from  Kathleen's  eyes  he  flew, — 
Eyes  of  most  unholy  blue  1 

•  I  have  here  made  a  feeble  effort  to  imitate  that  exquisite 
ineoriptioii  of  Shenstone^s,  **  Hea  I  quanto  minus  est  com  reliqnii 
versari  quam  tui  meminisse ! " 

t  This  ballad  is  fotmded  upon  one  of  the  many  stories  related 
of  St.  Kevin  whose  bed  in  the  rock  is  to  be  seen  at  Glendalough, 
a  most  gloomy  and  romantic  spot  in  the  county  of  Wicklow. 

I  There  are  many  other  curious  traditions  concerning  this 
Lake,  which  may  be  found  in  Giraldus,  Colgan,  etc. 
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She  had  lov'd  him  well  and  long, 
Wish'd  him  hers,  nor  thought  it  wrong. 
Wheresoever  the  Saint  would  fly, 
Still  he  heard  her  light  foot  nigh ; 
East  or  west,  where'er  he  tum'd, 
Still  her  eyes  before  him  bum'd. 

On  the  bold  cliff's  bosom  cast, 
Tranquil  now  he  sleeps  at  last ; 
Dreams  of  heaVn,  nor  thinks  that  e'er 
Woman's  smile  can  haunt  him  there* 
But  nor  earth  nor  heaven  is  free 
From  her  power,  if  fond  she  be : 
Even  now,  while  calm  he  sleeps, 
Elathleen  o'er  him  leans  and  weeps* 

Fearless  she  had  track'd  his  feet 
To  this  rocky,  wild  retreat ; 
And  when  morning  met  his  view, 
Her  mild  glances  met  it  too. 
Ah,  your  Saints  have  cruel  hearts! 
Sternly  from  his  bed  he  starts. 
And  with  rude,  repulsive  shock. 
Hurls  her  from  the  beetling  rock* 

Glendalough,  thy  gloomy  wave 
Soon  was  gentle  Kathleen's  grave  1 
Soon  the  saint  (yet  ah !  too  late,) 
Felt  her  love,  and  mourn'd  her  fateii 
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When  he  said,  "  Heaven  rest  her  soul  I " 
Bound  the  Lake  light  music  stole; 
And  her  ghost  was  seen  to  glide. 
Smiling  o'er  the  fatal  tide. 


SHS  IS  FAB  FROM  THE  LAND. 

She  is  far  from  the  land  where  her  young  hero  sleeps, 

And  lovers  are  round  her,  sighing : 
But  coldly  she  turns  from  their  gaze,  and  weeps, 

For  her  heart  in  his  grave  is  lying. 

She  sings  the  wild  song  of  her  dear  native  plains, 
Every  note  which  he  loVd  awaking ;  — 

Ah !  little  they  think  who  delight  in  her  strains, 
How  the  heart  of  the  Minstrel  is  breaking. 

He  had  liVd  for  his  love,  for  his  country  he  died, 
They  were  all  that  to  life  had  entwin'd  lum ; 

Nor  soon  shall  the  tears  of  his  country  be  dried, 
Nor  long  will  his  love  stay  behind  him. 

Oh !  make  her  a  grave  where  the  sunbeams  rest, 
When  they  promise  a  glorious  morrow ; 

They  11  shine  o'er  her  sleep,  like  a  smile  from  the  West, 
From  hei  own  loved  island  of  sorrow. 
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NAT,  TELL  MB  NOT,  DBAB. 

Nat,  tell  me  not,  dear,  that  the  goblet  drowns 

One  charm  of  feeling,  one  fond  regret ; 
Believe  me,  a  few  of  thy  angry  frowns 
Are  all  I've  sunk  in  its  br^ht  wave  yet* 
Ne'er  hath  a  beam 
Been  lost  in  the  stream 
That  ever  was  shed  from  thy  form  or  sool ; 
The  spell  of  those  eyes. 
The  balm  of  thy  sighs. 
Still  float  on  the  surface,  and  hallow  my  bowL 
Then  fancy  not,  dearest,  that  wine  can  steal 
One  blissful  dream  of  the  heart  from  me  ; 
Like  founts  that  awaken  the  pilgnm's  zeal, 
The  bowl  but  brightens  my  love  for  thee. 

They  tell  us  that  Love  in  his  fairy  bower 

Had  two  blush-roses,  of  birth  divine ; 
Qe  sprinkled  the  one  with  a  rainbow's  shower. 
But  bath'd  the  other  with  mantling  wine. 
Soon  did  the  buds 
That  drank  of  the  floods 
Distill'd  by  the  rainbow,  decline  and  fade ; 
While  those  which  the  tide 
Of  ruby  had  dy'd 
All  blush'd  into  beauty,  like  thee,  sweet  maid ! 
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Then  fancy  not,  dearest,  that  wine  cim  steal 
One  blissful  dream  of  the  heart  from  me ; 

Like  founts,  that  awaken  the  pilgrim's  zeal, 
The  bowl  bat  brightens  my  love  for  thee. 


AVENGING  AND  BRIGHT. 

Atenoino  and  bright  fall  the  swift  sword  of  Erin* 
On  him  who  the  brave  sons  of  Usna  betray'd  I  — 

For  ev'ry  fond  eye  he  hath  waken*d  a  tear  in, 
A  drop  from  lus  heart-wounds  shall  weep  o'er  her 
blade. 


•  The  words  of  tiiis  song  were  stiggested  by  the  very  ancient 
Irish  story  called  "  Deirdri,  or  the  Lamentable  Fate  of  the  Sons 
of  Usnach,"  which  has  been  translated  literally  from  the  Gaelic,, 
by  Mr.  O'Flanagan  (see  vol.  i.  of  TraauacHons  of  the  GaeUc  So- 
ciety of  DubUn),  and  upon  which  it  appears  that  the  '*  Darthola 
of  Macpherson  "  is  founded.  The  treachery  of  Conor,  King  of  Ul- 
Bter,  in  patting  to  death  the  three  sons  of  Usna,  was  the  cause  of 
a  desolating  war  against  Ulster,  which  terminated  in  the  destruc- 
tion of  Eman.  "  This  story  (says  Mr.  O'Flanagan)  has  been, 
from  time  immemorial,  held  in  high  repute  aa  one  of  the  three 
tragic  stories  of  the  Irish.  These  are,  *  The  death  of  the  children 
of  Touran ;  *  *  The  death  of  the  children  of  Lear,* (both  regarding 
Tuatha  de  Danans);  and  this,  *  The  death  of  the  children  of  Us- 
nach,*  which  is  a  Milesian  story."  It  will  be  recollected,  that  in 
the  Second  Number  of  these  Melodies,  there  is  a  ballad  upon  the 
Bttmr  of  the  children  of  Lear  or  Lir ;  "  Silent,  oh  Moyle !  '*  etc. 

Whatever  may  be  thought  of  those  sanguine  claims  to  anti- 
lenity,  which  Mi*.  O'Flanagan  and  others  advance  for  the  litera- 
ture of  Ireland,  it  would  be  a  lasting  reproach  upon  our  nation- 
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By  the  red  cloud  that  hung  over  Conor's  dark  dwell- 
ing,* 
When  Ulad'st  three  champions  laj  sleeping  in 
gore  — 
Bj  the  billows  of  war,  which  so  often,  high  swelling, 
Have  wafted  these  heroes  to  victor3r's  shore  — 

We  swear  to  revenge  them  I  —  no  joy  shall  be  tasted, 
The  harp  shall  be  silent,  the  maiden  unwed, 

Our  halls  shall  be  mute  and  our  fields  shall  lie  wasted, 
Till  vengeance  is  wreak'd  on  the  murderer's  head. 

Yes,  monarch  1  tho'  sweet  are  our  home  recollections, 
Though  sweet  are  the  tears  that  ftx)m  tenderness 
faU; 
Though  sweet  are  our  friendships,  our  hopes,  our 
affections, 
Bevenge  on  a  tyrant  is  sweetest  of  all  1 


WHAT  THE  BEE  IS  TO  THE  FLOWERET. 

He.  —  What  the  bee  is  to  the  floweret. 
When  he  looks  for  honey-dew, 

ftlity,  it  the  Gaelic  researches  of  this  gentleman  did  not  meet  with 
lU  the  liberal  encouragement  they  so  well  merit 

*  **  Oh  Nasi !  view  that  cload  that  I  here  see  in  the  sky!  I  see 
3¥er  Eman-green  a  chilling  cload  of  blood-tinged  red/*  —  Detr 

t  Ulster. 


Digitized 


by  Google 


IRISn    MELODIES.  97 

Through  the  leaves  that  dose  embower  it> 
That,  my  love,  I'll  be  to  you. 

She.  —  WTiat  the  bank,  with  verdure  glowing, 
Is  to  waves  that  wander  near. 
Whispering  kisses,  while  they're  goings 
That  111  be  to  you,  my  dear. 

She, — But  they  say,  the  bee's  a  rover, 

Who  wiU  fly,  when  sweets  are  gone ; 
And,  when  once  the  kiss  is  over. 
Faithless  brooks  :iviU  wander  on. 

He.  —  Nay,  if  flowers  wiU  lose  their  looks, 
If  sunny  banks  wiU  wear  away, 
'Tis  but  right,  that  bees  and  brooks 

Should  sip  and  kiss  them,  while  they  may. 


LOVE  AND  THE  NOVICE. 

^  Hebe  re  dwell,  in  holiest  bowers, 

^  Where  angels  of  light  o'er  our  orisons  bend ; 
^  Where  sighs  of  devotion  and  breathings  of  flowen 
^  To  heaven  in  mingled  odour  ascend. 
"  Do  not  disturb  our  calm,  oh  Love ! 
"  So  like  is  thy  form  to  the  cherubs  above^ 
"  It  well  might  deceive  such  hearts  as  ours." 
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Love  stood  near  the  Noyioe  and  listened, 

And  Love  is  no  novice  in  taking  a  hint ; 
F*^  laughing  blue  eyes  soon  with  piety  glistened ; 
His  rosy  wing  tum'd  to  heaven's  own  tint. 
"  Who  would  have  thought,"  the  urchin  cries, 
<'  That  Love  could  so  well,  so  gravely  disguise 
His  wandering  wings,  and  wounding  eyes  ?  " 

Love  now  warms  thee,  waking  and  sleeping. 
Young  Novice,  to  him  all  thy  orisons  rise, 
He  tinges  the  heavenly  fount  with  his  weeping. 
He  brightens  the  censer's  flame  with  his  sighs. 
Love  is  the  Saint  eAshrin'd  in  thy  breast, 
And  angels  themselves  would  admit  such  a 
guest. 
If  he  came  to  them  cloth'd  in  Piety's  vest 


THIS    LIFE    IS    ALL    CHEQUER'D    WITH 
PLEASURES    AND    WOES. 

Ti-cs  life  is  all  chequer'd  with  pleasures  and  woes. 

That  chase  one  another  like  waves  of  the  deep,— - 
Each  brightly  or  darkly,  as  onward  it  flows. 

Reflecting  our  eyes,  as  they  sparkle  or  weep. 
So  closely  our  whims  on  our  miseries  tread, 

That  the  laugh  is  awak'd  e'er  the  tear  can  be  dried 
And.  as  fast  as  the  rain-drop  of  Pity  is  shed. 

The  goose-plumage  of  Folly  can  tum  it  aside. 
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But  pledge  me  the  cup  —  if  existence  would  cloy, 
With  hearts  ever  happy,  and  heads  ever  wise, 

Be  ours  the  light  Sorrow,  half-sister  to  Joy, 
And  the  light,  brilliant  Folly  that  flashes  and  dies. 

When  Hylas  was  sent  with  his  urn  to  the  fount. 

Thro*  fields  full  of  light,  and  with  heart  full  of  play, 
Light  rambled  the  boy,  over  meadow  and  mount, 

And  neglected  his  task  for  the  flowers  on  the  way.* 
Thus  many,  like  me,  who  in  youth  should  have 
tasted 

The  fountain  that  runs  by  Philosophy's  shrine. 
Their  time  with  the  flowers  on  the  margin  have 
wasted. 

And  left  their  light  urns  all  as  empty  as  mine. 
But  pledge  me  the  goblet ;  —  while  Idleness  weaves 

These  flowerets  together,  should  Wisdom  but  see 
One  bright  drop  or  two  that  has  fall'n  on  the  leaves 

From  her  fountain  divine,  'tis  sufficient  for  me. 


OH  THE  SHAMROCK. 

Through  Erin's  Isle, 
To  sport  awhile. 
As  Love  and  Valour  wandered, 

•  Proposito  florem  prsetait  officio. 

Fbopbbt.  lib.  L  eleg.  tO. 
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With  Wit,  the  sprite, 
Whose  quiver  bright 
A  thousand  arrows  squandered* 
Where'er  they  pasa^ 
A  triple  grass  * 
Shoots  up,  with  dew-drops  streamings 
As  softly  green 
As  emeralds  seen 
Thro'  purest  crystal  gleaming. 
Oh  the  Shamrock,  the  green,  immortal  Shamrodc 
Chosen  lea^ 
Of  Bard  and  Chief, 
Old  Erin's  native  Shamrock  I 

Says  Valour, "  See, 

"  They  spring  for  me, 
**  Those  leafy  gems  of  morning  I " — 

Says  Love,  "  No,  no, 

"  For  me  they  grow, 
**  My  fragrant  path  adorning." 

But  Wit  perceives 

The  triple  leaves. 
And  cries,  "  Oh  I  do  not  sever 


•  It  is  said  that  St  Patrick,  when  preachliig  the  Trinity  to  the 
Fagan  Irish,  used  to  illastrate  his  subject  by  referonce  to  that 
•peoies  of  trefoil  caUed  in  Ireland  by  the  name  of  the  Sham- 
rock; and  hence,  perhaps,  the  Island  of  Samti  adopted  this  phint 
■s  their  national  emblem.  Hope,  among  the  ancients,  was  scnne- 
times  represented  as  a  beautiful  child,  standing  upon  tip-toee 
ind  a  trefoil  or  three-coloured  grass  in  ber  hand. 
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•*  A  type,  that  blends 

**  Three  godlike  friends, 
«  Love,  Valour,  Wit,  for  ever  I " 
Oh  the  Shamrock,  the  green,  immortal  Shamrock ' 

Chosen  leaf 

OfBard  and  Chief, 
Old  Erin's  native  Shamrock ! 

So  firmlj  fond 

May  last  the  bond, 
They  wove  that  mom  together 

And  ne'er  may  fall 

One  drop  of  gall 
On  Wif  s  celestial  feather. 

May  Love,  as  twine 

His  flowers  divine, 
Of  thorny  falsehood  weed  'em ; 

May  Valour  ne'er 

His  standard  rear     . 
Against  the  cause  of  Freedom ! 
Oh  the  Shamrock,  the  green,  immortal  Shamrock  1 

Chosen  leaf 

Of  Bard  and  Chie^ 
Old  Brin's  native  Shamrock  I 
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AT  THE  MID  HOUB  OF  NIGHT. 

At  the  mid  hour  of  night|  when  stars  are  weepings 

I  fly 
To  the  lone  vale  we  loVd,  when  life  shone  warm  in 
thine  eye ; 
And  I  think  ofl,  if  spirits  can  steal  from  the  re- 
gions of  air, 
To  revisit  past  scenes  of  delight,  thou  wilt  come 
to  me  there, 
And  tell  me  our  love  is  rememher*d,  even  in  the  sky« 

Then  I  sing  the  wild  song  'twas  once  such  pleasure 

to  hearl 
When  our  voices  commingling  hreath'd,  like  one,  on 

the  ear; 
And,  as  Echo  far  off  through  the  vale  my  sad 

orison  rolls, 
I  think,  oh  my  love  I  'tis  thy  voice  from  the  King- 

dom  of  Souls,*  i 

Faintly  answering  still  the  notes  that  once  were  so^ 

dear. 

•  M  There  are  countries,*'  bajb  Montaigne,  **  waere  they  believe 
the  BoiUs  of  the  happy  live  in  all  manner  of  liberty,  in  delightful 
fields;  and  that  it  is  those  souls,  repeating  the  words  we  iitt4^ 
vhich  we  oall  Echo/ 
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ONE  BUMPER  AT  PARTING. 

Okb  bumper  at  parting  I — tho'  many 

Hare  circled  the  board  since  we  mety 
The  fullest,  the  saddest  of  anj 

Remains  to  be  crown'd  by  us  yet 
The  sweetness  that  pleasure  hath  in  it, 

Is  always  so  slow  to  come  forth, 
That  seldom,  alas,  till  the  minute 

It  dies,  do  we  know  half  its  worth. 
But  come,  —  may  our  life's  happy  measure 

Be  all  of  such  moments  made  up ; 
They're  bom  on  the  bosom  of  Pleasure, 

They  die  'midst  the  tears  of  the  cup. 

As  onward  we  journey,  how  pleasant 

To  pause  and  inhabit  awhile 
Those  few  sunny  spots,  like  the  present. 

That  'mid  the  dull  wilderness  smile  I 
But  Time,  like  a  pitiless  master, 

Cries  "  Onward  I "  and  spurs  the  gay  hours  ■ 
Ah,  never  doth  Time  travel  faster. 

Than  when  his  way  lies  among  flowers. 
But  come  —  may  our  life's  happy  measure 

Be  all  of  such  moments  made  up ; 
They're  bom  on  the  bosom  of  Pleasure, 

They  die  'midst  the  tears  of  the  cup. 
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We  saw  how  the  snn  look'd  in  smking^ 

The  waters  beneath  hun  how  bright; 
And  now,  let  our  farewell  of  drinking 

Kesemble  that  farewell  of  light. 
Yon  saw  how  he  finish'd,  by  darting 

His  beam  o'er  a  deep  Inllow's  brim— 
So,  fill  np,  let's  shine  at  our  parting, 

In  fall  liquid  glorj,  like  him. 
And  oh !  may  our  life's  happj  measure 

Of  moments  like  this  be  made  up, 
Twas  bom  on  the  bosom  of  Pleasure, 

It  dies  'mid  the  tears  of  the  cup. 


TIS  THE  LAST  ROSE  OF  SUMMEa 

Tis  the  last  rose  of  summer 

Left  blooming  alone ; 
All  her  lovely  companions 

Are  faded  and  gone ; 
No  flower  of  her  kindred, 

No  rose-bud  is  nigh, 
To  reflect  back  her  blushes. 

Or  give  sigh  for  sigh. 

Ill  not  leave  thee,  thou  lone  one  I 

To  pine  on  the  stem ; 
fiinoe  the  lovely  are  sleeping 

Gro,  sleep  thou  with  them. 
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Thus  kindly  I  scatter 

Thy  leaves  o*er  the  bed, 
Where  thy  mates  of  the  garden 

Lie  scentless  and  dead. 

So  soon  may  1  follow, 

When  friendships  decay. 
And  from  Love's  shining  circle 

The  gems  drop  away. 
When  true  hearts  lie  withered, 

And  fond  ones  are  flown. 
Oh !  who  would  inhabit 

This  bleak  world  alone  ? 


THE  YOUNG  MAY  MOON. 

The  yoimg  May  moon  is  beaming,  love,  » 
The  glow-worm's  lamp  is  gleaming,  love, 

How  sweet  to  rove 

Through  Morna's  grove,* 
When  the  drowsy  world  is  dreaming,  love ! 
Then  awake  I  —  the  heavens  look  bright,  my  dear 
'Tis  never  too  late  for  dehght,  my  dear, 

•  "  Steals  BilenUy  to  Monm's  grove.'*  —  See,  in  Mr.  Bnntiiig*! 
eollection,  a  poem  traDsIated  from  the  Irish,  by  the  late  John 
Brown,  one  of  my  earliest  college  companions  and  friends,  whose 
death  was  as  singalarly  melancholy  and  unfortunate  as  his  lift 
had  been  amiable,  honourable,  and  exemplary. 
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And  the  best  of  all  ways 
To  lengthen  our  days, 
Is  to  steal  a  few  hours  from  the  night,  my  dear  I 

Now  all  the  world  is  sleeping,  love, 

But  the  Sage,  his  star-watch  keeping,  love. 

And  I,  whose  star. 

More  glorious  far. 
Is  the  eye  &om  that  casement  peeping,  love. 
Then  awake  I  —  till  rise  of  sun,  my  dear, 
The  Sage's  glass  we  '11  shun,  my  dear. 

Or,  in  watching  the  flight 

Of  bodies  of  light, 
He  might  happen  to  take  thee  for  one,  my  dear. 


THE  MINSTREL-BOY. 

The  Minstrel-Boy  to  the  war  is  gone. 

In  the  ranks  of  death  you'll  find  him ; 
His  fether's  sword  he  has  girded  on, 

And  his  wild  harp  slung  behind  him. — 
**  Land  of  song  I "  said  the  warrior-bard, 

"Tho*  all  the  world  betrays  thee, 
*^One  sword,  at  least,  thy  rights  shall  guard, 

'^  One  faithful  harp  shall  praise  thee  I " 

The  Minstrel  fell  1  —  but  ihe  foeman's  chain 
Could  not  bring  his  proud  soul  under ; 
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The  harp  he  lov'd  ne'er  spoke  agdi 

For  he  tore  its  chords  asunder ; 
And  said,  '^  No  chains  shall  sullj  thee, 

**  Thou  soul  of  love  and  bravery ! 
**  Thy  songs  were  made  for  the  pure  and  free^ 

^  They  shall  never  sound  in  slavery." 


THE  SONG  OF  O'RUABK, 

PBinOE  OF  BBBFFNI.* 

The  valley  lay  smiling  before  me, 
Where  lately  I  left  her  behind ; 

Yet  I  trembled,  and  something  hung  o'er  me, 
That  saddened  the  joy  of  my  mind. 


•  These  stanzas  are  founded  upon  an  event  of  most  melan- 
eholy  importance  to  Ireland;  if,  as  we  are  told  by  our  Irish  his- 
torians, it  gave  England  the  first  opportunity  of  profiting  by  oui 
divisions  and  subduing  us.  The  following  are  the  circumstances, 
as  related  by  0*Halloran:  ''The  king  of  Leinster  had  long 
conceived  a  violent  affection  for  Dearbhorgil,  daughter  to  the 
king  of  Meath,  and  though  she  had  been  for  some  time  married 
to  O'Buark,  prince  of  Brefifhi,  yet  it  could  not  restrain  his  pas- 
sion. They  carried  on  a  private  correspondence,  and  she  in- 
formed  him  that  O'Ruark  intended  soon  to  go  on  a  pilgrimage 
(an  act  of  piety  firequent  in  those  days),  and  coi\jured  him  to  em- 
brace that  opportunity  of  conveying  her  from  a  husband  she 
detested  to  a  lover  she  adored.  Mac  Murchad  too  punctually 
obeyed  the  summons,  and  had  the  lady  conveyed  to  his  capital 
•i  Ferns."  —  The   monarch  Roderick   fespoused    the  cause  of 
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T  look'd  for  tbe  lamp  which,  she  told  me, 
Should  shine,  when  her  Pilgrim  retum'd ; 

But,  though  darkness  began  to  infold  me, 
No  lamp  from  the  battlements  bum'd ! 

I  flew  to  her  d^amber — 'twas  lonelj, 

As  if  the  lov'd  tenant  lay  dead ;  — 
Ah,  would  it  were  death,  and  death  only ! 

But  no,  the  young  false  one  had  fled. 
And  there  hung  the  lute  that  could  soften 

My  very  worst  pains  into  bliss ; 
While  the  hand,  that  had  wak*d  it  so  often, 

Now  throbb'd  to  a  proud  rival's  kiss. 

There  was  a  time,  falsest  of  women, 

When  Breffni's  good  sword  would  have  sought 
That  man,  thro'  a  million  of  foemen, 

Who  dar^d  but  to  wrong  thee  in  thought! 
While  now  —  oh  degenerate  daughter 

Of  Erin,  how  fall'n  is  thy  fame  ! 
And  thro'  ages  of  bondage  and  slaughter, 

Our  country  shall  bleed  for  thy  shame. 

Already,  the  curse  is  upon  her, 
And  strangers  her  valleys  profane ; 

O  Raark,  while  Mac  Murchad  fled  to  England,  and  obtained  tbt 
ftssistance  of  Henry  H. 

**  Such,"  adds  Giraldus  Camorensis  (as  I  find  him  in  an  old 
translation),  **  is  the  variable  and  fickle  nature  of  woman,  by 
irhom  all  mischief  in  the  world  (for  the  most  part)  do  happen  and 
0ome.  as  may  appear  by  Marcus  Antonius,  and  by  the  destmo 
tion  of  Troy." 
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They  come  to  divide,  to  dishonour, 
And  tyrants  they  long  will  remain. 

But  onward  I  —  the  green  banner  rearing, 
Gro,  flesh  every  sword  to  the  hilt ; 

On  <mr  side  is  Virtue  and  Erin, 
On  theirt  is  the  Saxon  and  Gkiilt 


OH!    HAD  WE  SOME  BRIGHT  LITTLE  ISLE  OF 
OUR  OWN. 

Oh  !  had  we  some  bright  little  isle  of  our  own, 
In  a  blue  summer  ocean,  far  off  and  alone, 
Where  a  leaf  never  dies  in  the  still  blooming  bowers, 
And  the  bee  banquets  on  through  a  whole  year  of 
flowers ; 

Where  the  sun  loves  to  pause 

With  so  fond  a  delay, 
That  the  night  only  draws 
A  thin  veil  o'er  the  day; 
Where  simply  to  feel  that  we  breathe,  that  we  live, 
Is  worth  the  best  joy  that  life  elsewhere  can  give. 

There,  with  souls  ever  ardent  and  pure  as  the  clime, 
We  should  love,  as  they  lov'd  in  the  first  golden 

time ; 
The  glow  of  the  sunshine,  the  balm  of  the  air. 
Would  steal  to  our  hearts,  and  make  all  samme< 

there. 
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With  affection  as  free 

From  decline  as  the  bowen, 
And,  with  hope,  like  the  bee. 
Living  always  on  flowers, 
Our  life  should  resemble  a  long  daj  of  light, 
And  our  death  come  on,  holj  and  calm  as  the  uight 


FABBWELL!  — BUT  WHENEVEB  YOU 
WELCOME  THE  HOUR. 

Farewell  !  —  but  whenever  you  welcome  the  hour 
That  awakens   the   night-song    of  mirth  in   your 

bower, 
Then  think  of  the  friend  who  once  welcom'd  it  too. 
And  forgot  his  own  griefs  to  be  happy  with  you. 
His  griefs  may  return,  not  a  hope  may  remain 
Of  the  few  that  have  brighten'd  his  pathway  of 

pain. 
But  he  ne'er  will  forget  the  short  vision,  that  threw 
Its  enchantment  around  him,  while  ling'ring  with 

you. 

And  still  on  that  evening,  when  pleasure  fills  up 
To  the  highest  top  sparkle  each  heart  and  each  cup. 
Where'er  my  path  lies,  be  it  gloomy  or  bright. 
My  soul,  happy  friends,   shall  be   with  you  thai 
night; 
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Shall  join  in  your  revels,  your  sports,  and  your 

wiles, 
And  return  to  me,  beaming  all  o'er  with  you ' 

smiles  — 
Too  blest,  if  it  teUs  me  that,  'mid  the  gay  cheer 
Some  kind  voice  had  murmured,  "  I  wish  he  were 

here!" 

Let'  Fate  do  her  worst,  there  are  relics  of  joy. 

Bright  dreams  of  the  past,  which  she  cannot  des- 
troy ; 

Which  come  in  the  night-time  of  sorrow  and  care. 

And  bring  back  the  features  that  joy  used  to  wear. 

Long,  long  be  my  heart  with  such  memories  filFd ! 

Like  the  vase,  in  which  roses  have  once  been  di»- 
tiil'd  — 

You  may  break,  you  may  shatter  the  vase,  if  you 
will. 

But  the  scent  of  the  roses  will  hang  round  it  stilL 


OH!   DOUBT  ME  NOT. 

Oh  I  doubt  me  not  —  the  season 

Is  o'er,  when  Folly  made  me  rove, 
And  now  *be  vestal,  Eeason, 

Shall  watch  the  fire  awak'd  by  Love. 
Altho'  this  heart  was  early  blown, 
And  fairest  hands  disturbed  the  ti'ee. 
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Thoy  only  shook  some  blossoms  down, 
Its  &uit  has  all  been  kept  for  thee. 
Then  doubt  me  not  —  the  season 

Is  o'er,  when  Folly  made  me  rore 
And  now  the  vestal,  Reason, 
Shall  watch  the  fire  awak'd  by  Lcpve. 

And  tho'  my  lute  no  longer 

May  sing  of  Passion's  ardent  spell, 
Yet,  trust  me,  all  the  stronger 
I  feel  the  bliss  I  do  not  tell. 
The  bee  through  many  a  garden  roves, 

And  hums  his  lay  of  courtship  o'er, 
But  when  he  finds  the  flower  he  loves, 
He  settles  there,  and  hums  no  more. 
Then  doubt  me  not  —  the  season 

Is  o'er,  when  Folly  kept  me  free. 
And  now  the  vestal,  Reason, 

Shall  guard  the  flame  awak'd  by  thee 


TOU  BBMEMBEB  ELLEN.* 

Yov  remember  Ellen,  our  hamlet's  pride, 
How  meekly  she  blessed  her  humble  lot, 

Wlien  the  stranger,  William,  had  made  her  his  bridei 
And  love  was  the  light  of  their  lowly  cot. 

*  This  ballad  was  suggested  by  a  well-known  and  interesdm 
Itofj  told  of  a  certain  noble  family  in  England. 
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Together  they  toil'd  through  wmds  and  rains, 
Till  William,  at  length,  in  sadness  said, 

''We  must  seek  our  fortune  on  other  plains;**— 
Then,  sighing,  she  left  her  lowlj  shed. 

They  roam'd  a  long  and  a  weary  way. 

Nor  much  was  the  maiden's  heart  at  ease. 
When  now,  at  dose  of  one  stormy  day, 

They  see  a  proud  castle  among  the  trees. 
•* To-night,"  said  the  youth,  "  well  shelter  there ; 

"  The  wind  blows  cold,  the  hour  is  late :" 
So  he  blew  the  horn  with  a  chieftain's  air, 

And  the  Porter  bow'd,  as  they  pass'd  the  gater 

''Now,  welcome.  Lady,"  exclaim'd  the  youth,— 

^  This  castle  is  thine,  and  these  dark  woods  all  I"* 
She  believ'd  him  crazed,  but  his  words  were  truth, 

For  Ellen  is  Lady  of  Rosna  hall ! 
And  dearly  the  Lord  of  Rosna  loves 

What  William  the  stranger  woo'd  and  wed ; 
And  the  light  of  bliss,  in  these  lordly  grovesy 

Shines  pure  as  it  did  in  the  lowly  shed. 


I'D  MOURN  THE  HOPES. 

I'd  mourn  the  hopes  that  leave  me, 
If  thy  smiles  had  left  me  too ; 

I'd  weep  when  friends  deceive  me^ 
If  thou  wert,  like  them,  untrue. 
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But  while  I've  thee  before  me, 

With  heart  so  warm  and  eyes  so  bright, 

No  clouds  can  linger  o'er  me, 
That  smile  turns  them  aU  to  hghU 

Tis  not  in  fate  to  harm  me, 

While  fate  leaves  thy  love  to  me ; 
*Tis  not  in  joy  to  charm  me, 

Unless  joy  be  shared  with  thee. 
One  minute's  dream  about  thee 

Were  worth  a  long,  an  endless  year 
Of  waking  bliss  without  thee, 

My  own  love,  my  only  dear  I 

And  tho'  the  hope  be  gone,  love. 

That  long  sparkled  o'er  our  way, 
Oh  I  we  shall  journey  on,  love, 

More  safely,  without  its  ray. 
Far  better  lights  shall  win  me 

Along  the  path  I've  yet  to  roam:  — 
The  mind  that  bums  within  me, 

And  pure  smiles  from  thee  at  home* 

Thus,  when  the  lamp  that  lighted 

The  traveller  at  first  goes  out, 
He  feels  awhile  benighted. 

And  looks  round  in  fear  and  doubt. 
But  soon,  the  prospect  clearing. 

By  cloudless  starlight  on  he  treads, 
And  thinks  no  lamp  so  cheering 

As  that  light  which  Heaven  sheds. 
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COMB  O'EB  THE   SEA. 


Comb  o'er  the  sea, 

Maiden,  with  me, 
Mine  thro'  sunshine,  storm,  and  snows ; 

Seasons  may  roll. 

But  the  true  soul 
Bums  the  same,  where'er  it  goes. 
Let  fate  frown  on,  so  we  love  and  part  not ; 
'Tis  life  where  ihou  art,  'tis  death  where  thou  art  not 

Then  come  o'er  the  sea, 

Maiden,  with  me. 
Come  wherever  the  wild  wind  blows ; 

Seasons  may  roll. 

But  the  true  soul 
Bums  the  same,  where'er  it  goes. 

Was  not  the  sea 

Made  for  the  Free, 
Land  for  courts  and  chains  alone  ? 

Here  we  are  slaves, 

But,  on  the  waves. 
Love  and  Liberty 's  all  our  own. 
C^o  eye  to  watch,  and  no  tongue  to  wound  us. 
All  earth  forgot,  and  all  heaven  around  us  — 

Then  come  o'er  the  sea, 

Maiden,  with  me, 
Mine  thrc'  sunshine,  storm,  and  snows; 
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Seasons  may  roll, 

But  the  true  soul 

Bums  the  same«  where'er  it  goes. 


HAS  SORROW  THY  YOUNG  DAYS  SHADKB. 

Has  sorrow  thy  young  days  shaded. 

As  clouds  o'er  the  morning  fleet  ? 
Too  fast  have  those  young  days  faded, 

That,  even  in  sorrow,  were  sweet? 
Does  Time  with  his  cold  wing  wither 

Each  feeling  that  once  was  dear  ?  — 
Then,  child  of  misfortune,  come  hither, 

I'll  weep  with  thee,  tear  for  tear. 

Has  love  to  that  soul,  so  tender, 

Been  like  our  Lagenian  mine,* 
Where  sparkles  of  golden  splendour 

All  over  the  surface  shine  — 
But,  if  in  pursuit  we  go  deeper, 

AUur'd  by  the  gleam  that  shone. 
Ah  !  false  as  the  dream  of  the  sleeper, 

Like  Love,  the  bright  ore  is  gone. 

Has  Hope,  like  the  bird  in  the  story,t 
That  flitted  fix)m  tree  to  tree 

*  Onr  Wicklow  Gold  Mines,  to  which  this  verse   alludes 
ieeerre,  I  fear,  but  too  well  the  character  here  givsn  of  them, 
t  ''The  bird,  having  got  its  prize,  settled  not  far  of^  with  th« 
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"With  the  talisman's  glittering  glory  — 
Has  Hope  been  that  bird  to  thee  ? 

On  branch  after  branch  alighting, 
The  gem  did  she  still  display, 

And,  when  nearest  and  most  inviting^ 
Then  waft  the  fair  gem  away  ? 

If  thus  the  young  hours  have  fleeted. 

When  sorrow  itself  looked  bright ; 
If  thus  the  fair  hope  hath  cheated, 

That  led  thee  along  so  light ; 
If  thus  the  cold  world  now  wither 

Each  feeling  that  once  was  dear :  — 
Come,  child  of  misfortune,  come  hither, 

ru  weep  with  thee,  tear  for  tear. 


NO,  NOT  MORE  WELCOME. 

No,  not  more  welcome  the  fairy  numbers 

Of  music  fall  on  the  sleeper's  ear. 
When  half-awaking  from  fearful  slumbers, 

He  trunks  the  full  quire  of  heaven  is  near,  — 
Than  came  that  voice,  when,  all  forsaken, 

This  heart  long  had  sleeping  lain. 
Nor  thought  its  cold  pulse  would  ever  waken 

To  such  benign,  blessed  sounds  again. 

talisman  in  his  month.    The  prince  drew  near  it,  hoping  if 
would  drop  it;  but,  as  he  approached,  the  bird  toolL  wing,  an j 
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Sweet  voice  of  comfort!  'twas  like  tne  stealing 

Of  summer  wind  thro'  some  wreathed  shell — 
Each  secret  winding,  each  inmost  feeling 

Of  all  mj  soul  echoed  to  its  spelL 
Twas  whisper'd  balm — 'twas  sunshine  spd^enl— 

r  d  live  years  of  grief  and  pain 
To  have  my  long  sleep  of  sorrow  broken 

By  such  benign,  blessed  sounds  again. 


WHEN  FIRST  I  MET  THEE. 

When  first  I  met  thee,  warm  and  youngs 

There  shone  such  truth  about  thee. 
And  on  thy  lip  such  promise  hung, 

I  did  not  dare  to  doubt  thee. 
I  saw  thee  change,  yet  still  relied. 
Still  clung  with  hope  the  fonder. 
And  thought,  tho'  ^se  to  all  beside^ 
From  me  thou  couldst  not  wander. 
But  go,  deceiver  I  go. 

The  heart,  whose  hopes  could  make  it 
Trust  one  so  false,  so  lo^. 

Deserves  that  thou  shouldst  break  it 

YHien  every  tongue  thy  follies  nam'd, 

I  fled  the  unwelcome  story ; 
Or  found,  in  ev'n  the  faults  they  blam'd. 

Some  gleams  of  future  glory. 
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/stnl  was  true,  when  nearer  friends 

Conspired  to  wrong,  to  slight  thee ; 
The  heart  that  now  thy  falsehood  rends, 
Would  then  have  bled  to  right  thee. 
But  go,  deceiver !  go,  — 

Some  day,  perhaps,  thoult  waken 
From  pleasure's  dream,  to  know 
The  grief  of  hearts  forsaken. 

Even  now,  tho'  youth  its  bloom  has  shed. 

No  lights  of  age  adorn  thee : 
The  few  who  loVd  thee  once,  have  fled, 

And  they  who  flatter  scorn  thee. 
Thy  midnight  cup  is  pledg'd  to  slaves, 

No  genial  ties  enwreath  it ; 
The  smiling  there,  like  light  on  graves, 
Has  rank  cold  hearts  beneath  it 
Go  —  go  —  tho'  worlds  were  thine, 

I  would  not  now  surrender 
One  taintless  tear  of  mine 
For  all  thy  guilty  splendour! 

And  days  may  come,  thou  false  one  I  yet^ 
When  even  those  ties  shall  sever ; 

When  thou  wilt  call,  with  vain  regret. 
On  her  thou'st  lost  for  ever ; 

On  her  who,  in  thy  fortune's  fiill, 
With  smiles  had  still  received  thee, 
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And  gladly  died  to  prove  thee  idl 
Her  fancj  first  believ'd  thee. 
Go  —  go  —  'tis  vain  to  curse, 

Tis  weakness  to  upbraid  thee ; 
Hate  cannot  wish  thee  worse 
Than  guilt  and  shame  have  made  theft 


WHILE  mSTORT'S  MUSE. 

While  History's  Muse  the  memorial  was  keeping 

Of  all  that  the  dark  hand  of  Destiny  weaves. 
Beside  her  the  Grenius  of  Erin  stood  weeping, 

For  hers  was  the  story  that  blotted  the  leaves. 
But  oh !  how  the  tear  in  her  eyelids  grew  bright^ 
When,  after  whole  pages  of  sorrow  and  shame, 
She  saw  History  write. 
With  a  pencil  of  light 
That  illum'd  the  whole  volume,  her  Wellington's 
name. 

^  Hail,  Star  of  my  Isle  1  **  said  the  Spirit,  all  spark- 
ling [skies  — 
With  beams,  such  as  break  from  her  own  dewy 
**  Thro'  ages  of  sorrow,  deserted  and  darkling, 

*^  I've  watch'd  for  some  glory  like  thine  to  arise. 
'^  For,  tho'  Heroea  I've  number'd,  unblest  was  theif 
lot^ 
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•*  And  unhallow'd  they  sleep  in  the  cross-ways  cf 
Fame;  — 

^  But  oh  I  there  is  not 
"  One  dishonouring  blot 
**0n   the  wreath   that    encircles  my  Wellington's 
name. 

^  Tet  still  the  last  crown  of  thy  t(uls  is  remaining, 
''The  grandest,  the  purest^  ev'n  thou  hast   yet 
known; 
^  Tho*  proud  was  thy  task,  other  nations  unchaining, 
"  Far  prouder  to  heal  the  deep  wounds  of  thy 
own. 
**  At  the  foot  of  that  throne,  for  whose  weal  thou 

hast  stood, 
'•*  Go,  plead  fcM*  the  land  that  first  cradled  thy  fame, 
"  And,  bright  o'er  the  flood 
"  Of  her  tears  and  her  blood, 
*Let  the  rainbow  of  Hope  be  her  Wellington'* 
name  I " 


THE  TIME  I'VE  LOST  IN  WOOING. 

The  time  I've  lost  in  wooing^ 
In  watching  and  pursuing 

The  light,  that  lies 

In  woman's  eyes, 
Has  been  my  heart's  undoing* 
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Tho*  Wisdom  oft  has  sought  rae, 
I  soom'd  the  lore  she  brought  me, 

Mj  only  books 

Were  woman's  looks, 
And  folly's  all  they've  taught  me. 

Her  smile  when  Beauty  granted, 
I  hung  with  gaze  enchanted, 

Like  him  the  Sprite,* 

Whom  maids  by  night 
Oft  meet  in  glen  that's  haunted. 
Like  him,  too.  Beauty  won  me, 
But  while  her  eyes  were  on  me, 

If  once  their  ray 

Was  tum'd  away, 
O I  winds  could  not  outrun  me. 

And  are  those  follies  going  ? 
And  is  my  proud  heart  growing 

Too  cold  or  wise 

For  brilliant  eyes 
Again  to  set  it  glowing  ? 

*  This  alludes  to  a  kind  of  Irish  fairy,  which  is  to  be 
with,  they  say,  in  the  fields  at  dask.  As  long  as  yon  keep  your 
eyes  upon  him,  he  is  fixed,  and  in  your  power;  —  but  the  mo- 
ment you  look  away  (and  he  is  ingenious  in  furnishing  some 
inducement)  he  vanishes.  I  had  thought  that  this  was  the  sprite 
which  we  call  the  Leprechaun;  but  a  high  authority  upon  such 
subjects.  Lady  Morgan,  (in  a  note  upon  her  national  and  inter, 
esting  novel,  O'Donnel,)  has  given  a  very  different  account  of 
Ihat  goblin. 
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No,  Tain,  alas !  th'  endeavour 
From  bonds  so  sweet  to  sever ; 

Poor  TVisdom's  chance 

Against  a  glance 
Is  now  as  weak  as  ever. 


WHERE  IS  THE  SLAVE. 

Oh,  Where's  the  slave  so  lowly, 
Condemn'd  to  chains  unholj, 

Who^  could  he  burst 

His  bonds  at  first, 
"Would  pine  benetith  them  slowly  ? 
What  soul,  whose  wrongs  degrade  it» 
Would  wait  till  time  decay'd  it, 

When  thus  its  wing 

At  once  may  spring 
To  the  throne  of  Him  who  made  it  F 

Farewell,  Erin,  —  farewell,  all, 
Who  live  to  weep  our  fall  I 

Less  dear  the  laurel  growing, 
Alive,  untouched  and  blowing. 

Than  that,  whose  braid 

Is  pluck'd  to  shade 
The  brows  with  victory  glowing. 
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We  tread  the  land  that  bore  oi^ 
Her  green  flag  glitters  o'er  us. 

The  friends  weVe  tried 

Are  by  our  side, 
And  the  foe  we  hate  befere  ns. 

Farewell,  Erin, — farewell,  all, 
Who  live  to  weep  our  faU  I 


COME,  REST  IN  THIS  BOSOM. 

Comb,  rest  in  this  bosom,  my  own  stricken  deer, 
Tho'  the  herd  have  fled  from  thee,  thy  home  is  stiE 

here; 
Here  still  is  the  smile,  that  no  cloud  can  o'ercast, 
And  a  heart  and  a  hand  all  thy  own  to  the  last 

Oh!  what  was  love  made  for,  if 'tis  not  the  same 
Thro' joy  and  thro'  torment,  thro'  glory  and  shame? 
I  know  not,  I  ask  not,  if  guilt 's  in  that  heart, 
I  but  know  that  I  love  thee,  whatever  thou  art 

Thou  hast  call'd  me  thy  Angel  in  moments  of  bliss, 
And  thy  Angel  I'll  be,  'mid  the  horrors  of  this, -^ 
Thro'  the  furnace,  unshnnking,  thy  steps  to  pursue, 
And  shield  theo  and  save  thee,  —  or  perish  there 
tool 
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'TIS  GONE,  AND  FOR  EVER. 

T 18  gone,  and  for  ever,  the  light  we  saw  breaking, 
Like  Heaven's  first  dawn  o'er  the  sleep  of  the 
dead  — 
When  Man,  from  the  slumber  of  ages  awaking, 
Look'd  upward,  and  blessM  the  pure  ra^,  ere  it 
fled. 
*Ti8  gone,  and  the  gleams  it  has  left  of  its  burning 
But  deepen  the  long  night  of  bondage  and  mourning, 
That  deak  o'er  the  kingdoms  of  earth  is  returning, 
And  darkest  of  all,  hapless  Erin,  o'er  the«. 

For  high  was  thy  hope,  when  those  glories  were 
darting  [worid ; 

Around  thee,  thro'  all   the  gross   clouds  of  the 
When  Truth,  from  her  fetters  indignantly  starting. 

At  onoe,  like  a  Sun-burst,  her  banner  unfurl'd.* 
Oh  I  never  shall  earth  see  a  moment  so  splendid! 
Then,  then  — had  one  Hymn  of  Deliverance  blended 
The  tongues  of  all  nations  —  how  sweet  had  ascended 

The  first  note  of  Liberty,  Erin,  from  thee ! 

But,  shame  on  those  tyrants,  who  envied  the  bless- 
ing! 
And  shame  on  the  light  race,  unworthy  its  good, 

•  '*  The  Son-burst  *'  was  the  fancifid  name  given  by  the  mi* 
•lent  Irish  to  the  Royal  Banner. 
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Who,  at  Death's  reeking  altar,  like  furies,  caressing 
The  young  hope  of  Freedom,  baptiz'd  it  in  blood. 
Then  vanish'd  for  ever  that  fair,  sunnj  vision, 
Which,  spite  of  the  slavish,  the  cold  heart's  derision^ 
ShaU  long  be  remember'd,  pure,  bright,  and  elysian, 
As  first  it  arose,  mj  lost  Erini  on  thee. 


I   SAW  FROM  THE  BEACH. 
I  SAW  from  the  beach,  when  the  morning  was  shin* 

A  bark  o'er  the  waters  move  gloriously  on ; 
I  came  when  the  sun  o'er  that  beach  was  declining. 
The  bark  was  still  there,  but  the  waters  were  gone. 

And  such  is  the  fate  of  our  life's  early  promise. 
So  passing  the  spring-tide  of  joy  we  have  known ; 

Each  wave  that  we  danc'd  on  at  morning,  ebbs  from 
us, 
And  leaves  us,  at  eve,  on  the  bleak  shore  alone. 

Ne'er  tell  me  of  glories,  serenely  adoring 

The  close  of  our  day,  the  cahn  eve  of  our  night  ;— 
Give  me  back,  give  me  back  the  wild  freshness  of 
Morning, 
Her  clouds  and  her  tears  are  worth  Evenmg't 
best  light. 
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Dh,  who  would  not  welcome  that  moment's  retuiuing, 
When  passion  first  wak'd  a  new  life  thro'  his 
frame, 
And  his  soul,  like  the  wood,  that  grows  precious  in 
burning,     * 
Gave  out  all  its  sweets  to  love's  exquisite  flame. 


FILL  THE  BUMPEB  FAIR. 

Fill  the  bumper  fair  I 

Every  drop  we  sprinkle 
O'er  the  brow  of  Care 

Smooths  away  a  wrinkle. 
Wit's  electric  flame 

Ne'er  so  swiftly  passes, 
As  when  thro'  the  frame 

It  shoots  from  brimming  glasses. 
Fill  the  bumper  fair ! 

Every  drop  we  sprinkle 
O'er  the  brow  of  Care 

Smooths  away  a  wrinkle. 

Sages  can,  they  say. 

Grasp  the  lightning's  pinionSy 
And  bring  down  its  ray 

From  the  starr'd  dominions:-* 
bo  we,  Sages,  sit. 

And,  mid  bumpers  brightfnin^^ 
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From  the  Heaven  of  Wit 
Draw  down  all  its  lightning 

Would'st  thou  know  what  first 

Made  our  souls  inherit 
This  ennobling  thk^t 

For  wine's  celestial  spirit? 
It  chanc'd  upon  that  day, 

When,  as  bards  inform  us, 
Prometheus  stole  away 

The  living  fires  that  warm  us : 

The  careless  Youth,  when  up 

To  Glory's  fount  aspiring. 
Took  nor  urn  nor  cup 

To  hide  the  pilfer'd  fire  in.  — 
But  oh  his  joy,  when,  round 

The  halls  of  Heaven  spying, 
Among  the  stars  he  found 

A  bowl  of  Bacchus  lying  I 

Some  drops  were  in  that  bowl. 

Remains  of  last  night's  pleasuroi 
With  which  the  Sparks  of  Soul 

Mix'd  their  burning  treasure. 
Hence  the  goblef  s  shower 

Bsih  such  spells  to  win  us , 
Hence  its  mighty  power 

O'er  that  Flame  within  us. 
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Fill  the  bumper  feir  I 

Every  drop  we  sprinkle 
O'er  the  brow  of  Care 

Smooths  away  a  wrinkle* 


DEAR  HARP  OF  MY  COUNTRY. 

Dear  Harp  of  my  Country !   in  darkness  I  found 

thee, 

The  cold  chain  of  silence  had  hung  o'er  thee 

long,*  [thee, 

When  proudly,  my  own  Island  Harp,  I  unbound 

And  gave  all  thy  chords  to  light,  freedom,  and 

song! 

The  warm  lay  of  love  and  the  light  note  of  gladness 

Have  waken'd  thy  fondest,  thy  liveliest  thrill ; 
But,  so  oft  hast  thou  echo'd  the  deep  sigh  of  sad- 
ness, [still. 
That  eVn  in  thy  mirth  it  will  steal  from  thee 

•  In  that  rebellions  but  beautiftil  song,  "  When  Eiin^fint  rose,** 
ttiere  is,  if  I  recollect  right,  the  following  line:  — 

"  The  dark  chain  of  Silence  was  thrown  o'er  the  deep." 

The  chain  of  Silence  was  a  sort  of  practical  fignre  of  rhetoric 
among  the  ancient  Irish.  Walker  tells  as  of  **  a  celebrated  con- 
tention for  precedence  between  Finn  and  Craul,  near  Finn's 
oalace  at  Almhaim,  where  the  attending  Bards,  anxious,  if  pos 
Bible,  to  produce  a  cessation  of  hostilities,  shook  the  chain  of 
Silence,  and  flung  themselves  among  the  ranks."  See  also  thjB 
Ode  to  Gaul,  the  Son  of  Momi,  in  Miss  Brooke's  Eelique*  qf  Irtik 
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Dear  Harp  of  mj  country !  farewell  to  thj  nam* 
bers, 
This  sweet  wreath  of  song  is  the  last  we  shall 
twine  I 
GrOy  sleep  with  the  sunshine  of  Fame  on  thj  slum- 
bers, 
Till  touch'd  bj  some  hand  less  unworthj  than 
mine; 
If  the  pulse  of  the  patriot,  soldier,  or  lover, 

Have  throbb'd  at  our  lay,  'tis  thy  glory  alone  ; 
[  was  but  as  the  wind,  passing  heedlessly  over, 
And  all  the  wild  sweetness  I  wak'd  was  thy  own. 


MY  GENTLE  HARP. 

My  gentle  Harp,  once  more  I  waken 

The  sweetness  of  thy  slumbering  strain ; 
In  tears  our  last  farewell  was  taken, 

And  now  in  tears  we  meet  again. 
No  light  of  joy  hath  o'er  thee  broken, 

But,  like  those  Harps  whose  heaVnly  skill 
Of  slavery,  dark  as  thine,  hath  spoken. 

Thou  hang'st  upon  the  willows  stilL 

And  yet,  since  last  thy  chord  resounded, 
An  hour  of  peace  and  triumph  came, 

And  many  an  ardent  bosom  bounded 

With  hopes  —  tliat  now  are  tum'd  to  shame. 
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Yet  even  then,  while  Peace  was  singing 
Her  halcyon  song  o'er  land  and  sea, 

Tho'  joy  and  hope  to  others  bringing. 
She  only  brought  new  tears  to  thee. 

Then,  who  can  ask  for  notes  of  pleasure. 

My  drooping  Harp,  from  chords  like  thine  ? 
Alas,  the  lark's  gay  morning  measure 

As  ill  would  suit  the  swan's  decline  ! 
Or  how  shall  I,  who  love,  who  bless  thee. 

Invoke  thy  breath  for  Freedom's  strains, 
When  ev'n  the  wreaths  in  which  I  dress  thee, 

Are  sadly  mix'd  —  half  flow'rs,  half  chams  ? 

But  come  —  if  yet  thy  frame  can  borrow 

One  breath  of  joy,  oh,  breathe  for  me. 
And  show  the  world,  in  chains  and  sorrow,  ' 

How  sweet  thy  music  still  can  be ; 
How  gaily,  ev'n  mid  gloom  surrounding, 

Thou  yet  canst  wake  at  pleasure's  thrill  — 
Like  Memnon's  broken  image  sounding, 

*Mid  desolation  tuneful  still  I  * 

•  Dimidio  magica  resonant  obi  Memnone  chorda.  —  Jwmual 
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IN  THB  MOBNINO  OF  LIFE. 

br  the  morning  of  life,  when  its  cares  are  unknown. 

And  its  pleasures  in  all  their  new  lustre  begin, 
When  we  live  in  a  bright-beaming  world  of  our  own, 

And  the  light  that  surrounds  us  is  all  from  within ; 
Oh  't  is  not,  believe  me,  in  that  happj  time 

We  can  love,  as  in  hours  of  less  transport  we 
may;  — 
Of  our  smiles,  of  our  hopes,  *t  is  the  gay  sunny  prime. 

But  affection  is  truest  when  these  fade  away. 

When  we  see  the  first  glory  of  youth  pass  us  by, 

Like  a  leaf  on  the  stream  that  will  never  return ; 
When  our  cup,  which  had  sparkled  with  pleasure  so 
high. 

First  tastes  of  the  other^  the  dark-flowing  urn ; 
Then,  then  is  the  time  when  affection  holds  sway 

With  a  depth  and  a  tenderness  joy  never  knew ; 
Love,  nursed  among  pleasures,  is  faithless  as  they, 

But  the  love  bom  of  Sorrow,  like  Sorrow,  is  true. 

[n  climes  full  of  sunshine,  though  splendid  the  flowers, 
Their  sighs  have  no  freshness,  their  odour  no 
worth; 

*Tis  the  cloud  and  the  mist  of  our  own  Isle  of  showery 
That  call  the  rich  spirit  of  fragrancy  fortii. 
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So  it  is  not  'mid  splendour,  prosperity,  mirth, 
That  the  depth  of  Love's  generous  spirit  appears ; 

To  the  sunshine  of  smiles  it  may  first  owe  its  birth, 
But  the  soul  of  its  sweetness  is  drawn  out  bj  tears. 


AS  SLOW  OUB  SHIP. 

As  slow  our  ship  her  foamy  track 

Against  the  wind  was  cleaving, 
Her  trembling  pennant  still  look'd  back 

To  that  dear  isle  't  was  leaving. 
So  loath  we  part  from  all  we  love, 

From  all  the  links  that  bind  us ; 
So  turn  our  hearts  as  on  we  rove, 

To  those  we  've  left  behind  us. 

When,  round  the  bowl,  of  vanished  years 

We  talk,  with  joyous  seeming,  — 
With  smiles  that  might  as  well  be  tears^ 

So  faint,  so  sad  their  beaming ; 
While  mem'ry  brings  us  back  again 

Each  early  tie  that  twined  us. 
Oh,  sweet's  the  cup  that  circles  then 

To  those  we  Ve  left  behind  us. 

And  when,  in  other  climes,  we  meet 
Some  isle,  or  vale  enchanting. 

Where  all  looks  flow'ry,  wild,  and  sweety 
And  nought  but  love  is  wanting ; 
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We  think  how  great  had  been  our  bliga» 
If  Heav'n  had  but  assigned  us 

To  live  and  die  in  scenes  like  this, 
With  some  we've  left  behind  us  I 

As  travllers  oft  look  back  at  eve, 

When  eastward  darkly  going, 
To  gaze  upon  that  light  they  leave 

Still  faint  behind  them  glowing, — 
So,  when  the  close  of  pleasure's  day 

To  gloom  hath  near  consigned  us. 
We  turn  to  catch  one  fading  ray 

Of  joy  that's  left  behind  us. 


WHEN  COLD  IN  THE  EARTH. 

When  cold  in  the  earth  lies  the  friend  thou  hast 
loved, 

Be  his  faults  and  his  follies  forgot  by  thee  then ; 
Or,  if  from  their  slumber  the  veil  be  removed. 

Weep  o'er  them  in  silence,  and  close  it  again. 
And  oh!  if  'tis  pain  to  remember  how  far 

From  the  pathways  of  light  he  was  tempted  to 
roam. 
Be  it  bhss  to  remember  that  thou  wert  the  star 

That  arose  on  his  darkness,  and  guided  him  home. 

From  thee  and  thy  innocent  beauty  lirst  came 
The  revealings,  that  taught  him  true  love  to  adore 
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To  feel  the  bright  presence,  and  turn  him  with  shame 
From  the  idols  he  blindly  had  knelt  to  before. 

O'er  the  waves  of  a  life,  long  benighted  and  wild, 
Thou  camest,  like  a  soft  golden  calm  o*er  the  sea 

And  if  happiness  purely  and  glowingly  smiled 
On  his  eVning  horizon,  the  light  was  from  thee. 

And  tho',  sometimes,  the  shades  of  past  folly  might 
rise. 

And  tho'  falsehood  again  would  allure  him  to  stray, 
He  but  tum'd  to  i)ie  glory  that  dwelt  in  those  eyes, 

And  the  folly,  the  falsehood,  soon  vanished  away. 
As  the  Priests  of  the  Sun,  when  their  altar  grew  dim, 

At  the  day-beam  alone  could  its  lustre  repair. 
So,  if  virtue  a  moment  grew  languid  in  him. 

He  but  flew  to  that  smile  and  rekindled  it  there. 


REMEMBER  THEE. 

Remembeb  thee  ?  yes,  while  there's  life  in  this  hearty 
It  shall  never  forget  thee,  all  lorn  as  thou  art ; 
More  dear  in  thy  sorrow,  thy  gloom,  and  thy  showers. 
Than  the  rest  of  the  world  in  their  sunniest  hours. 

Wert  thou  all  that  I  wish  thee,  great,  glorious,  and 

free. 
First  flower  of  the  earth,  and  first  gem  of  the  sea, 
I  might  hail  thee  with  prouder,  with  happier  brow, 
But  oh !  could  I  love  thee  more  deeply  than  now  ? 
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No,  thj  chains  as    thej  rankle,  ihj  blood  as  it 

runs, 
But  make  thee  more  painfully  dear  to  thj  sons  — 
Whose  hearts,  like  the  young  of  the  desert-bird's 

nest, 
Drink  love  in  each  life-drop  that  flows  from  thy 

breast 


WREATH  THB  ^OWL. 

Wreath  the  bowl 
With  flowers  of  soul, 

The  brightest  Wit  can  find  ns ; 
We'll  take  a  flight 
Towards  heaven  to-night, 

And  leave  dull  earth  behind  us. 
Should  Love  amid 
The  wreaths  be  hid, 

That  Joy  th'  enchanter,  brings  us. 
No  danger  fear. 
While  wine  is  near, 

We'll  drown  him  if  he  stings  us* 
Then,  wreath  the  bowl 
With  flowers  of  soul. 

The  brightest  Wit  can  find  us ; 
We'll  take  a  flight 
Tow'rds  heaven  to-night, 

And  leave  dull  earth  behind  us* 
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Twas  nectar  fed 

Of  dd,  His  said, 
Their  Junos,  Joves,  Apollos ; 

And  man  may  brew 

His  nectar  too, 
T^  rich  receipt's  as  follows: 

Take  wine  like  this, 

Let  looks  of  bliss 
Around  it  well  be  blended, 

Then  bring  Witfs  beam 

To  warm  the  stream, 
And  there's  your  nectar,  splendid  I 

So  wreath  the  bowl 

With  flowers  of  soul. 
The  brightest  Wit  can  find  us ; 

We'll  take  a  flight 

Tow'rds  heaven  to-night, 
And  leave  dull  earth  behind  us. 

Say,  why  did  Time 

His  glass  sublime 
Fill  up  with  sands  unsightly^ 

When  wine,  he  knew, 

Buns  brisker  through, 
And  sparkles  far  more  brightly  P 

Oh,  lend  it  us, 

And,  smiling  thus, 
The  glass  in  two  we'll  sever, 

Make  pleasure  glide 

In  double  tide, 
And  fill  both  ends  for  ever  1 
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Then  wreath  the  bowl 
With  flowers  of  soul 

The  brightest  Wit  can  find  us ; 
We '11  take  a  flight 
Tow'rds  heaven  to-night, 

And  leave  dull  earth  behind  us. 


WHENE'EB  I  SEE  THOSE  SMILING  ETEa 

Whene'er  I  see  those  smiling  ejes, 

So  full  of  hope,  and  joy,  and  light, 
As  if  no  cloud  could  ever  rise, 

To  dim  a  heav'n  so  purely  bright  — 
I  sigh  to  think  how  soon  that  brow 

In  grief  may  lose  its  every  ray, 
And  that  light  heart,  so  joyous  now, 

Almost  forget  it  once  was  gay. 

For  time  will  come  with  all  its  blights. 
The  ruined  hope,  the  friend  unkind, 

And  love,  that  leaves,  where'er  it  lights, 
A  chiU'd  or  burning  heart  behind :  — 

While  youth,  that  now  like  snow  appears, 
Ere  sullied  by  the  darkening  rain. 

When  once  'tis  touch'd  by  sorrow's  tears 
Can  never  shine  so  bright  again. 
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IP  THOU'LT  BE  MINB 


If  thou  It  be  miney  the  treasures  of  fdr, 
Of  earth,  and  sea,  shall  lie  at  thy  feet ; 

Whatever  in  Fancy's  eye  looks  fair, 

Or  in  Hope's  sweet  music  sounds  mo9t  sweet, 
Shall  be  ours  —  if  thou  wilt  be  mine,  love  I 

Bright  flowers  shall  bloom  wherever  we  rove, 
A  voice  divine  shall  talk  in  each  stream ; 

The  stars  shall  look  like  worlds  of  love. 
And  this  earth  be  all  one  beautiful  dream 
In  our  eyes  —  if  thou  wilt  be  mine,  love ! 

And  thoughts,  whose  source  is  hidden  and  high. 
Like  streams,  that  come  from  heaven-ward  hills 

Shall  keep  our  hearts,  like  meads,  that  lie 
To  be  bathed  by  those  eternal  rills. 
Ever  green,  if  thou  wilt  be  mine,  love  I 

All  this  and  more  the  Spirit  of  Love 

Can  breathe  o'er  them,  who  feel  his  spells ; 

rhat  heaven,  which  forms  his  home  above. 
He  can  make  on  earth,  wherever  he  dwells, 
As  thou  It  own,  —  if  thou  wilt  be  mine,  love  t 
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TO  LADIES'  EYES. 

To  Ladies*  eyes  around,  boy, 

We  can't  refuse,  we  can't  refbse, 
Tho'  bright  eyes  so  abound,  boy, 

'T  is  hard  to  choose,  't  is  hard  to  choose. 
For  thick  as  stars  that  lighten 

Yon  airy  bow'rs,  yon  airy  bow*r8. 
The  countless  eyes  that  brighten 

This  earth  of  ours,  this  earth  of  ours. 
But  fill  the  cup  —  where'er,  boy. 

Our  choice  may  fall,  our  choice  may  fiill. 
We  're  sure  to  find  Love  there,  boy. 

So  drink  them  all !  so  drink  them  all  I 

Some  looks  there  are  so  holy, 

They  seem  but  giv'n,  they  seem  but  giv^iif 
As  shining  beacons,  solely. 

To  light  to  heav'n,  to  light  to  heav'n. 
While  some  —  oh !  ne'er  believe  them  — 

With  tempting  ray,  with  tempting  ray. 
Would  lead  us  (God  forgive  them !) 

The  other  way,  the  other  way. 
But  fill  the  cup  —  where'er,  boy, 

Our  choice  may  fall,  our  choice  may  fsM^ 
We  're  sure  to  find  Love  there,  boy. 

So  drink  them  all !  so  drink  them  all ! 
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In  some,  as  in  a  mirror, 

Love  seems  pwtray'd,  Love  seems  portniy*d. 
But  shun  the  flattering  error, 

Tis  but  his  shade,  'tis  but  his  shade. 
Himself  has  fix'd  his  dwelling 

In  eyes  we  know,  in  ^jes  we  know, 
And  lips — but  this  is  telling — 

So  here  thej  go  I  so  here  they  go  I 
Fill  up,  fill  up  —  where'er,  boy, 

Our  choice  may  fall,  our  choice  may  fall. 
We're  sure  to  find  Love  there,  boy, 

So  drink  them  all  I  so  drink  them  all  I 


FORGET  NOT  THE  FIELD. 

Forget  not  the  field  where  they  perish'd. 

The  truest,  the  last  of  the  brave. 
All  gone  —  and  the  bright  hope  we  cherish'd 

Gone  with  them,  and  quench'd  in  Iheir  grave ! 

Oh !  coold  we  fit>m  death  but  recover 
Those  hearts  as  they  bounded  bef(Mre, 

In  the  feoe  of  high  heav'n  to  fight  over 
That  combat  for  freedom  once  more  ;— 

Could  the  chain  for  an  instant  be  riven 
Which  Tyranny  flung  round  us  th^ 
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Noy  His  not  in  Man,  nor  in  Heaven, 
To  let  Tyranny  bind  it  again  I 

But  'tis  p^  —  and,  tho*  blazon'd  in  story 

The  name  of  our  Victor  may  be, 
Accurst  is  the  march  of  that  glory 

Which  treads  o'er  the  hearts  of  the  free 
Far  dearer  the  grave  or  the  prison, 

niumcd  by  one  patriot  name, 
Than  the  trophies  of  all,  who  have  risen 

On  Liberty's  ruins  to  fame. 


THEY  MAT  RAIL  AT  TfflS  LIFE. 

They  may  rail  at  this  life  —  from  the  hour  I  b^;aii 
it, 

I  found  it  a  life  full  of  kindness  and  bliss ; 
And,  until  they  can  show  me  some  happier  planet, 

More  social  and  bright,  111  content  me  with  this. 
As  long  as  the  world  has  such  lips  and  such  eyes, 

As  before  me  this  moment  enraptured  I  see. 
They  may  say  what  they  will  of  their  orbs  in  the 
skies, 

But  this  earth  is  the  planet  for  you,  love,  and  me. 

In  Mercury's  star,  where  each  moment  can  bring 
them 
New  sunshine  and  wit  from  the  fountain  on  high, 
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TLo*  the  nymphs  may  have  livelier  poets  to  sing 
them,* 

They've  none,  even  there,  more  enamour'd  than  L 
And,  as  long  as  this  harp  can  be  waken'd  to  love, 

And  that  eye  its  divine  inspiration  shall  be, 
They  may  talk  as  they  will  of  their  Edens  above. 

But  this  earth  is  the  planet  for  you,  love,  and  me. 

In  that  star  of  the  west,  by  whose  shadowy  splendour, 

At  twilight  so  often  we've  roam'd  through  the  dew, 
There  are  maidens,  perhaps,  who  have  bosoms  as 
tender. 

And  look,  in  their  twilights,  as  lovely  as  you.f 
But  tho'  they  were  even  more  bright  than  the  queen 

Of  that  isle  they  inhabit  in  heaven's  blue  sea. 
As  I  never  those  fair  young  celestials  have  seen. 

Why  —  this  earth  is  the  planet  for  you,  love,  and 
me. 

As  for  those  chilly  orbs  on  the  verge  of  creation. 
Where  sunshine  and  smiles  must  be  equally  rare, 

Did  they  want  a  supply  of  cold  hearts  for  that  station, 
Heav'n  knows  we  have  plenty  on  earth  we  could 
spare. 

•  Tons  les  habitans  de  Meronre  sont  vifs.  —  PhuraMU  da 
ilmdes. 

1  La  Terre  pourra  dtre  poor  V^nus  P^toile  da  berger  et  la 
tidre  do8  amours,  comme  V^nns  Vest  ponr  nous.  — PhraUU  det 
Mondei, 
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Oh  1  think  what  a  world  we  should  have  of  it  here. 
If  the  haters  of  peace,  of  affection,  and  glee. 

Were  to  flj  up  to  Saturn's  comfortless  sphere, 
And  leave  earth  to  such  spirits  as  jou,  love,  aaH 
me. 


OH  FOR  THE  SWORDS  OF  FORMER  TIMBI 

Oh  for  the  swords  of  former  time ! 

Oh  for  the  men  who  bore  them, 
When  arm'd  for  Right,  they  stood  sublime, 

And  tyrants  crouch'd  before  them : 
When  free  yet,  ere  courts  began 

With  honours  to  enslave  him, 
The  best  honours  worn  by  Man 

Were  those  which  Virtue  gave  him. 
Oh  for  the  swords,  etc  etc 

Oh  for  the  Eangs  who  flourish'd  then  I 

Oh  for  the  pomp  that  crown'd  them. 
When  hearts  and  hands  of  freebom  men 

Were  all  the  ramparts  round  them. 
When,  safe  built  on  bosoms  true. 

The  throne  was  but  the  centre, 
Bound  which  Love  a  circle  drew, 

That  Treason  durst  not  enter. 
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Oh  for  the  Kings  who  flourisu'd  then  I 
Oh  for  the  pomp  that  crown'd  them, 

When  hearts  and  hands  of  freebom  mea 
Were  all  the  ramparts  round  them  I 


ST.  SENANUS  AND  THE  LADT. 

ST.    SENANUS.* 

**  Oh  !  haste  and  leave  this  sacred  isle, 
**  Unholy  bark,  ere  morning  smile ; 
"  For  on  thy  deck,  though  dark  it  be, 

^  A  female  form  I  see ; 
^  And  I  have  sworn  this  sainted  sod 
"  Shall  ne'er  by  woman's  feet  be  trod." 

*  In  a  metrical  life  of  St  Senanua,  which  is  taken  from  an  old 
Kilkenny  MS.,  and  may  be  found  among  the  Acta  Sanctorum 
Bibemkdf  we  are  told  of  his  flight  to  the  island  of  Scattery,  and 
his  resolution  not  to  admit  any  woman  of  the  party;  he  refiised 
to  receiye  even  a  sister  saint,  St  Cannera,  whom  an  angel  had 
taken  to  the  island  for  the  express  purpose  of  introducing  her  to 
him.  The  following  was  the  ungracious  answer  of  Senanus, 
fccording  to  his  poetical  biographer: — 

Qui  PrcBsul,  quidjceminis 
Commtme  est  cum  monachU  f 
Nee  te  nee  uUam  aUam 
Admittemua  m  iwulam. 
See  the  Ada  Sanct.  Bib.,  page  610. 

According  to  Dr.  Ledwich,  St  Senanus  was  no  lees  a  parnii- 
■ge  than  the  river  Shannon;  but  O'Connor  and  other  antiqua- 
rians deny  the  metamorphose  mdignantly. 
10 
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THE  LADT. 


^  Ob  I  Father,  send  not  hence  my  bark, 
**  Through  wintry  winds  and  billows  dark' 
^  I  come  with  humble  heart  to  share 
"  Thy  mom  and  evening  prayer ; 
<*  Nor  mine  the  feet,  oh  1  holy  Saint, 
•*  The  brightness  of  thy  sod  to  taint.** 

The  Lady's  prayer  Senanus  spurn'd ; 
The  winds  blew  fresh,  the  bark  retum'd ; 
But  legends  hint,  that  had  the  maid 

Till  morning's  light  dela/d, 
And  given  the  saint  one  rosy  smile, 

She  ne'er  had  lefb  his  lonely  isle. 


NE'ER  ASK  THE  HOUB. 

Ne'eb  ask  the  hour  —  what  is  it  to  us 

How  Time  deals  out  his  treasures  ? 
The  golden  moments  lent  us  thus. 

Are  not  his  coin,  but  Pleasure's. 
If  counting  them  o'er  could  add  to  their  blisse^ 

I'd  number  each  glorious  second: 
But  moments  of  joy  are,  like  Lesbia's  kisses^ 

Too  quick  and  too  sweet  to  be  reckon'd. 
Then  fill  the  cup  —  what  is  it  to  us 

How  time  his  circle  measures? 
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The  fairy  Lours  we  call  up  thus, 
Obey  no  wand  but  Pleasure's. 

Young  Joy  ne'er  thought  of  counting  hours. 

Till  Care,  one  summer's  morning. 
Set  up,  among  his  smiling  flowers, 

A  dial,  by  way  of  warning. 
But  Joy  loved  better  to  gaze  on  the  sun, 

As  long  as  its  light  was  glowing, 
Than  to  watch  with  old  Care  how  the  shadow 
stole  on. 

And  how  fast  that  light  was  going. 
So  fill  the  cup  —  what  is  it  to  us 

How  Time  his  circle  measures  ? 
The  fairy  hours  we  call  up  thus. 

Obey  no  wand  but  Pleasure's. 


SAIL  ON,  SAIL  ON. 

Sail  on,  sail  on,  thou  fearless  bark  — 

Wherever  blows  the  welcome  wind, 
It  cannot  lead  to  scenes  more  dark, 

More  sad  than  those  we  leave  behind* 
Each  wave  that  passes  seems  to  say, 

"  Though  death  beneath  our  smile  may  be, 
•*  Less  cola  we  are,  less  false  than  they, 

**  Whose  smiling  wreck'd  thy  hopes  and  thee.^ 
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Sail  on,  sail  on,  —  through  endless  space  — 

Through  calm  —  through  tempest  —  stop  no  more 
The  stormiest  sea's  a  resting-place 

To  him  who  leaves  such  hearts  on  shore. 
Or  —  if  some  desert  land  we  meet, 

Where  never  yet  false-hearted  men 
Profaned  a  world,  that  else  were  sweet,  — • 

Then  rest  thee,  hark,  but  not  tiU  then. 


THE  PARALLEL. 

Tbs,  sad  one  of  Sion,*  if  closely  resembling, 
In  shame  and  in  sorrow,  thy  wither'd-up  heart— 

If  drinking  deep,  deep,  of  the  same  "  cup  of  trern- 
bUng" 
Could  make  us  thy  children,  our  parent  thou  art. 

Like  thee  doth  our  nation  lie  conquer'd  and  broken, 
And  fall'n  from  her  head  is  the  once  royal  crown , 

In  her  streets,  in  her  halls,  Desolation  hath  spoken, 
And  ''  while  it  is  day  yet,  her  sun  hath  gone 
down."t 

Like  thine  doth  her  exile,  'mid  dreams  of  retumkig^ 
Die  far  from  the  home  it  were  life  to  behold ; 

•  These  verses  were  written  after  the  perusal  of  a  treatise  by 
Ifr.  Hamilton,  professing  to  prove  that  the  Irish  were  originally 
Jews. 

'  '  Her  sun  is  gone  down  while  it  was  vet  dav.**  '"Mr.  zv.  f 
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{jike  thine  do  her  sons,  in  the  day  of  thoir  mouruii^ 
Bemember  the  bright  things  that  bless'd  them  of 
old. 

Ah,  weU  may  we  eall  her,  like  thee,  ^  the  For- 
saken," ♦ 
Her  boldest  are  vanqnish'd,  her  proudest  are 
slaves ; 
And  the  harps  of  her  minstrels,  when  gayest  they 
waken. 
Have  tones  'mid  their  mirth  like  the  wind  oyer 
graves! 

Yet  hadst  thou  thy  vengeance — yet  oame  th^e  the 
morrow. 
That  shines  out,  at  last,  on  the  longest  dark  night. 
When  the  sceptre,  that  smote  thee  with  slavery  and 
sorrow. 
Was  shiver'd  at  once,  like  a  reed,  in  thy  sight 

When  that  cup,  which  for  others  the  proud  Golden 
Cityt 
Had  brimm'd  full  of  bitterness,  drench'd  her  own 
lips; 
And  the  world  she  had  trampled  on  heard,  without 
pity. 
The  howl  in  her  halls,  and  the  cry  from  her  ships. 

*  **  Thoa  shalt  no  more  be  termed  Forsaken."  ~  Itaian  Ixil.  i 

♦  "  How  hath  the  oppressor  ceased  I  tl  e  golden  city  ceased  !'* 
>.   Jioiah  xiy.  4. 
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WTien  the  curse  Heaven  keeps  for  the  haughty  came 
over 

Her  merchants  rapacious,  her  rulers  unjust, 
And,  a  rum,  at  last,  for  the  earthworm  to  cover,* 

The  Ladj  of  Emgdoms  f  lay  low  in  the  dust 


DRINK  OF  THIS  CUP. 

Drink  of  this  cup  ; — you  11  find  there's  a  spell  in 

Its  every  drop  'gainst  the  ills  of  mortality ; 
Talk  of  the  cordial  that  sparkled  for  Helen ! 

Her  cup  was  a  fiction,  but  this  is  reality. 
Would  you  forget  the  dark  world  we  are  in. 

Just  taste  of  the  bubble  that  gleams  on  the  top  of 
it; 
But  would  you  rise  above  earth,  till  akin 

To  Immortals  themselves,  you  must  drain  every 
drop  of  it ; 
Send  round  the  cup  —  for  oh  there's  a  spell  in 

Its  every  drop  'gainst  the  ills  of  mortality ; 
Talk  of  the  cordial  that  sparkled  for  Helen  I 

Her  cup  was  a  fiction,  but  this  is  reality. 

Never  was  philter  form'd  with  such  power 

To  charm  and  bewilder  as  this  we  are  quaffing ; 

•  ^  Thy  pomp  is  brought  down  to  the  grave and  tha 

worms  cover  thee."  —  laaiah  xiv.  11. 
t  **  ThoQ  Shalt  no  more  be  called  the  Lady  of  Emgdomt. 
xlvii.  6. 
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tts  magic  began  when,  in  Autumn's  rich  hour, 

A  harvest  of  gold  in  the  fields  it  stood  laughing, 
rhere  having,  bj  Nature's  enchantment,  been  fill'd 

With  the  balm  and  the  bloom  of  her  kindliest 
weather. 
This  wonderfiil  juice  from  its  core  was  disdll'd 

To  enliven  such  hearts  as  are  here  brought  to- 
gether. 
Then  drink  of  the  cup  —  you  11  find  there  *s  a  spell  in 

Its  every  drop  'gainst  the  ills  of  mortality;. 
Talk  of  the  cordial  that  sparkled  for  Helen  I 

Her  cup  was  a  fiction,  but  this  is  reality. 

And  though,  perhaps  —  but  breathe  it  to  no  one  — 

Like  liquor  the  witch  brews  at  midnight  so  awfiiL 
This  philter  in  secret  was  first  taught  to  flow  on. 

Yet  *tisn't  less  potent  for  being  unlawful. 
And,  ev'n  though  it  taste  of  the  smoke  of  that  flame. 

Which  in  silence  extracted  its  virtue  forbidden  — 
Fill  up  —  there's  a  fire  in  some  hearts  I  could  name. 

Which  may  work  too  its  charm,  though  as  lawless 
and  hidden. 
So  drink  of  the  cup  —  for  oh  there 's  a  spell  in 

Its  every  drop  'gainst  the  ills  of  mortality ; 
Talk  of  the  cordial  that  sparkled  for  Helen  I 

Her  cup  was  a  fiction,  but  this  is  reality. 
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THE  FOBTTJNB-TELLEB. 

Down  in  the  vallej  come  meet  me  to-nigbt^ 
And  1 11  tell  you  your  fbrtune  truly 

As  ever  'twas  told,  by  the  new-moon's  light, 
To  a  young  maiden,  shining  as  newly. 

Bui,  for  the  world,  let  no  one  be  nigh, 
Lest  haply  the  stars  should  deceive  me ; 

Such  secrets  between  you  and  me  and  the  d^ 
Should  never  go  ftirther,  believe  me. 

If  at  that  hour  the  heav'ns  be  not  dim. 
My  science  shall  call  up  before  you 

A  male  apparition,  —  the  image  of  him 
Whose  destiny  'tis  to  adore  you. 

And  if  to  that  phantom  you'll  be  kind. 
So  fondly  around  you  hell  hover,  * 

You  '11  hardly,  my  dear,  anv  difference  find 
Twixt  him  and  a  true  living  lover. 

Down  at  your  feet,  in  the  pale  moonlight, 

He  11  kneel,  with  a  warmth  of  devotion  — 
An  ardour,  of  which  such  an  innocent  sprite 
^   You'd  scarcely  believe  had  a  notion. 
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What  other  thoughts  and  events  may  anse, 
As  in  destiny's  book  I  Ve  not  seen  them, 

Mugt  only  be  left  to  the  stars  and  your  eyes 
To  settle,  ere  morning,  between  them. 


OH,  YE  DEAD! 

Oh,  ye  Dead !  oh,  ye  Dead !  *  whom  we  know  by 

the  light  you  give 
From  your  cold  gleaming  eyes,  though  you  move 
like  men  who  live. 

Why  leave  you  thus  your  graves, 
In  far  off  fields  and  waves, 
Where  the  worm  and  the  sea-bird  only  know  your  bed, 
To  haunt  this  spot  where  all 
Those  eyes  that  wept  your  fell. 
And  the  hearts  that  wail'd  you,  like  your  own,  lie 
dead? 

^t  is  true,  it  is  true,  we  are  shadows  cold  and  wan ; 
And  the  fair  and  the  brave  whom  we  lov'd  on  earth 
are  gone ; 

*  Paul  Zealand  mentions  that  there  is  a  monntain  in  some 
part  of  Ireland,  where  the  ghosts  of  persons  who  have  died  in 
foreign  lands  walk  about  and  conyerse  with  those  they  meet, 
«ike  living  people.  If  asked  why  they  do  not  return  to  their 
homes,  they  say  they  ajre  obliged  to  go  to  Mount  Hecla,  and  dis- 
i(il)ear  immediately. 
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But  still  thus  ev'n  in  deaths 
So  sweet  the  living  breath 
Of  the  fields  and  the  flow'rs  in  our  youth  we  wandered 
o'er. 

That  e'er,  condemn'd,  we  go, 
To  freeze  'mid  Heda's  snow, 
We  would  taste  it  awhile,  and  think  we  live  once 
more! 


CDONOHUE'S  MISTRESS. 

Of  all  the  fair  months,  that  round  the  sun 
In  light-link'd  dance  their  circles  run, 

Sweet  May,  shine  thou  for  me ; 
For  still,  when  thy  earliest  beams  arise, 
That  youth,  who  beueath  the  blue  lake  lies, 

Sweet  May,  returns  to  me. 

Of  all  the  bright  haunts,  where  daylight  leaves 
Its  lingering  smile  on  golden  eves. 

Fair  Lake,  thou'rt  dearest  to  me ; 
For  when  the  last  April  sun  grows  dim. 
Thy  Naiads  prepare  his  steed  ♦  for  him 

Who  dwells,  bright  Lake,  in  thee. 

*  The  particnlars  of  the  tradition  respecting  O'Donohne  and 
Kis  White  Horse,  may  be  found  in  Mr.  Weld's  Account  of  Eil- 
lamey,  or  more  fully  detailed  in  Derrick's  Letters.  For  many 
years  after  his  death,  the  spirit  of  this  hero  is  supposed  to  have 
been  seen  on  the  morning  of  May-day,  gliding  over  the  lake  Of 
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Of  all  the  proud  steeds,  that  ever  bore 
Young  plumed  Chiefs  on  sea  or  shore, 

White  Steed,  most  joy  to  thee ; 
Who  still,  with  the  first  young  glance  of  spring 
From  under  that  glorious  lake  dost  bring 

Mj  love,  my  chief,  to  me. 

While,  white  as  the  sail  some  bark  unirirls 
When  newly  launch'd,  thy  long  mane  *  curls, 

Fair  Steed,  as  white  and  free ; 
And  spirits,  from  all  the  lake's  deep  bowers, 
Glide  o'er  the  blue  wave  scattering  flowers, 

Around  my  love  and  thee. 

Of  all  the  sweet  deaths  that  maidens  die. 
Whose  lovers  beneath  the  cold  wave  lie. 

Most  sweet  that  death  will  be. 
Which,  under  the  next  May  evening's  light, 
When  thou  and  thy  steed  are  lost  to  sight. 

Dear  love,  I'll  die  for  thee. 

iis  favourite  white  horse,  to  the  sonnd  of  sweet  unearthly  musio 
Mid  preceded  by  groups  of  youths  and  maidens,  who  flung 
wreaths  of  delicate  spring  flowers  in  his  path. 

Among  other  stories,  connected  with  this  Legend  of  the  Lakes, 
t  is  said  that  there  was  a  young  and  beautiful  girl  whose  imag- 
nation  was  so  impressed  with  the  idea  of  this  visionary  chief- 
tain, that  she  fancied  herself  in  love  with  him,  and  at  last,  in  a  fit 
of  insanity,  on  a  May  morning  threw  herself  into  the  lake. 

*  The  boatmen  at  Eillamey  call  those  waves  which  come  on  a 
windy  day  crested  with  foam,  *'  O'Donohue's  white  horseo/* 


Digitized 


by  Google 


I5i6  IRISH   MELODIBft. 


ECHO. 


Uow  sweet  the  answer  Echo  makes 

To  music  at  night, 
When,  roused  by  lute  or  horn,  she  wakei^ 
And  hr  away,  o'er  lawns  and  lakeSi 

Goes  answering  light 

Yet  Love  hath  echoes  truer  far, 

And  far  more  sweet. 
Than  e'er  beneath  the  moonfightfs  stWy 
Of  horn  or  lute,  or  soft  guitar, 

The  songs  repeat. 

Tis  when  the  sigh,  in  youth  smcere, 

And  only  then,  — 
The  sigh  that's  breath'd  for  one  to  hear. 
Is  by  that  one,  that  only  dear, 

Breathed  back  again  1 


OH  BANQUET  NOT. 

Oh  banquet  not  in  thosel^uning  bowers, 
Where  Youth  resorts,  but  come  to  me: 

For  mine's  a  garden  of  faded  flowers. 
More  fit  for  sorrow,  for  age,  and  thee. 
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And  there  we  shall  have  our  feast  of  tears, 

And  many  a  cup  in  silence  pour ; 
Our  guests,  the  shades  of  former  years, 

Our  toasts,  to  lips  that  bloom  no  more. 

There,  while  the  myrtle's  withering  boughs 

Their  lifeless  leaves  around  u»  shed, 
We'll  brim  the  bowl  to  broken  vows, 

To  friends  long  lost,  the  changed,  the  dead. 
Or,  while  some  blighted  laurel  waves 

Its  branches  o'er  the  dreary  spot. 
We  '11  drink  to  those  neglected  graves. 

Where  valour  sleeps,  unnamed,  forgot 


THEE,  THEE,  ONLY  THEE. 

The  dawning  of  mom,  the  daylight's  sinking, 
The  night's  long  hours  still  find  me  thinking 

Of  thee,  thee,  only  thee. 
When  friends  are  met,  and  goblets  crown'd. 
And  smiles  are  near,  that  once  enchanted, 
Unreach'd  by  all  that  sunshine  round, 
My  soul,  like  some  dark  spot,  is  haunted 
By  thee,  thee,  only  thee. 

Whatever  in  fame's  high  path  could  waken 
My  spirit  once,  is  now  forsaken 

For  thee,  thee,  only  thee. 
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Like  shores,  by  which  some  headlong  bark 
To  th'  ocean  hurries,  resting  never, 

Life's  scenes  go  by  me,  bright  or  dark, 
I  know  not,  heed  not,  hastening  ever 
To  thee,  thee,  only  thee. 

I  have  not  a  joy  but  of  thy  bringing 

And  pain  itself  seems  sweet  when  springing 

From  thee,  thee,  only  thee. 
Like  spells,  that  nought  on  earth  can  break. 

Till  lips,  that  know  the  charm,  have  spoken, 
This  heart,  howe'er  the  world  may  wake 
Its  grief,  its  scorn,  can  but  be  broken 
By  thee,  thee,  only  thee. 


SHALL  THE  HARP  THEN  BE  SILENT. 

Shall  the  Harp  then  be  silent,  when  he  who  first 
gave 
To  our  country  a  name,  is  withdrawn  from  all 
eyes? 
Shall  a  Minstrel  of  Erin  stand  mute  by  the  grave. 
Where  the  first  —  where  the  last  of  her  Patriots 
lies? 

No — faint  tho'  the  death-song  may  fall  from  his 
lips, 
Tho'  his  Harp,  like  his  soul,  may  with  shadows  be 
crost, 
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Yetf  yet  shall  it  sound,  'mid  a  nation's  eclipse. 
And  proclaim  to  the  world  what  a  star  hath  been 
lost;  —  * 

What  a  union  of  all  the  affections  and  powers 
By  which  life  is  exalted,  embellish'd,  refined. 

Was  embraced  in  that  spirit — whose   centre  was 
ours. 
While  its  mighty  circumference  circled  mankind. 

Oh,  who  that  loves  Erin,  or  who  that  can  see. 
Through  the  waste  of  her  annals,  that  epoch  sub- 
lime— 

Like  a  pyramid  i*aised  in  the  desert  —  where  he 
And  his  glory  stand  out  to  the  eyes  of  all  time ; 

That  one  lucid  interval,  snatch'd  from  the  gloom 
And  the  madness  of  ages,  when  filFd  with  his  soul, 

A  Nation  o'erleap'd  the  dark  bounds  of  her  doom, 
And  for  one  sacred  instant,  touch'd  Liberty's  goal  ? 

Who,  that  ever  hath  heard  him  —  hath  drank  at  the 

source 

Of  that  wonderful  eloquence,  all  Erin's  own. 

In  whose  high-thoughted  daring,  the  fire,  and  the 

force,  [shown  ? 

And  the  yet  untamed  spring  of  her  spirit  are 

*  These  lines  were  written  on  the  death  of  oar  great  patriot^ 
ihrattan,  in  the  year  1820.  It  is  only  the  two  first  verses  tliat  are 
either  intended  or  fitted  to  be  snng. 
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An  eloquence  rich,  wheresoever  its  wave 

Wander'd  free  and  triumphant,  with  thoughts  ihat 
shone  through, 

As  clear  as  the  brook's  **  stone  of  lustre,**  and  gave. 
With  the  flash  of  the  gem,  its  solidity  too. 

Who,  that  ever  approached  him,  when  free  from  the 
crowd. 
In  a  home  ftiU  of  love,  he  delighted  to  tread 
'Mong  the  trees  which  a  nation  had  giVn,  and  which 
boVd, 
As  if  each  brought  a  new  civic  crown  fbr  his 
head  — 

Is  there  one,  who  hath  thus,  through  his  orbit  of  life 
But  at  distance  observed   him  —  through  glory, 
through  blame. 
In  the  calm  of  retreat,  in  the  grandeur  of  strife, 
Whether  shining  or  clouded,  still  high  and  the 
same,  — 

Oh  no,  not  a  heart,  that  e'er  knew  him,  but  mourns 
Deep,  deep  o'er  the  grave,  where  such  glory  is 
shrined  — 

(yer  a  monument  fiune  will  preserve^  'mong  the  una 
Of  the  wisest,  the  bravest,  the  best  of  mankind ! 
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OH,  THE  SIGHT  ENTRANCING. 

Oh,  the  sight  entrancing, 

When  morning's  beam  is  glancing 

O'er  files  arra/d 

With  helm  and  blade, 
And  plumes,  in  the  ga^  wind  dancing! 
When  hearts  are  all  high  beating, 
And  the  trumpet's  voice  repeating 

That  song,  whose  breath 

May  lead  to  death, 
But  never  to  retreating. 
Oh  the  sight  entrancing, 
When  morning's  beam  is  glancing 

O'er  files  array'd 

With  helm  and  blade, 
And  plumes,  in  the  gay  wind  dancing. 

Yet,  't  is  not  helm  or  feather  — 
For  ask  yon  despot,  whether 

His  plumed  bands 

Could  bring  such  hands 
And  hearts  as  ours  together. 
Leave  pomps  to  those  who  need  'em  -— 
Give  man  but  heart  and  freedom, 

And  proud  he  braves 

The  gaudiest  slaves 
Tlutt  crawl  where  monarchs  lead  'em. 
11 
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The  sword  may  pierce  the  beaver, 
Stone  walls  in  time  may  sever, 

'Tis  mind  alone, 

Worth  steel  and  stone, 
That  keeps  men  free  for  ever. 
Oh  that  sight  entrancing. 
When  the  morning's  beam  is  glancingp 

O'er  files  array'd 

With  helm  and  blade. 
And  in  Freedom's  cause  advancing 


SWEET  INNISFALLBN. 

Sweet  Innisfallen,  fare  thee  well. 
May  calm  and  smishine  long  be  thine  I 

How  fair  thou  art  let  others  tell,  -^ 
To  fed  how  fair  shall  long  be  mine. 

Sweet  Innisfallen,  long  shall  dwell 
In  memory's  dream  that  sunny  smile^ 

Which  o'er  thee  on  that  evening  fell. 
When  first  I  saw  thy  fairy  isle. 

rPwas  light,  indeed,  too  blest  for  one. 
Who  had  to  turn  to  paths  of  care  — 

Through  crowded  haunts  again  to  run, 
And  leave  thee  bright  and  silent  there; 

No  more  unto  thy  shores  to  come. 
But,  on  the  world's  rude  ocean  tost, 
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Dream  of  thee  sometimes,  as  a  home 
Of  sunshine  he  had  seen  and  lost. 

Far  better  in  thy  weeping  hours 

To  part  from  thee,  as  1  do  now, 
When  mist  is  o'er  thy  blooming  bowers, 

Like  sorrow's  veil  on  beauty's  brow. 

For,  though  unrivall'd  still  thy  grace, 
Thou  dost  not  look,  as  then,  too  blest. 

But  thus  in  shadow  seem'st  a  place 

Where  erring  man  might  hope  to  rest  — 

Might  hope  to  rest,  and  find  in  thee 
A  gloom  like  Eden's,  on  the  day 

He  left  its  shade,  when  every  tree. 

Like  thine,  hung  weeping  o'er  his  way. 

Weeping  or  smiling,  lovely  isle  ! 

And  all  the  lovelier  for  thy  tears  — 
For  tho'  but  rare  thy  sunny  smile, 

*T  is  heav'n's  own  glance  when  it  appears. 

Like  feeling  hearts,  whose  joys  are  few. 
But,  when  indeed  they  come,  divine  — 

The  brightest  light  the  sun  e'er  threw 
Is  lifeless  to  one  gleam  of  thine  I 
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'TWAS  ONE  OF  THOSE  DREAMS.* 

T  was  one  of  those  dreams,  that  by  music  are  brought^ 
Like  a  bright  suimner  haze,  o'er  the  poef  s  warm 

thought  — 
When,  lost  in  the  future,  his  soul  zanders  on, 
And  all  of  this  life,  but  its  sweetness,  is  gone. 

The  wild  notes  he  heard  o'er  the  water  were  those 
He  had  taught  to  sing  Erin's  dark  bondage  and  woes, 
And  the  breath  of  the  bugle  now  wafted  them  o'er 
From  Dinis'  green  isle,  to  Glenk's  wooded  shore. 

He  listen'd  —  while,  high  o'er  the  eagle's  rude  nest, 
The  lingering  sounds  on  their  way  loved  to  rest ; 
And  the  echoes  sung  back  from  their  full  mountain 

quire, 
As  if  loth  to  let  song  so  enchanting  expire. 

It  seem'd  as  if  ev'ry  sweet  note,  that  died  here, 
Was  again  brought  to  life  in  some  airier  sphere. 
Some  heav'n  in  those  hills,  where  the  soul  of  the  strain 
That  had  ceased  upon  earth  was  awaking  again  I 

Oh  forgive,  if,  while  listening  to  music,  whose  breatb 
Seem'd  to  circle  his  name  with  a  charm  against  death. 
He  should  feel  a  proud  Spirit  within  him  proclaim, 
**  Even  so  shalt  thou  live  in  the  echoes  of  Fame : 

•  Written  during  a  visit  to  Lord  Kemnare,  at  Killamey. 
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*  Even  80^  tho'  thy  memory  should  now  die  awaj, 
^  Twill  be  caught  up  agaiix  in  some  ht^pier  day, 
X  And  the  hearts  and  the  T<Hces  of  Erin  prolong, 
^  Through  the  answering  Future,  thy  name  and  thj 
song." 


FAIREST  1  PUT  ON  AWHILB 

Fairest  !  put  on  awhile 

These  pinions  of  light  I  bring  thee. 
And  o'er  thy  own  green  isle 

In  fancy  let  me  wing  thee. 
Never  did  Ariel's  plume, 

At  golden  sunset  hover 
O'er  scenes  so  full  of  bloom, 

As  I  shall  waft  thee  over. 

Fields,  where  the  Spring  delays, 

And  fearlessly  meets  the  ardour 
Of  the  warm  Summer's  gaze. 

With  only  tears  to  guard  her. 
Bocks,  through  myrtle  boughs 

In  grace  migestic  frowning^ 
Like  some  bold  warrior's  brows 

That  Love  hath  just  been  crowning. 

Islets,  so  freshly  fair. 

That  never  hath  bird  coma  nigh  tiiem« 
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But  from  his  couise  thro'  air 

He  hath  been  won  down  by  themj— • 
Types,  sweet  maid,  of  thee, 

Whose  look,  whose  blush  mvitin^ 
Never  did  Love  yet  see 

From  Heav'n,  without  alighting. 

Lakes,  where  the  pearl  lies  hid,t 

And  caves,  where  the  gem  is  sleeping, 
Bright  as  the  tears  thy  lid 

Lets  fall  in  lonely  weeping. 
61ens,|  where  Ocean  comes. 

To  'scape  the  wild  wind's  rancour, 
And  Harbours,  worthiest  homes 

Where  Freedom's  fleet  can  anchor. 

Then,  if,  while  scenes  so  grand, 
So  beautiful,  shine  before  thee, 

Pride  for  thy  own  dear  land 

Should  haply  be  stealing  o'er  thee, 


•  In.  describing  the  Skeligs  (islands  of  the  Barony  of  Forth) 
Dr.  Keating  says,  '*  There  is  a  certain  attractive  virtae  in  the 
joil  which  draws  down  all  the  birds  that  attempt  to  fly  over  it^ 
and  obliges  them  to  light  npon  the  rock.** 

t  **Nemin8,  a  British  writer  of  the  ninth  oentary,  mentions 
the  abnndance  of  pearls  in  L*eland.  Their  princes,  he  says,  hung 
them  behind  their  ears:  and  this  we  find  confirmed  by  a  present 
made  A.  C.  1094,  by  Gilbert,  Bishop  of  Limerick,  to  Anselm. 
Archbishop  of  Canterbury,  of  a  considerable  quantity  of  Irist 
pearls."  — O'HaUoran. 

t  Glengariff. 
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Oh,  let  grief  come  first, 

0*er  pride  itself  victorious  — 
Thinking  how  man  hath  curst 

What  Heaven  had  made  so  gloriotu  I 


QUICK!   WE  HAVE  BUT  A  SECOND. 

Quick  !  we  have  hut  a  second, 

FiH  round  the  cup,  while  you  may  ; 
For  Time,  the  churl,  hath  beckon'd, 

And  we  must  away,  away ! 
Grasp  the  pleasure  that's  flying, 

For  oh,  not  Orpheus'  strain 
Could  keep  sweet  hours  from  dying. 
Or  charm  them  to  life  again. 
Then,  quick !  we  have  but  a  second. 

Fill  round  the  cup,  while  you  may  ; 
For  Time,  the  churl,  hath  beckon*dt 
And  we  must  away,  away  I 

See  the  glass,  how  it  flushes, 

Like  some  young  Hebe's  lip, 
And  half  meets  thine,  and  blushes 

That  thou  shouldst  delay  to  sip 
Shame,  oh  shame  unto  thee. 

If  ever  thou  see'jjt  that  day. 
When  a  cup  ox  lip  shaU  woo  thee. 

And  turn  u.itouch'd  away  I 


Digitized 


by  Google 


168  IRISH   MELODIES. 

Then,  quick !  we  have  but  a  second, 
Fill  round,  fill  round,  while  you  may ; 

For  Time,  the  churl,  hath  beckon'd. 
And  we  must  away,  away ! 


AND  DOTH  NOT  A  MEETING  LIKE  TmS. 

Akd  doth  not  a  meeting  like  this  make  amends, 

For  aU  the  long  years  I've  been  wand'ring  away— 
To  see  thus  around  me  my  youth's  early  friends. 

As  smiling  and  kind  as  in  that  happy  day  ? 
Though  haply  o'er  some  of  your  brows,  as  o*er  mine, 

The  snow-fall  of  time  may  be  stealing — what  then  ? 
Like  Alps  in  the  sunset,  thus  lighted  by  wine, 

We  '11  wear  the  gay  tinge  of  youth's  roses  a^in. 

WTiat  soften'd  remembrances  come  o'er  the  heart, 

In  gazing  on  those  we  've  been  lost  to  so  long  I 
The  sorrows,  the  joys,  of  which  once  they  were  part, 

Still  round  them,  like  visions  of  yesterday,  throng, 
As  letters  some  hand  hath  invisibly  traced, 

When  held  to  the  flame  will  steal  out  on  the  sight, 
So  many  a  feeling,  that  long  seem'd  effaced, 

The  warmth  of  a  moment  like  this  brings  to  light 

And  thus,  as  in  memory's  bark  we  shall  glide, 
To  visit  the  scenes  of  our  boyhood  anew, 

Tho'  oft  we  may  see,  looking  down  on  the  tide, 
The  wreck  of  full  many  a  hope  shining  through 
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Yet  still,  as  in  fancy  we  point  to  the  flowers, 
That  once  made  a  garden  of  all  the  gay  shore, 

Deceived  for  a  moment,  well  think  them  still  ours, 
And  breathe  the  frei^  air  of  life's  morning  oDce 
more.* 

So  brief  our  existence,  a  glimpse,  at  the  most. 

Is  all  we  can  have  of  the  few  we  hold  dear ; 
And  oft  even  joy  is  unheeded  and  lost, 

For  want  of  some  heart,  that  could  echo  it,  near. 
Ah,  well  may  we  hope,  when  this  short  life  is  gone, 

To  meet  in  some  world  of  more  permanent  bliss. 
For  a  smile,  or  a  grasp  of  the  hand,  hastening  on. 

Is  all  we  enjoy  of  each  other  in  this.f 

But,  come,  the  more  rare  such  delights  to  the  heart, 
The  more  we  should  welcome  and  bless  them  the 
more; 


•  Jours  channans,  qnand  je  songe  h  vos  henrenx  instans, 

Je  pense  remonter  le  fleuve  de  mes  ana; 

Et  mon  coeor,  enchants  sur  sa  rive  flenrie, 

Bespire  encore  Pair  pnr  dn  matin  de  la  Tie. 
t  The  same  thought  has  been  happily  e^[>reflMd  by  my  Anend 
Mr.  Washington  Irving,  in  his  Bracebridge  HtUL,  vol.  i.  p.  21S. 
The  sincere  pleasure  which  I  feel  in  calling  this  gentleman  ray 
friend,  is  much  enhanced  by  the  reflection  that  he  is  too  good  nn 
American,  to  have  admitted  me  so  readily  to  such  a  disthietion, 
if  he  had  not  known  that  my  feelings  towards  the  great  and  free 
coimtry  that  gave  him  birth,  have  been  long  snch  as  every  reaJ 
lOver  of  the  liberty  and  happiness  of  the  hmnan  race  most  eo 
lertain. 
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They're  ours,  when  we  meet, — they  are  lost  when 
we  part, 

Like  birds  that  bring  summer,  and  fly  when  'tis  o'er. 
Thus  circling  the  cup,  hand  in  hand,  ere  we  drink. 

Let  Sympathy  pledge  us,  thro'  pleasure,  thro'  pain. 
That,  fast  as  a  feeling  but  touches  one  link, 

Her  magic  shall  send  it  direct  thro'  the  chain. 


THE  MOUNTAIN  SPRITE. 

Ik  yonder  valley  there  dwelt,  alone, 

A  youth  whose  moments  had  calmly  flown. 

Till  spells  came  o'er  him,  and,  day  and  night, 

He  was  haunted  and  watch'd  by  a  Mountain  Sprite 

As  once  by  moonlight  he  wander'd  o'er 
The  golden  sands  of  that  island  shore, 
A  foot-print  sparkled  before  his  sight  — 
nr  was  the  fairy  foot  of  the  Mountain  Sprite ! 

Beside  a  fountain,  one  sunny  day. 

As  bending  over  the  stream  he  lay. 

There  peep'd  down  o'er  him  two  eyes  of  light, 

And  he  saw  in  that  mirror  the  Mountain  Sprite. 

He  tum'd,  but,  lo,  like  a  startled  bird, 

That  spirit  fled !  —  and  the  youth  but  heard 

Sweet  music,  such  as  marks  the  flight 

Of  some  bird  of  song,  from  the  Mountain  Sprite. 
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One  nighty  still  haunted  by  that  bright  look, 

The  boy,  bewildered,  his  pencil  took. 

And,  guided  only  by  memory's  light, 

Drew  the  once-seen  form  of  the  Mountain  Sprite. 

**  Oh  thou,  who  lovest  the  shadow,**  cried 

A  voice,  low  whisp'ring  by  his  side, 

*  Now  turn  and  see,'*  —  here  the  youth*s  delight 

Seal'd  the  rosy  lips  of  the  Mountain  Sprite. 

«*  Of  all  the  Spirits  of  land  and  sea," 

Then  rapt  he  murmur'd,  "  there 's  none  like  thee^ 

^  And  oft,  oh  oft,  may  thy  foot  thus  light 

*^  In  this  lonely  bower,  sweet  Mountain  Sprite  I  * 


AS  VANQUISHT)  ERIN. 

As  vanquish'd  Erin  wept  beside 

The  Boyne's  ill-fated  river. 
She  saw  where  Discord,  in  the  tide, 

Had  dropp'd  his  loaded  quiver. 
**  Lie  hid,"  she  cried,  "  ye  venom'd  darta, 

**  Where  mortal  eye  may  shun  you ; 
**  Lie  hid  —  the  stain  of  manly  heartSi 

**  That  bled  for  me,  is  on  you," 

But  vain  her  wish,  her  weeping  vain,-^ 
As  Time  too  well  hath  taught  h^  — 
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Each  year  the  Fiend  returns  again, 

And  dives  into  that  water ; 
And  brings,  triumphant,  from  beneath 

His  shafts  of  desolation. 
And  sends  them,  wing'd  with  worse  than  deail^ 

Through  all  her  madd'ning  nation. 

Alas  for  her  who  sits  and  mourns, 

EVn  now,  beside  that  river  — 
Unwearied  still  the  Fiend  returns. 

And  stored  is  still  his  quiver. 
When  will  this  end,  ye  Powers  of  Good?" 

She  weeping  asks  for  ever ; 
But  only  hears,  from  out  that  floods 

The  Demon  answer,  "  Never ! " 


DESMOND'S   SONG.* 

By  the  Feal's  wave  benighted. 

No  star  in  the  skies. 
To  thy  door  by  Love  lighted, 

I  first  saw  those  eyes. 

*  '*  Thoznas,  the  heir  of  the  Desmond  family,  had  acofden- 
tally  been  so  engaged  in  the  chase,  that  he  was  benighted  near 
Tralee,  and  obliged  to  take  shelter  at  the  Abbey  of  Feal,  in  tb» 
house  of  one  of  his  dependents,  called  Mao  Gormac.  Catherine, 
a  beantiftil  daughter  of  his  host,  mstantly  inspired  the  Earl  witii 
a  violent  passion,  which  he  could  not  subdue.  He  married  her 
and  by  this  inferior  alliance  alienated  his  followers,  whose  brutal 
pride  regarded  this  mdulgence  of  his  love  as  an  unpardonabit 
degradation  of  his  fwrnly" — Leland»  vol.  it 
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Some  voice  whisper'd  o'er  me. 

As  the  threshold  I  crost, 
There  was  min  before  me. 

If  I  lovedy  I  was  lost 

Loye  camey  and  brought  sorrow 

Too  soon  in  his  train ; 
Yet  so  sweet,  that  to-morrow 

'Twere  welcome  again. 
Though  misery's  full  measure 

My  portion  should  be, 
I  would  drain  it  with  pleasure^ 

If  pour'd  out  by  thee. 

You,  who  call  it  dishonour 

To  bow  to  this  flame. 
If  you've  eyes,  look  but  on  her, 

And  blush  while  you  blame. 
Hath  the  pearl  less  whiteness 

Because  of  its  birth  ? 
Hath  the  violet  less  brightness 

For  growing  near  earth  ? 

No  —  Man  for  his  glory 

To  ancestry  flies ; 
But  Woman's  bright  story 

Is  told  in  her  eyes. 
While  the  Monarch  but  traoef 

Thro'  mortals  his  line. 
Beauty,  bom  of  the  Graces, 

Banks  next  to  Divine  I 
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THEY  KNOW  NOT  MY  HEART. 

Thbt  know  not  my  heart,  who  believe  there  can  be 
One  stain  of  this  earth  in  its  feelings  for  thee  ; 
Who  think,  while  I  see  thee  in  beauty's  young  hour. 
As  pure  as  the  morning's  first  dew  on  the  flow'r, 
I  could  harm  what  I  love,  —  as  the  sun's  wanton  ray 
But  smiles  on  the  dew-drop  to  waste  it  away. 

No  —  beaming  with  light  as  those  young  features 

are. 
There's  a  light  round  thy  heart  which  is  lovelier  far: 
It  is  not  that  cheek —-^ 'tis  the  soul  dawning  clear 
Thro'  its  innocent  blush  makes  thy  beauty  so  dear ; 
As  the  sky  we  look  up  to,  though  glorious  and  fair. 
Is  look'd  up  to  the  more,  because  Heaven  lies  there  I 


I  WISH  I  WAS  BY  THAT  DIM  LAKB. 

I  WISH  I  was  by  that  dim  Lake,* 
Where  sinful  souls  their  farewell  take 
Of  this  vain  world,  and  half-way  lie 
In  death's  cold  shadow,  ere  they  die. 

•  These  verses  are  meant  to  allude  to  that  ancient  haniit  of 
n.perstition,  called  Patrick*s  Purgatory.  **In  the  midst  of 
aiese  gloomy  regions  of  Donegal  (says  Dr.  Campbell)  lay  a 
Uke,  which  was  to  become  the  mystic  theatre  of  this  fabled  an4 
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There,  there,  far  from  thee, 
Deceitiul  world,  my  home  should  be ; 
Where,  come  what  might  of  gloom  and  pain. 
False  hope  should  ne'er  deceive  again. 

The  lifeless  sky,  the  mournful  sound 

Of  unseen  waters  falling  round ; 

The  dry  leaves  quiv'ring  o'er  my  head, 

Like  man,  unquiet  ev'n  when  dead ! 

These,  ay,  these  shall  wean 

My  soul  from  life's  deluding  scene. 

And  turn  each  thought,  o'ercharged  with  gloom, 

Like  willows,  downward  tow'rds  the  tomb. 

As  they,  who  to  their  couch  at  night 
Would  win  repose,  first  quench  the  light, 
So  must  the  hopes,  that  keep  this  breast 
Awake,  be  quench'd,  ere  it  can  rest 
Cold,  cold,  this  heart  must  grow. 
Unmoved  by  either  joy  or  woe, 

intermediate  state.  In  the  lake  were  several  islands;  but  on« 
of  them  was  dignified  with  that  called  the  Month  of  Purgatory, 
which,  dnring  the  dark  ages,  attracted  the  notice  of  all  Christen- 
dom,  and  was  the  resort  of  penitents  and  pilgrims  from  almost 
every  country  in  Europe." 

"  It  was,"  as  the  same  writer  tells  us,  ^  one  of  the  most  dismal 
and  dreary  spots  in  the  North,  almost  inaccessible,  through  deep 
glens  and  rugged  mountains,  frigfatftil  with  impending  rocks, 
and  the  hollow  murmurs  of  the  western  winds  in  dark  caverns, 
Doopled  only  with  such  fintastao  beings  as  the  mind,  however 
gay,  is,  from  strange  association,  wont  to  appropriate  to  such 
gloomy  scenes/*  —  Stricturei  on  the  Eccleskutkal  and  l/Uerar^ 
Hiftory  of  Ireland, 
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Like  freezing  founts,  where  all  that's  thromi 
Within  their  current  turns  to  stone. 


SHE  SUNG  OP  LOVE. 

Shb  sung  of  Love,  while  o'er  her  lyre 

The  rosy  rays  of  evenbg  fell, 
As  if  to  feed  with  their  soft  fire 

The  soul  within  that  trembling  shell. 
The  same  rich  light  hung  o^er  her  cheek, 

And  play'd  around  those  lips  that  sung 
And  spoke,  as  flowers  would  sing  and  speak, 

If  love  could  lend  their  leaves  a  tongae. 

But  soon  the  West  no  longer  burn'd, 

Each  rosy  ray  from  heaVn  withdrew ; 
And,  when  to  gaze  again  I  tum'd, 

The  miustrers  form  seem'd  fading  too. 
As  if  her  light  and  heaven's  were  one, 

The  glory  all  had  left  that  frame ; 
And  from  her  glimmering  lips  the  tone, 

As  from  a  parting  spirit,  came.* 

*  The  thought  here  was  guggested  by  some  beaatiful  Batt  ia 
Hr.  Rogers's  Poem  of  Human  Lff^  beginning  — 

*'  Now,  in  the  glimmerinflr,  dying  light  she  growi 
Less  and  less  earthly.*' 
I  would  quote  the  entire  passage,  did  I  not  fear  to  put  ay  fwa 
h  jmble  imitation  of  it  out  of  countenance. 
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Who  ever  loved,  but  had  the  thought 

That  he  and  all  he  loved  must  part  ? 
Fill'd  with  this  fear,  I  flew  and  caught 

The  fading  image  to  my  heart  — 
And  cried,  ^  Oh  Love !  is  this  thy  doom  ? 

**  Oh  light  of  youth's  resplendent  day  I 
^  Must  ye  then  lose  your  golden  bloom, 

^  And  thus,  like  sunshine,  die  away  ?  " 


SING— SING  — MUSIC  WAS  GIVEN. 

8lNO  —  sing  —  Music  was  given, 

To  brighten  the  gay,  and  kindle  the  loving ; 
Souls  here,  like  planets  in  Heaven, 

By  harmony's  laws  alone  are  kept  moving. 
Beauty  may  boast  of  her  eyes  and  her  cheeks. 

But  Love  from  the  lips  his  true  archery  wings ; 
And  she,  who  but  feathers  the  dart  when  she  speaks, 
At  once  sends  it  home  to  the  heart  when  she 
sings. 
Then  sing —  sing  —  Music  was  given, 

To  brighten  the  gay,  and  kindle  the  loving ; 
Souls  here,  like  planets  in  Heaven, 

By  harmony's  laws  alone  are  kept  moving. 

When  Love,  rock'd  by  his  mother, 
Lay  sleeping  as  calm  as  slumber  could  make  him, 
12 
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•*  Hush,  hush,"  said  Venus,  "  no  other 

"  Sweet  voice  but  his  own  is  worthy  to  wake  hiiik  ' 
Dreaming  of  music  he  slumber'd  the  while 

Till  faint  from  his  lip  a  soft  melody  broke, 
And  Yenus,  enchanted,  look'd  on  with  a  smik^ 
While  Love  to  his  own  sweet  singing  awoke. 
Then  sing  —  sing  —  Music  was  given, 

To  brighten  the  gay,  and  kindle  the  loving ; 
Souls  here,  like  planets  in  Heaven, 

By  harmony's  laws  alone  are  kept  moving. 


THOUGH  HUMBLE  THE  BANQUET. 

Though  humble  the  banquet  to  which  I  invite 
thee, 
Thou 'It  find  there  the  best  a  poor  bard  can  com- 
mand: 
Eyes,  beaming  with  welcome,  shall  throng  round,  to 
light  thee, 
And  Love  serve  the  feast  with  his  own  willing 
hand. 

And  though  Fortune  may  seem  to  have  tum'd  from 
the  dwelling 
Of  him  thou  regardest  her  favouring  ray, 
Thou  wilt  find  there  a  gift,  all  her  treasures  excel- 
ling. 
Which,  proudly  he  feels,  hath  ennobled  his  way. 
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Tis  that  freedom  of  mind,  which  no  vulgar  domin- 
ion 
Can  turn  &om  the  path  a  pure  conscience  ap- 
proves ; 
Which,  with  hope  in  the  heart,  and  no  chmn  on  the 
pinion. 
Holds  upwards  its  coarse  to  the  light  which  it 
loves. 

Tis  this  makes  the  pride  of  his  humble  retreat, 
And,  with  this,  though  of  all  other  treasures  be- 
reaved, 

The  breeze  of  his  garden  to  him  is  more  sweet 
Than  the  costliest  incense  that  Pomp  e'er  received. 

Then,  come,  —  if  a  board  so  untempting  hath  power 

To  win  thee  frmn  grandeur,  its  best  shall  be  thine ; 

And  there  *8  one,  long  the  light  of  the  bard's  happy 

bower, 
Who,  smiling,  will  blend  her  bright  welcome  with 

mine. 


SING,  SWEET  HARP. 

SiKO,  sweet  Harp,  oh  sing  to  me 
Some  song  of  ancient  days. 

Whose  sounds,  in  this  sad  memory, 
Long  buried  dreams  shall  raise  ;  — 
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Some  lay  that  tells  of  vanish'd  famey 

Whose  light  once  round  us  shone ; 
Of  noble  pride,  now  turn'd  to  shame. 

And  hopes  for  ever  gone. — 
Sing,  sad  Harp,  thus  sing  to  me ; 

Alike  our  doom  is  cast, 
Both  lost  to  all  bat  memory. 

We  live  but  in  the  past 

How  mournfully  the  midnight  air 

Among  thy  chords  doth  sigh, 
As  if  it  sought  some  echo  there 

Of  voices  long  gone  by ;  — 
Of  Chieftains,  now  forgot,  who  seemed 

The  foremost  then  in  fame ; 
Of  Bards  who,  once  immortal  deemed, 

Now  sleep  without  a  name.  — 
In  vain,  sad  Harp,  the  midnight  air 

Among  thy  chords  doth  sigh ; 
In  vain  it  seeks  an  echo  there 

Of  voices  long  gone  by. 

Could'st  thou  but  call  those  spirits  rounds 

Who  once,  in  bower  and  hall, 
Sate  listening  to  thy  magic  sound, 

Now  mute  and  mouldering  all;  — 
But,  no ;  they  would  but  wake  to  weep 

Their  children's  slavery ; 
Then  leave  them  in  their  dreamless  sleeps 

The  dead,  at  lea«t,  are  free  I  — 
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Hosh,  hush,  sad  Harp,  that  dreary  tone, 

That  knell  of  Freedom's  day ; 
Or,  listening  to  its  death-like  moan. 

Let  me,  too,  die  away. 


SONG  OF  THE  BATTLE  EVE. 
Time — the  NmrH  Cbmtubt. 

To-morrow,  comrade,  we 
On  the  battle-plain  must  be. 

There  to  conquer,  or  both  lie  low  I 
The  morning  star  is  up,  — 
But  there 's  wine  still  in  the  cup, 

And  we'll  take  another  quaff,  ere  we  go,  boy 
go; 

Well  take  another  quaff,  ere  we  go. 

TTis  true,  in  manliest  eyes 
A  passing  tear  will  rise, 

When  we  think  of  the  friends  we  leave  lone  $ 
But  what  can  wailing  do  ? 
See,  our  goblet's  weeping  tool 

With  its  tears  we'll  chase  away  our  own,  boys 
our  own; 

With  its  tears  well  chase  away  our  own. 

But  daylight's  stealing  on ; — 
The  last  that  o'er  us  shone 

Saw  c  ir  children  arcund  us  play ; 
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The  next  —  ah !  where  shall  we  { 

And  those  rosy  urchins  be  ?  • 

But  —  no  matter  —  grasp  thj  sword  and  away,  1 

boy,  away ; 

No  matter  —  grasp  thy  sword  and  away ! 

Let  those,  who  brook  the  chain 
Of  Saxon  or  of  Dane, 

Ignobly  by  their  fire-sides  stay ; 
One  sigh  to  home  be  given, 
One  heartfelt  prayer  to  heayen, 

Then  for  Erin  and  her  cause,  boy,  hurra  ^  horni  * 
hurra! 

Then,  for  Erin  and  her  cause,  hurra ! 


THE  WANDERING  BARD. 

What  life  like  that  of  the  bard  can  be,  — 
The  wandering  bard,  who  roams  as  free 
As  the  mountain  lark  that  o'er  him  sings. 
And,  like  that  lark,  a  music  brings 
Within  him,  where'er  he  comes  or  goes,— - 
A  fount  that  for  ever  flows  I 
The  world's  to  him  like  some  play-ground, 
Where  feiries  dance  their  moonlight  round ;  - 
If  dimm'd  the  turf  where  late  they  trod, 
The  elves  but  seek  some  greener  sod ; 
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Soy  when  less  bright  his  scene  of  glee, 
To  another  away  flies  he ! 

Oh,  what  would  have  been  young  Beauty's  doom^ 

Without  a  bard  to  fix  her  bloom  ? 

They  tell  us,  in  the  moon's  bright  round. 

Things  lost  in  this  dark  world  are  found ; 

So  charms,  on  earth  long  pass'd  and  gone, 

In  the  poef  s  lay  live  on.  — 

Would  ye  have  smiles  that  ne'er  grow  dim? 

Tou  Ve  only  to  give  them  all  to  him, 

"Who,  with  but  a  touch  of  Fancy's  wand, 

Can  lend  them  Hfe,  this  life  beyond. 

And  fix  them  high,  in  Poesy's  sky,  — 

Young  stars  that  never  die ! 

Then,  welcome  the  bard  where'er  he  comes,— 
For,  though  he  hath  countless  airy  homes, 
To  which  his  wing  excursive  roves. 
Yet  still,  from  time  to  time,  he  loves 
To  light  upon  earth  and  find  such  cheer 
As  brightens  our  banquet  here. 
No  matter  how  far,  how  fleet  he  flies, 
You've  only  to  light  up  kind  young  eyes, 
8uch  signal-fires  as  here  are  given,  — 
And  down  he'll  drop  from  Fancy's  heaven, 
The  minute  such  call  to  love  or  mirth 
Proclaims  he 's  wanting  on  earth  I 
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ALONE  IN  CB0WD8  TO  WANDER  ON. 

Alokb  in  crowds  to  wander  on, 

And  feel  that  all  the  charm  is  gone 

Which  voices  dear  and  ejes  beloved 

Shed  round  us  once,  where'er  we  roved  — 

This,  this  the  doom  must  be 

Of  all  who've  loved,  and  lived  to  see 

The  few  bright  things  they  thought  would  stay 

For  ever  near  them,  die  away. 

Tho'  fairer  forms  around  us  throng. 

Their  smiles  to  others  all  belong, 

And  want  that  charm  which  dwells  alone 

Bound  those  the  fond  heart  calls  its  own. 

Where,  where  the  sunny  brow? 

The  long-known  voice  —  where  are  they  now? 

Thus  ask  I  still,  uor  ask  in  vain, 

The  silence  answers  all  too  plain. 

Oh,  what  is  Fancy's  magic  worth, 

If  all  her  art  cannot  call  forth 

One  bUss  like  those  we  felt  of  old 

From  lips  dow  mute,  and  eyes  now  cold? 

No,  no, — her  spell  is  vain,  — 

As  soon  could  she  bring  back  again 

Those  eyes  themselves  from  out  the  grave. 

As  wake  asrain  one  bliss  they  gave. 
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I'VB  A  8BCRBT  TO  TBIiL  THEE. 

I^TB  a  secret  to  tell  thee,  bnt  hush  I  not  here,  — 

Oh !  not  where  the  world  its  vigil  keeps : 
I'll  seek,  to  whisper  it  in  thine  ear, 

Some  shore  where  the  Spirit  of  Silence  sleeps ; 
Where  smnmer's  wave  unmurmuring  dies, 

Nor  fay  can  hear  the  fountain's  gush ; 
Where,  if  but  a  note  her  night-bird  sighs, 

The  rose  saith,  chidingly,  <^  Hush,  sweet,  hash  I  * 

There,  amid  the  deep  silence  of  that  hour, 

When  stars  can  be  heard  in  ocean  dip. 
Thyself  shall,  under  some  rosy  bower, 

Sit  mute,  with  thy  finger  on  thy  lip  : 
Like  him,  the  boy,*  who  born  among 

The  flowers  that  on  the  Nile-stream  blush, 
Sits  ever  thus,  —  his  only  song 

To  earth  and  heaven,  <<  Hush,  all,  hush !  ** 


SONG  OF  INNISPAIL. 

Thet  came  from  a  land  beyond  the  sea, 
And  now  o'er  the  western  main 

Set  sail,  in  their  good  ships,  gallantly, 
From  the  sunny  land  of  Spain. 

•  The  God  of  Silence  thus  pictured  by  the  Egyptiai] 
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**0h,  Where's  the  Isle  we've  seen  in  dreams, 
"  Our  destm'd  home  or  grave  ?  "* 

Thus  sung  they  as,  by  the  mondng's  beamB, 
They  swept  the  Atlantic  wave. 

And,  lo,  where  afar  o'er  ocean  shines 

A  sparkle  of  radiant  green, 
As  though  in  that  deep  lay  emerald  mines, 

Whose  light  thro'  the  wave  was  seen. 
« 'Tis  Innisfail  f  —  'tis  Innisfail ! " 

Rings  o'er  the  echoing  sea ; 
While,  bending  to  heaVn,  the  warriors  hail 

That  home  of  the  brave  and  free. 

Then  tum'd  they  unto  the  Eastern  wave* 

Where  now  their  Day-Gk>d*s  eye 
A  look  of  such  sunny  omen  gave 

As  lighted  up  sea  and  sky. 
Nor  frown  was  seen  through  sky  or  sea. 

Nor  tear  o'er  leaf  or  sod. 
When  first  on  their  Isle  of  Destiny 

Our  great  forefathers  trod. 

•  ^Milesins  remembered  the  remarkable  prediction  of  tiM 
principal  Druid,  who  foretold  that  the  posterity  of  Ghtdelm 
ihonld  obtain  the  possession  of  a  Western  Island  (which  wm 
Ireland),  and  there  inhabit**  — Keating, 

t  The  Island  of  Destiny,  one  of  the  ancient  names  of  Ireland. 
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THE  NIGHT  DANCE. 


Strike  the  gaj  harp !  see  the  moon  is  on  high. 

And,  as  true  to  her  beam  as  the  tides  of  the  ocean, 
Young  hearts,  when  they  feel  the  soft  light  of  her  eye, 

Obey  the  mute  call,  and  heave  into  motion. 
Then,  sound  notes  —  the  gayest,  the  lightest, 

That  ever  took  wing,  when  heav*n  look'd  brightest! 
Again!  Again! 
Oh !  could  such  heart-stirring  music  be  heard 

In  that  City  of  Statues  described  by  romancers, 
So  wakening  its  spell,  even  stone  would  be  stirr'd, 

And  statues  themselves  all  start  into  dancers ! 

Why  then  delay,  with  such  sounds  in  our  ears, 
And  the  flower  of  Beauty's  own  garden  before 
us, — 
While  stars  overhead  leave  the  song  of  their  spheres. 

And  listening  to  ours,  hang  wondering  o'er  us  ? 
Again,  that  strain  I  —  to  hear  it  thus  sounding 
Might  set  even  Death's  cold  pulses  bounding  — 
Again!  Again! 
Oh,  what  delight  when  the  youthful  and  gay, 
Each  with  eye  like  a  sunbeam  and  foot  like  a 
feather. 
Thus  dance,  like  the  Hours  to  the  music  of  May^ 
And  mingle  sweet  song  and  sunshine  together  I 
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THERE  ARE  SOUNDS  OF  IflRTH. 

Thebb  are  sounds  of  mirth  in  the  night-air  riiigiii|^ 

And  lamps  from  every  casement  shown ; 
While  voices  blithe  within  are  singing, 

That  seem  to  say  "  Come,"  in  every  tone. 
Ah !  once  how  light  in  Life's  young  season, 

My  heart  had  leap'd  at  that  sweet  lay ; 
Nor  paus'd  to  ask  of  greybeard  Reason 

Should  I  the  syren  call  obey. 

And,  see  —  the  lamps  still  livelier  glitter, 

The  syren  lips  more  fondly  sound ; 
No,  seek,  ye  njrmphs,  some  victim  fitter 

To  sink  in  your  rosy  bondage  bound. 
ShaU  a  bard,  whom  not  the  world  in  arms 

Could  bend  to  tyranny's  rude  controul, 
Thus  quail,  at  sight  of  woman's  charms, 

And  yield  to  a  smile  his  freebom  soul  ? 

Thus  sung  the  sage,  while,  slyly  stealing. 

The  nymphs  their  fetters  around  him  cast, 
And,  —  their  laughing  eyes,  the  while,  concealing,-^ 

Led  Freedom's  Bard  their  slave  at  last 
For  the  Poet's  heart,  still  prone  to  loving. 

Was  like  that  rock  of  the  Druid  race,* 
Which  the  gentlest  touch  at  once  set  moving. 

But  all  earth's  power  couldn't  cast  from  its  base. 

♦  The  Rocking  Stones  of  the  Druids,  some  of  which  no  force  li 
tble  to  dislodge  from  their  stations. 
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OH!  ABBANMOBB,  LOVED  ABBANHOBB 

Oh  !  Arramnore,  loved  Arranmore, 

How  oft  I  dream  of  thee, 
And  of  those  dajs  when,  by  thy  shore, 

I  wander'd  young  and  free. 
Full  many  a  path  I've  tried,  since  then, 

Through  pleasure's  flowery  maze. 
But  ne'er  could  find  the  bliss  again 

I  felt  in  those  sweet  days. 

How  blithe  upon  thy  breezy  difb. 

At  sunny  mom  I've  stood, 
With  heart  as  bounding  as  the  skiflb 

That  danced  along  thy  flood ; 
Or,  when  the  western  wave  grew  bright 

With  daylight's  parting  wing, 
Have  sought  that  Eden  in  its  light 

Which  dreaming  poets  sing ;  —  * 

That  Eden  where  th'  immortal  brave 

Dwell  in  a  land  serene,  — 
Whose  bow'rs  beyond  the  shining  wave. 

At  sunset,  oft  are  seen. 

*  "The  inhabitants  of  Arranmore  are  still  persuaded  that^  in  a 
tiear  day,  they  can  see  from  this  coast  Hy  Brynail,  or  the  En« 
whanted  Island,  the  Paradise  of  the  Pagan  Irish,  and  concerning 
lirhich  they  relate  a  number  of  romantic  stories."  — -Beaii/br«*f 
Ancient  Topography  of  IrtJand, 
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Ah  dream  too  full  of  sadd'ning  truth ! 

Those  mansions  o'er  the  main 
Are  like  the  lH^>e8  I  built  in  jouth,**- 

As  sunny  and  as  vain  I 


LAY  HIS  SWOBD  BY  HIS    SIDE. 

Lat  his  sword  by  his  side,*  —  it  hath  served  him 
too  well 

Not  to  rest  near  his  pillow  below ; 
To  the  last  moment  true,  from  his  hand  ere  it  fell. 

Its  point  was  still  tum'd  to  a  flying  foe. 
Fellow-lab'rers  in  life,  let  them  slumber  in  death. 

Side  by  side,  as  becomes  the  reposing  brave,  ^ 
That  sword  which  he   loved  still  unbroke  in  its 
sheath, 

And  himself  unsubdued  in  his  grave. 

Yet  pause  —  for,  in  fancy,  a  still  voice  I  hear, 

As  if  breathed  from  his  brave  heart's  remains ;  — 
Faint  echo  of  that  which,  in  Slavery's  ear. 

Once  sounded  the  war-word, "  Burst  your  chains  I  ** 
And  it  cries,  from  the  grave  where  the  hero  lies 
deep, 
**  Tho'  the  day  of  your  Chieftain  for  ever  haih 
set, 

*  Ik  was  the  custom  of  the  andent  Irish,  in  the  manner  uf  the 
leytfaians,  to  bnry  the  favourite  swords  of  their  heroes  aloB(| 
with  them. 
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''  Oh  leave  not  his  sword  thus  inglorious  to  sleep,  — 
"  It  hath  victory's  life  in  it  yet ! 

*^  Should  some  alien,  unworthy  sueh  weapon  to  wield, 

"  Dare  to  touch  thee,  my  own  gallant  sword, 
'^  Then  rest  in  thy  sheath,  like  a  talisman  seal'd, 

^  Or  return  to  the  grave  of  thy  chfunkss  lord* 
^  But,  if  grasp'd  by  a  hand  that  hath  leam'd  the 
proud  use 

"Of  a  falchion,  like  thee,  on  the  battle-pUun,  — ■ 
^  Then,  at  Liberty's  summons,  like  lightning  let  loose, 

^  Leap  forth  from  thy  dark  sheath  again  I " 


OH,    COULD  WE   DO    WITH  THIS  WORLD    OF 
OURS. 

Oh,  could  we  do  with  this  world  of  ours 
As  thou  dost  with  thy  garden  bowers, 
Reject  ike  weeds  and  keep  the  flowers. 

What  a  heaven  on  earth  we'd  make  k 
So  bright  a  dwelling  should  be  our  own, 
So  warranted  free  from  sigh  or  frown. 
That  angels  soon  would  be  coming  down, 

By  the  week  or  month  to  take  it 

Like  those  gay  flies  that  wing  thro'  air, 
Aad  in  themselves  a  lustre  bear, 
A  stock  of  light,  still  ready  there, 
Whenever  they  wish  to  use  it ; 
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So,  in  this  world  I'd  make  for  thee, 
Our  hearts  should  all  like  fire-flies  be, 
And  the  flash  of  wit  or  poesy 

Break  forth  whenever  we  choose  il. 

While  eVrj  joj  that  glads  our  sphere 
Hath  still  some  shadow  hovering  near, 
In  this  new  world  of  ours,  my  dear, 

Such  shadows  wiU  all  be  omitted :  — 
Unless  they're  like  that  graceful  one, 
.   Which,  when  thou'rt  dancing  in  the  sun. 
Still  near  thee,  leaves  a  charm  upon 

Each  spot  where  it  hath  flitted ! 


THE  WINB-CUP  IS  CIRCUNG. 

The  wine-cup  is  circling  in  Almhin's  hall,* 
And  its  Chie^  'mid  his  heroes  reclining. 

Looks  up,  with  a  sigh,  to  the  trophied  wall. 
Where  his  sword  hangs  idly  shining. 


•  The  Palace  of  Fin  Mao-Cnmhal^the  Fingal  of  Bfaophenon; 
ta  Leinster.  It  was  built  on  the  top  of  the  hiU,  which  has  retmin- 
ed  from  thence  the  name  of  the  HiU  of  Allan,  in  the  comity  of 
Kildare.  The  Fenians,  or  Fenii,  were  the  celebrated  National 
Militia  of  Ireland,  which  this  Chief  commanded.  The  introdno- 
lion  of  the  Danes  in  the  above  song  is  an  anachronism  oosmioa 
to  moet  of  the  Finian  and  Ossianic  legends. 
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When,  hark !  that  shout 

From  the  vale  without,  — 
**  Arm  ye  quick,  the  Dane,  the  Dane  is  nigh  I  * 

EVry  Chief  starts  up, 

From  his  foaming  cup, 
And  "  To  battle,  to  battle  I"  is  the  Finian's  cry. 

The  minstrels  have  seized  their  harps  of  gold. 

And  they  sing  such  thrilling  numbers,  — 
Tis  like  the  voice  of  the  Brave,  of  old. 

Breaking  forth  from  their  place  of  slumbers ! 

Spear  to  buckler  rang, 

As  the  minstrels  sang. 
And  the  Sun-burst  *  o'er  them  floated  wide ; 

While  rememb'ring  tiie  yoke 

Which  their  fathers  broke, 
"  On  for  liberty,  for  liberty ! "  the  Finians  cried 

Like  clouds  of  the  night  the  Northmen  came. 

O'er  the  valley  of  Almhin  lowering ; 
While  onward  moved,  in  the  light  of  its  fame, 
That  banner  of  Erin,  towering. 

With  the  mingling  shock 

Rung  cliff  and  rock, 
While,  rank  on  rank,  the  invaders  die : 

And  the  shout,  that  last 

O'er  the  dying  pass'd. 
Was  "victory  I  victory  I"  —  the  Finian's  cry. 

*  The  name  given  to  the  banner  of  the  Irish. 
13 
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THE  DBEAM  OF  THOSE  DAYS 

Thb  dream  of  those  dajs  when  first  I  sung  thee  is  o'er. 
Thy  triumph  hath  stain'd  the  charm  thy  sorrowi 

then  wore ; 
And  ev'n  of  the  light  which  Hope  once  shed  o'er 

ihj  chains, 
Alas,  not  a  gleam  to  grace  thj  freedom  remains. 

Say,  is  it  that  slavery  sunk  so  deep  in  thy  heart, 
That  still  the  dark  brand  is  there,  tho'  chainless 

thou  art; 
.And  Freedom's  sweet  fruit,  for  which  thy  spirit  long 

bum'd. 
Now,  reaching  at  last  thy  lip,  to  ashes  hath  tum'd  ? 

Up  Liberty's  steep  by  Truth  and  Eloquence  led, 
With  eyes  on  her  temple  fix'd,  how  proud  was  thy 

tread! 
Ah,  better  thou  ne'er  had'st  liv'd  that  summit  to  gain 
Or  died  in  the  porch,  than  thus  dishonour  the  fane. 


FROM  THIS  HOUR  THB  PLEDGE  IS  GIVEN. 

Fboh  this  hour  the  pledge  is  given. 
From  this  hour  my  soul  is  thine : 

Come  what  will,  from  earth  or  heaven. 
Weal  or  woe,  thy  fate  be  mine. 
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When  the  proud  and  great  stood  by  thee, 

None  dared  thy  rights  to  spurn ; 
And  if  now  they  're  felse  and  fly  thee, 

Shall  I,  too,  basely  turu  ? 
No ;  —  whatever  the  fires  that  try  thee. 

In  the  same  this  heart  shall  bum. 

Tho'  the  sea,  where  thou  embarkest, 

Offers  now  no  friendly  shore, 
Light  may  come  where  all  looks  darkest, 

Hope  hath  life,  when  life  seems  o'er. 
And,  of  those  past  ages  dreaming. 

When  glory  deck'd  thy  brow. 
Oft  I  fondly  think,  though  seeming 

So  fall'n  and  clouded  now. 
Thou  It  again  break  forth,  all  beaming,  — 

None  so  bright,  so  blest  as  thou ! 


SILENCE  IS  IN  OUB  FESTAL  HALLS.* 

SiLENOB  is  in  our  festal  halls,  — 

Sweet  Son  of  Song !  thy  course  is  o*er ; 

In  vain  on  thee  sad  Erin  calls, 

Her  minstrel's  voice  responds  no  more;— - 

•  It  is  hardly  neoessaiy,  perhaps,  to  inform  the  reader,  that 
tfieee  lines  are  meant  as  a  tribute  of  sincere  friendship  to  the 
nemory  of  an  old  and  valaed  coUeagne  in  this  work,  Sir  John 
Utevenson. 
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Ml  silent  as  th'  EoKan  shell 

Sleeps  at  the  close  of  some  bright  day, 
Wlien  the  sweet  breeze,  that  waked  its  swell 

At  sunny  mom,  hath  died  awaj. 

Yet  at  our  feasts,  thj  spirit  long^ 

Awaked  by  music's  spell,  shall  rise ; 
For,  name  so  link'd  with  deathless  song 

Partakes  its  charm  and  never  dies : 
And  eVn  within  the  holy  fane. 

When  music  wafts  the  soul  to  heaveOy 
One  thought  to  him,  whose  earliest  strain 

Was  echoed  there,  shall  long  be  given. 

But,  where  is  now  the  cheerful  day, 

The  social  night,  when,  by  thy  side, 
He,  who  now  weaves  this  parting  lay, 

His  skiUess  voice  with  thine  allied ; 
And  sung  those  songs  whose  every  tone, 

When  bard  and  minstrel  long  have  pasly 
Shall  still,  in  sweetness  all  iheir  own, 

Embalm'd  by  fame,  undying  last 

Yes,  Erin,  thine  alone  the  fame, — 

Or,  if  thy  bard  have  shared  the  crown. 
From  thee  the  borrowed  glory  came. 

And  at  thy  feet  is  now  laid  down. 
Enough,  if  Freedom  still  inspire 

His  latest  song,  and  still  there  be, 
As  evening  closes  round  his  lyre. 

One  ray  upon  its  chords  from  thee. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


It  is  Cicero,  I  believe,  who  sajs  ^  naXsurA  ad  modoi 
ducimur;**  and  the  abundance  of  wild,  indigenous 
airs,  which  almost  every  country,  except  England, 
possesses,  sufficiently  proves  the  tmth  of  his  assertion. 
The  lovers  of  this  simple,  but  interesting  kind  of 
music,  are  here  presented  with  the  first  number  of  a 
collection,  which,  I  trust,  their  contributions  will 
enable  us  to  continue.  A  pretty  air  without  words 
resembles  one  of  those  half  creatures  of  Plato,  which 
are  described  as  wandering  in  search  of  the  remain- 
der of  themselves  through  the  world.  To  supply 
this  other  half,  by  uniting  with  congenial  words  the 
many  fugitive  melodies  which  have  hitherto  had 
none,  —  or  only  such  as  are  unintelligible  to  the 
generality  of  their  hearers,  —  is  the  object  and  ambi- 
tion of  the  present  work.  Neither  is  it  our  intention 
to  confine  ourselves  to  what  are  strictly  called  National 
Melodies,  but,  wherever  we  meet  with  any  wandering 
and  beautifiil  air,  to  which  poetry  has  not  yet  assigned 
a  worthy  home,  we  shall  venture  to  claim  it  as  an 
tttray  swan,  and  enrich  our  humble  SQppocrene  witli 
its  song. 

T.  M. 
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A  TEMPLE   TO  FRIENDSHIP.* 

(SPANISH  AIR.) 

*  A  Temple  to  FrieDdship,"  said  Laura,  enchanted 

"  111  build  in  this  garden, — the  thought  is  divine !  ' 
Her  temple  was  built,  and  she  now  only  wanted 

An  image  of  Friendship  to  place  on  the  shrine. 
She  flew  to  a  sculptor,  who  set  down  before  her 

A  Friendship,  the  fairest  his  art  could  invent ; 
But  so  cold  and  so  dull,  that  the  youthful  adorer 

Saw  plainly  this  was  not  the  idol  she  meant. 
•*  Oh  I  never,"  she  cried,  "  could  I  think  of  enshrin- 
ing 

^An  image,  whose    looks  are   so  joyless  and 
dim; — 
•*  But  yon  little  god,  upon  roses  reclining, 

"We'll  make,  if  you  please.  Sir,  a  Friendship  of 
him." 
80  the  bargain  was  struck ;  with  the  little  god  ladec 

She  joyAilly  flew  to  her  shrine  in  the  grove : 

*  The  thought  is  taken  from  a  song  by  Le  Prienr,  called  **  La 
«t«.tae  de  r  Amiti^/' 
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*  Farewell,"  said  the  sculptor,  **7ou're  not  the  flrsfc 
maiden 
**Who  came  but  for  Friendship  and  took  away 
Love." 


FLOW  ON,  THOU  SHINING  RIVER. 

(FOBTUOUB8B  AIB.) 

Flow  on,  thou  shining  river ; 

But,  ere  thou  reach  the  sea. 
Seek  Ella's  bower,  and  give  her 

The  wreaths  I  fling  o'er  thee. 
And  tell  her  thus,  if  she'll  be  mine, 

The  current  of  our  lives  shall  be. 
With  joys  along  their  course  to  shine. 

Like  those  sweet  flowers  on  thee. 

But  if,  in  wandering  thither, 

Thou  find'st  she  mocks  mj  prayer. 
Then  leave  those  wreaths  to  wither 

Upon  the  cold  bank  there ; 
And  tell  her  thus,  when  youth  is  o'er, 

Her  lone  and  loveless  charms  shall  be 
Thrown  by  upon  life's  weedy  shore, 

Like  those  sweet  flowers  from  thee. 
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ALL  THAT'S  BRIGHT  MUST  FADR 

(iNDIAir  AOU/ 

AxL  that's  bright  most  fade,^ 

The  brightest  still  the  fleetest; 
All  that's  sweet  was  made, 

But  to  be  lost  when  sweetest 
Stars  that  shine  and  fall ;  — 

The  flower  that  drops  in  springing  ;<^    * 
These,  alas !  are  types  of  all 

To  which  our  hearts  are  clinging. 
AJl  that's  bright  must  fade, — 

The  brightest  still  the  fleetest ; 
All  that's  sweet  was  made 

But  to  be  lost  when  sweetest ! 

Who  would  seek  or  prize 

Delights  that  end  in  aching? 
Who  would  trust  to  ties 

That  every  hour  are  breaking? 
Better  far  to  be 

In  utter  darkness  lying, 
Than  to  be  bless'd  with  light  and  see 

That  light  for  ever  flying. 
All  that's  bright  must  fade,  — 

The  brightest  still  the  fleetest ; 
All  that's  sweet  was  made 

But  to  be  lost  when  sweetest  1 
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SO  WARMLY  WB  MBT. 

(mmOABIAV  AXBU) 

So  warmly  we  met  and  so  fondly  we  parted, 

That  which  was  the  sweeter  ev'n  I  could  not 
tell,— 
That  first  look  of  welcome  her  sunny  eyes  darted, 

Or  that  tear  of  passion,  whidi  bless'd  owr  farewelL 
JTo  meet  was  a  heaven,  and  to  part  thus  another,  — 

Our  joy  and  our  sorrow  seem'd  rivals  m  bHss ; 
Oh  1  Cupid's  two  eyes  are  not  liker  each  other 

In  smiles  and  in  tearSj  than  that  mom^it  to  this. 

The   first  was  like  daybreak,  new,  sudden,  deli- 
cious,— 
The  dawn  of  a  pleasure  scarce  kindled  up  yet ; 
The  last  like  the  farewell  of  daylight,  more  precious, 

More  glowing  and  deep,  as  'tis  nearer  its  set 
Our  meeting,  though  happy,  was  tinged  by  a  sorrow 

To  think  that  sudi  happiness  could  not  remain ; 
While  our  parting,  though  sad,  gave  a  hope  that 
to-morrow 
Would  bring  back  the  bless'd  hour  of  meetiiig 
again. 
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THOSE  EVENING  BELLS. 

(AIB. — THE  BBLL8  OF  ST.  PBTBBSBXmOH.) 

Those  evening  bells  I  ihoae  evening  belli ! 
How  many  a  tale  their  music  tells, 
Of  youth,  and  home,  and  that  sweet  tune. 
When  last  I  heard  their  soothing  chime. 

Those  joyous  hours  are  past  away ;  ^ 

And  many  a  heart,  that  then  was  gay, 
Within  the  tomb  now  darkly  dwells, 
And  hears  no  more  those  evening  bells* 

And  so  't  wiU  be  when  I  am  gone ; 
That  tuneful  peal  will  still  ring  on. 
While  other  bards  shall  walk  these  dells, 
And  sing  your  praise,  sweet  evening  belli . 

SHOULD  THOSE  FOND  HOPES. 

(POBTUGUESB  AIB.) 

8tf  OULD  those  fond  hopes  e'er  forsake  thee,* 
Which  now  so  sweetly  thy  hear*  employ ; 

•  This  if  one  of  the  many  instances  among  my  lyrical  poeni% 
—though  the  above,  it  must  be  owned,  is  an  extreme  oaee,— 
where  the  metre  has  been  necessarily  sacrificed  to  the  stmotiiii 
•f  the  air. 
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Should  the  cold  world  come  to  wake  thee 
From  all  thy  visions  of  youth  and  joy ; 

Should  the  gay  friends,  for  whom  thou  would's^ 
banish 
Him  who  once  thought  thy  young  heart  his  own. 

All,  like  spring  birds,  falsely  vanish. 
And  leave  thy  winter  unheeded  and  lone ;  — 

Oh  I  'tis  then  that  he  thou  hast  slighted 

Would  come  to  cheer  thee,  when  all  seem'd  o'er 
^hen  the  truant,  lost  and  blighted. 

Would  to  his  bosom  be  taken  once  more. 
Like  that  dear  bird  we  both  can  remember, 

Who  left  us  while  summer  shone  round, 
But,  when  chilFd  by  bleak  December, 

On  our  threshold  a  welcome  stiU  found. 


REASON,  FOLLY,  AND  BEAUTY. 

(iTAIilAN  AIB.) 

Bbason,  and  Folly,  and  Beauty,  they  say, 
Went  on  a  party  of  pleasure  one  day  : 

Folly  pla/d 

Around  the  maid,    • 
The  bells  of  his  cap  rung  merrily  out ; 

While  Reason  took 

To  his  sermon-book  — 
Oh !  which  was  the  pleasanter  no  one  need  doubt 
Whi  ch  was  the  pleasanter  no  one  need  doubt 
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Beauty,  who  likes  to  be  thought  very  sage, 
Tom'd  for  a  moment  to  Beason's  dull  page, 

Till  Folly  said, 

•*  Look  here,  sweet  maid  I "  — 
The  sight  of  his  cap  brought  her  back  to  herself 

While  Reason  read 

His  leaves  of  lead. 
With  no  one  to  mind  him,  poor  sensible  elf! 
No, —  no  one  to  mind  him,  poor  sensible  elf  I 

Then  Reason  grew  jealous  of  Folly's  gay  cap ; 
Had  he  that  on,  he  her  heart  might  entrap  — 

«  There  it  is," 

Quoth  Folly,  «  old  quiz  I  ** 
(Folly  was  always  good-natured,  'tis  said,) 

**  Under  the  sun 

"  There's  no  such  fun, 
^  As  Reason  with  my  cap  and  bells  on  his  head, 
'^  Reason  with  my  cap  and  bells  on  his  head  I " 

But  Reason  the  head-dress  so  awkwardly  wore, 
That  Beauty  now  liked  him  still  less  than  before 

While  Folly  took 

Old  Reason's  book, 
And  twisted  the  leaves  in  a  cap  of  such  tonj 

That  Beauty  vow'd 

(Though  not  aloud). 
She  liked  him  still  better  in  that  than  his  own, 
Ves,  —  liked  him  still  better  in  that  than  his  own 
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FARE  TUSE  WELL,  THOU  LOVELY  OIIEI 

(nOIIitAH  AIB.) 

Fabb  thee  well,  thou  lovelj  one  I 

Loyely  still,  but  dear  no  more ; 
Q1109  his  soul  of  truth  is  gone. 

Love's  ^weet  life  is  o'er. 
Thy  words,  whate'er  their  flatt'ring  spell, 

Could  scarce  have  thus  deceive ; 
But  eyes  that  acted  truth  so  well 

Were  sure  to  be  believed. 
Then,  &re  thee  well,  thou  lovely  one  I 

Lovely  still,  but  dear  no  more ; 
Once  his  soul  of  truth  is  gone, 

Love's  sweet  life  is  o'er. 

Tet  those  eyes  look  const^uit  still. 

True  as  stars  they  keep  their  light ; 
Still  those  cheeks  their  pledge  fulfil 

Of  blu^iing  always  bright. 
'Tis  only  on  my  changeful  heart 

The  blame  of  falsehood  lies ; 
I^ove  lives  in  every  other  part, 

And  there,  alas  I  he  dies. 
Then,  fare  thee  well,  thou  lovely  one  I 

Lovely  still,  but  dear  no  more, 
Once  his  soul  of  truth  is  gone, 

Love's  sweet  life  is  o'er. 
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DOST  THOU  REMEMBEB. 

(POBTUOUKSB  AIB.) 

Dost  thou  remem]ber  that  place  so  lonelj, 
A  place  for  lovers,  and  lovers  only, 

Where  first  I  told  thee  all  my  secret  sighs  ? 
When,  as  the  moonbeam,  diat  trembled  o*er  thee, 
niumed  thy  blushes,  I  knelt  before  thee, 

And  read  my  hope's  sweet  triumph  in  those  eyes? 
Then,  then,  while  closely  heart  was  drawn  to  heart. 
Love  bound  us  —  never,  never  more  to  part  I 

And  when  I  call'd  thee  by  names  the  dearest  * 
That  love  could  fancy,  the  fondest,  nearest,* — 

"  My  life,  my  only  life  I**  among  the  rest; 
In  those  sweet  accents  that  still  inthral  me. 
Thou  saidst,  ^  Ah !  wherefore  thy  life  thus  call  me  ? 

" Thy  soul,  thy  soul's  the  name  that  I  love  best ; 
"  For  life  soon  passes,  —  but  how  bless*d  to  be 
^  That  Soul  which  never,  never  parts  from  thee  I " 

^  The  Ihoa^  In  this  T«nt  to  boROwed  lh»i  flM  origliMl 
Portuguese  words. 

14 


Digitized 


by  Google 


tlO  ITATIOVAL  AIBS. 


OH,  COMB  TO  MB  WHBN  DAYUGHT  SBTS. 

(ynBTIAV  AIB.) 

Oh,  come  to  me  when  daylight  sets ; 

Sweet !  then  come  to  me, 
When  smoothly  go  oar  gondolets 

O'er  the  moonlight  sea. 
When  Mirth's  awake,  and  Love  h^ios. 

Beneath  that  glancing  ray, 
With  sound  of  lutes  and  mandolins. 

To  steal  young  hearts  away. 
Then,  come  to  me  when  daylight  sets; 

Sweet !  then  come  to  me. 
When  smoothly  go  our  gondolets 

O'er  the  moonlight  sea. 

Oh,  then's  the  hour  for  those  who  love. 

Sweet!  like  thee  and  me ; 
When  all's  so  calm  helow,  ahove, 

In  Heav'n  and  o'er  the  sea. 
When  maidens  sing  sweet  barcarolles,* 

And  Echo  sings  again 
So  sweet,  that  all  with  ears  and  souk 

Should  love  and  listen  then. 

*  Butsaiolles,  sorte  de  ohansona  en  langnA  V^nitieniM,  qiM 
ihrnntent  las  gondoliers  k  Yeidse,  ^  Bouueam,  Dictimmaire  ^ 
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80)  oome  to  me  when  daylight  sets ; 

Sweet  I  then  come  to  me, 
When  smoothly  go  our  gondolets 

O'er  the  moonlight  sea. 


OFT,  IN  THE  STILLY  NIGHT. 

(SOOTOH  AHL) 

Oft,  in  the  stilly  night, 

Ere  Slumber's  chain  has  bound  me^ 
Fond  Memory  brings  the  light 
Of  other  days  around  me ; 
The  smiles,  the  tears. 
Of  boyhood's  years, 
The  words  of  love  then  spoken ; 
The  eyes  that  shone, 
Now  dimm'd  and  gone. 
The  cheerful  hearts  now  broken  I 
Thus,  in  the  stilly  night. 

Ere  Slumber's  chain  has  bound  me^ 
Sad  Memory  brings  the  light 
Of  other  days  around  me. 

When  I  remember  all 

The  friends,  so  link'd  together, 
I've  seen  around  me  &11, 

Like  leaves  in  wintry  weather; 
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I  feel  like  one, 

Who  treads  akme 
Some  baaquet-hall  deserted. 

Whose  lights  are  fled, 

Whose  garlands  dead, 
And  all  but  he  departed  I 
Thus,  in  the  stilly  night, 

Ere  Slumber's  chain  has  bound  me, 
Sad  Memory  brings  the  light 
Of  other  days  around  me. 


BABKl   THE  VESPER  HYMN  IS  8TBALIN0. 

IB.) 


Hark  !  the  vesper  hymn  is  stealing 

O'er  the  watera  soft  and  clear ; 
Nearer  yet  and  nearer  pealing, 
And  now  bursts  upon  the  ear: 
Jubilate,  Amen. 
Farther  now,  now  farther  stealings 
Soft  it  &des  upon  the  ear : 
Jubilate,  Amen. 

Now,  like  moonlight  waves  retreating 
To  the  shore,  it  dies  along ; 

Now,  like  angry  surges  meeting. 
Breaks  the  mingled  tide  of  song: 
Jubilate,  Amen. 
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Hush  I  again,  like  waves,  relareatiiig 
To  the  shore,  it  dies  along: 
Jubilate,  Amen* 


LOVS  AND  HOPB. 

(BWIB8  AXBU) 

At  mom,  beside  yon  summer  sea. 
Young  Hope  and  Love  reclined ; 

But  scarce  had  noon-tide  come,  when  he 

Into  his  bark  leap'd  smilingly, 
And  left  poor  Hope  behind. 

**  I  go,"  said  Love,  "  to  sail  awhile 

*^  Across  this  sunny  main ; " 
And  then  so  sweet  his  parting  smile, 
That  Hope,  who  never  dreamt  of  guile^ 

Believed  he'd  come  again* 

She  lingered  there  tall  evening's  beam 

Along  the  waters  lay ; 
And  o'er  Hie  sands,  in  thoughtful  dream* 
Oft  traced  his  name,  which  still  the  stream 

As  <^n  wash'd  away. 

At  length  a  sail  appears  m  eight, 

And  toVrd  the  maiden  moves  I 
*Tis  Wealth  that  ccunes,  and  gay  and  brighli 
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His  golden  bark  reflects  the  light. 
But  ah !  it  is  not  Love's. 

Another  sail — 'twas  Friendship  show'd 
Her  nightrlamp  o'er  the  sea ; 

And  cakn  the  light  that  lamp  bestoVd ; 

But  Ix>ye  had  lights  that  warmer  glow'd, 
And  where,  alas  1  was  he  ? 

Now  fast  around  the  sea  and  shore 

Night  threw  her  darkling  chain ; 
The  sunnj  sails  were  seen  no  more, 
Hope's  morning  dreams  of  bliss  were  o'er,- 
Love  never  came  again  1 


THERE  COMES  A  TIME. 

(OEBMAN  AHU) 

There  comes  a  time,  a  dreary  time. 

To  him  whose  heart  hath  flown 
O'er  all  the  fields  of  youth's  sweet  prime. 

And  made  each  flower  its  own. 
'Tis  when  his  soul  must  first  renounce 

Those  dreams  sc  bright,  so  fond ; 
Oh !  then's  the  time  to  die  at  once, 

For  life  has  nought  beyond. 

When  sets  the  sun  on  Afiic's  shore, 
That  instant  all  is  night ; 
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And  80  should  life  at  once  be  o'er, 
When  Love  withdraws  his  light;— 

Nor,  like  our  northern  day,  gleam  on 
Through  twilight's  dim  delay, 

The  cold  remains  of  lustre  gone. 
Of  fire  long  pass'd  away* 


MT  HASP  HA8  ONE  UNCHANGING  THEME. 

(BWKDI8B  AIB.) 

Mt  harp  has  one  unchanging  theme, 

One  strain  that  still  comes  o'er 
Its  languid  chord,  as  'twere  a  dream 

Of  joy  that's  now  no  more. 
In  vain  I  try,  with  livelier  air. 

To  wake  the  breathing  string; 
That  voice  of  other  times  is  there, 

And  saddens  all  I  sing. 

Breathe  on,  breathe  on,  thou  languid  strain, 

Henceforth  be  all  my  own ; 
Though  thou  art  oft  so  tall  of  pain 

Few  hearts  can  bear  thy  tone. 
Tet  oft  thou'rt  sweet,  as  if  the  sigh, 

The  breath  that  Pleasure's  wings 
Gave  out  when  last  they  wanton'd  by. 

Were  still  upon  thy  strings. 
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OH,  NO— NOT  EVK  WHEN  FIBST  WE  LOTBD 

Oh,  no — not  ev'n  when  first  we  loyed, 

Wert  thou  as  dear  as  now  thou  art ; 
Thy  beauty  then  mj  senses  moved, 

But  now  thy  virtues  bmd  my  hearU 
What  was  but  Passion's  sigh  before, 

Has  since  been  tum'd  to  Reason's  vow ; 
And,  though  I  then  might  love  thee  movt^ 

Trust  me,  I  love  thee  heOtir  now. 

Although  my  heart  in  earlier  youth 

Might  kindle  with  more  wild  desire^ 
Believe  me,  it  has  gain'd  in  truth 

Much  more  than  it  has  lost  in  fire« 
The  flame  now  warms  my  inmost  oote^ 

That  then  but  spaiUed  o'er  my  brow, 
And,  though  I  seem'd  to  love  thee  more» 

Tet,  oh,  I  love  thee  better  now. 


FBACB  BE  ABOUND  THEB. 
(BOOVOll  An.) 

Pbaob  be  around  thee,  wherever  thoa  lov^ili 
May  life  be  for  thee  one  summer's  d^y» 
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And  all  that  thod  wkhest,  and  all  that  thou  lov'st^ 
Come  smiling  arotind  thy  sminj  way ! 

If  sorrow  e'er  this  cahn  should  break, 
May  even  thy  tears  pass  off  so  lightly^ 

Like  spring-showers,  they^  only  make 
The  smiles  that  follow  shine  more  brightly. 

May  Time,  who  sheds  his  blight  o'er  all, 

And  di^y  dooms  some  joy  to  death, 
O'er  thee  let  years  so  gently  fall, 

They  shall  not  orosh  one  flower  beneath. 
As  half  m  shade  and  half  in  sun 

This  world  along  its  path  advances, 
May  that  side  the  sun's  upon 

Be  all  that  e'er  shall  meet  thy  glances  I 


OOlfMON  8BNSB  AND  GENIUS. 

(FSBIIOH  AIB.) 

Whils  I  touch  the  string, 

Wreathe  my  brows  with  laur^ 
For  the  tale  I  sing 

Has,  for  once,  a  moral. 
Common  Sense,  one  night. 

Though  not  used  to  gambols. 
Went  out  by  moonlight. 

With  Gknius,  on  his  ramblea. 
While  I  touch  the  string,  ete. 
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Common  Sense  went  on. 

Many  wise  things  saying; 
WhUe  the  light  that  shone 

Soon  set  Genius  straying. 
One  his  eye  ne'er  raised 

From  the  path  before  him ; 
Tother  idly  gazed 

On  each  night-cloud  o'er  him. 
While  I  touch  the  string,  ele» 

So  they  came,  at  last, 

To  a  shady  river ; 
Common  Sense  soon  pass'd, 

Safe,  as  he  doth  ever ; 
While  the  boy,  whose  look 

Was  in  Heaven  that  minute, 
Never  saw  the  brook, 

But  tumbled  headlong  in  it  I 

While  I  touch  the  string,  eto. 

How  the  Wise  One  smiled, 

When  safe  o'er  the  torrenti 
At  that  youth,  so  wild. 

Dripping  from  the  current ! 
Sense  went  home  to  bed ; 

Genius,  left  to  shiver 
On  the  bank,  'tis  said, 

IXed  of  that  cold  river  I 

While  I  touch  the  string,  eto. 
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THEN,  FABB  THEE  WELL. 
(old  smgush  ahl) 

Then,  fare  thee  well,  my  own  dear  love. 

This  world  has  now  for  us 
No  greater  grief,  no  pain  above 

The  pun  of  parting  thus. 
Dear  love  I 

The  pain  of  parting  thus. 

Had  we  but  known,  since  first  we  met. 
Some  few  short  hours  of  bliss, 

We  might,  in  numbering  them,  forget 
The  deep,  deep  pain  of  this. 

Dear  love  I 
The  deep,  deep  pain  of  this. 

But  no,  alas,  we've  never  seen 
One  glimpse  of  pleasure's  ray. 

But  still  there  came  some  cloud  betweeOi 
And  chased  it  all  away, 

Dear  love  1 
And  chased  it  all  away. 

Yet,  ev'n  could  those  sad  moments  last. 

Far  dearer  to  my  heart 
Were  hours  of  grief,  together  past^ 

Than  years  of  mirth  apart. 
Dear  love ! 

Than  years  of  mirth  apart 
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Farewell !  our  hope  was  bom  in  fearsi 
And  nursed  'mid  vain  regrets ; 

Like  winter  suns,  it  rose  in  tears, 
Like  them  in  tears  it  sets, 

Dear  love ! 
Like  them  in  tears  it  sets. 


QAILY  SOUNDS  THE  CASTAOTST. 
(maltbsb  aib.) 

Gailt  sounds  the  castanet, 

Beating  time  to  bounding  feet, 
When,  after  daylight's  golden  set, 

Maids  and  youths  by  moonlight  meet. 
Oh,  then,  how  sweet  to  move 

Through  all  that  maze  of  mirth, 
Led  by  light  from  eyes  we  love 

Beyond  all  eyes  on  earth. 

Then,  the  joyous  banquet  spread 

On  the  cool  and  fragrant  ground, 
With  heav'n's  bright  sparklers  overhead 

And  still  brighter  sparkling  round. 
Oh,  then,  how  sweet  to  say 

Lito  some  loved  one's  ear. 
Thoughts  reserved  through  many  a  day 

To  be  thus  whisper'd  here. 

When  the  dance  and  feast  are  done. 
Arm  in  arm  at  home  we  stray, 
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How  sweet  to  see  the  dawning  su.l 
O'er  her  cheek's  warm  blushes  play  I 

Then,  too,  the  farewell  kiss  — - 
The  words,  whose  parting  tone 

Lingers  still  in  dreams  of  bliss, 
That  hamit  young  hearts  alone. 


LOVB  IS  A  HUNTEB-BOT. 
(lahgvxdooiah  aib.) 

LoYB  is  a  hunter-boy. 

Who  makes  young  hearts  his  prey  | 
And,  in  his  nets  of  joy. 

Ensnares  them  night  and  day. 
In  vain  conceal'd  they  lie  — 

Love  tracks  them  every  where; 
In  vain  aloft  they  fly  — 

Love  shoots  them  flying  there. 

But  'tis  his  joy  most  sweet. 

At  early  dawn  to  trace 
The  print  of  Beauty's  feet, 

And  give  the  trembler  chase. 
And  i^  through  virgin  snow 

He  tracks  her  footsteps  fair. 
How  sweet  for  Love  to  know 

None  went  before  him  theieb 
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COBCB,  CHASB  THAT  STABTINQ  TBAB  AWAT. 

(FBBHOB  AIB.) 

CoMS,  chase  that  starting  tear  away, 

Ere  mme  to  meet  it  springs ; 
To-nighty  at  least,  to-night  be  gay, 

Whatever  to-morrow  brings. 
Like  son-set  gleams,  that  linger  late 

When  all  is  dark'ning  fast, 
Are  hours  like  these  we  snatch  from  Fate— 

The  brightest,  and  the  last. 

Then,  chase  that  starting  tear,  etc 

To  gild  the  deepening  gloom,  if  Heayen 

But  one  bright  hour  allow, 
Oh,  think  that  one  bright  hour  is  given, 

In  all  its  splendour,  now. 
Let's  live  it  out  —  then  sink  in  night, 

Like  waves  that  from  the  shore 
One  minute  swell,  are  touch'd  with  light, 

Then  lost  for  evermore  I 

Come,  chase  that  starting  tear,  eta 
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JOYS  OP  YOUTH,  HOW  FLEETINOI 

(POBTUGUX8B  AIB.) 

Whisp'bxngs,  heard  by  wakefiil  maidSy 

To  whom  the  night-stars  guide  us ; 
Stolen  walks  through  moonlight  shades. 
With  those  we  love  beside  us, 
Hearts  beating. 
At  meeting ; 
Tears  starting, 
At  parting ; 
Oh,  sweet  youth,  how  soon  it  &de8 1 
Sweet  joys  of  youth,  how  fleeting! 

Wand'rings  far  away  from  home, 

With  life  all  new  before  us  ; 
Greetings  warm,  when  home  we  oome, 
From  hearts  whose  prayers  watch'd  o'er  i 
Tears  starting^ 
At  parting ; 
Hearts  beating, 
At  meeting ; 
Oh,  sweet  youth,  how  lost  on  some  I 
To  some,  how  bright  and  fleeting! 
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HEAB  USS  BUT  ONCB. 
(ntBHOH  An.) 

Hbab  me  but  onoe,  while  o'er  the  grav^ 
In  which  our  Love  lies  cold  and  dead, 

I  count  each  flatt'ring  hope  he  gave 
Of  joys,  now  lost,  and  charms  now  fled. 

Who  could  have  thought  the  smile  he  wore. 
When  first  we  met,  would  fade  away? 

Or  that  a  chill  would  e'er  come  o^er 

Those  eyes  so  bright  through  many  a  day? 
Hear  me  but  once,  etc 


WHEN  LOVE  WAS  A  CHILD. 

(SWXDIgH  A.UL) 

Whbn  Loye  was  a  child,  and  went  idling  round, 
^ong  flowers,  the  whole  summer's  day, 

One  mom  in  the  valley  a  bower  he  found, 
So  sweet,  it  allured  him  to  stay. 

O'erhead,  from  the  trees,  hung  a  garland  £ur, 
A  fountain  ran  darkly  beneath ;  — 

T  was  Pleasure  that  hung  up  the  flow'rets  there  i 
Loye  knew  it,  and  jump'd  at  the  wreath. 


Digitized 


by  Google 


NATIONAL    AIBS.  22(f 

But  Love  did'nt  know  —  and^  at  his  weak  years, 

What  urchin  was  likely  to  know  ?  — 
That  Sorrow  had  made  of  her  own  salt  tears 

The  fountain  that  murmur'd  below. 

He  caught  at  the  wreath  —  but  with  too  much  haste. 

As  boys  when  impatient  will  do  — 
It  fell  in  those  waters  of  briny  taste, 

And  the  flowers  were  all  wet  through. 

This  garland  he  now  weai*s  night  and  day ; 

And,  though  it  all  sunny  appears 
With  Pleasure's  own  light,  each  leaf,  they  say, 

Still  tastes  of  the  Fountain  of  Tears. 


BAY,  WHAT  SHALL  BE  OUR  SPORT  TO-DAT! 

(SICILIAN  AIB.) 

Sat,  what  shall  be  our  sport  to-day  ? 

There 's  nothing  on  earth,  in  sea,  or  air, 
Too  bright,  too  high,  too  wild,  too  gay 

For  spirits  like  mine  to  dare  I 
*T  is  like  the  returning  bloom 

Of  those  days,  alas,  gone  by. 
When  I  loved,  each  hour — I  scarce  knew  whom -4 

And  was  bless'd  —  I  scarce  knew  why. 

Ay  —  those  were  days  when  life  had  wings, 
And  flew,  oh,  flew  so  wild  a  height, 
15 
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That,  like  the  lark  which  sunward  springi^ 
'T  was  giddj  with  too  much  light. 

Andy  though  of  some  plumes  bereft, 
With  that  sun,  too,  nearlj  set, 

I  Ve  enough  of  light  and  wing  still  left 
For  a  few  gaj  soarings  yet. 


BRIGHT  BE  THY  DREAMS. 
(welsh  aib.) 

Bright  be  thy  dreams  —  may  all  thy  weeping 
Turn  into  smiles  while  thou  art  sleeping. 
May  those  by  death  or  seas  removed, 
The  friends,  who  in  thy  spring-time  knew  thee 

All,  thou  hast  ever  prized  or  lovod, 
In  dreams  come  smiling  to  thee  ! 

There  may  the  child,  whose  love  lay  deepesti 
Dearest  of  all,  come  while  thou  sleepest ; 
Still  as  she  was  —  no  charm  forgot  — 
No  lustre  lost  that  life  had  given ; 

Or,  if  changed,  but  changed  to  what 
Thoult  find  her  yet  in  Heaven  I 
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GO,  THBN  — 'TIS  VAIN. 

(SXCUJAK  AIB.; 

Go,  then  —  'tis  vain  to  hover 

Thus  round  a  hope  that* s  dead ; 
At  length  my  dream  is  oyer ; 

T  was  sweet  —  't  was  false  —  'tis  fled  I 
Farewell !  since  nought  it  moves  thee, 

Such  truth  as  mine  to  see  — 
Some  one,  who  far  less  loves  thee. 

Perhaps  more  bless'd  will  be. 

Farewell,  sweet  eyes,  whose  brightness 

New  life  around  me  shed ; 
Farewell,  false  heart,  whose  lightness 

Now  leaves  me  death  instead. 
Gro,  now,  those  charms  surrender 

To  some  new  lover's  sigh  — 
One  who,  though  far  less  tender, 

May  be  more  bless'd  than  I. 

THE   CRTSTAL-HTJNTEBS. 

(8WI88  AIB.) 

O'er  mountains  bright 
With  snow  and  light, 
We  Crystal-Hunters  speed  along ; 
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While  rocks  and  caves. 

And  icy  waves, 
Each  instant  echo  to  oar  song ; 
Andy  when  we  meet  with  store  of  genm. 
We  grudge  not  kings  their  diadems. 

O'er  mountains  bright 

With  snow  and  light, 
We  Crystal-Hunters  speed  along; 

While  grots  and  caves, 

And  icy  waves, 
Each  instant  echo  to  our  song. 

Not  half  so  ofl  the  lover  dreams 
Of  sparkles  from  his  lady's  eyes, 

As  we  of  those  refreshing  gleams 
That  tell  where  deep  the  crystal  lies; 

Though,  next  to  crystal,  we  too  grant. 

That  ladies'  eyes  may  most  enchant 
O'er  mountains  bright,  etc 

Sometimes,  when  on  the  Alpine  rose 

The  golden  sunset  leaves  its  ray, 
60  like  a  gem  the  flow'ret  glows. 

We  thither  bend  our  headlong  way ; 
And,  though  we  find  no  treasure  there^ 
We  bless  the  rose  that  shines  so  fair. 
O'er  mountains  bright 
With  snow  and  light. 
We  Crystal-Hunters  speed  along ; 
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While  rocks  and  caves, 
And  icy  waves, 
Each  instant  echo  to  our  song. 


BOW  GENTLY  HERB. 

(VXNBTIAK  AIB.) 

Row  gently  here, 

My  gondolier, 
So  softly  wake  the  tide. 

That  not  an  ear, 

On  earth,  may  hear, 
But  hers  to  whom  we  glide. 
Had  Heaven  hut  tongues  to  speak,  as  well 

As  starry  eyes  to  see, 
Oh,  think  what  tales  'twould  have  to  tell 
Of  wandVing  youths  like  me  I 

Now  rest  thee  here, 

My  gondolier ; 
Hush,  hush,  for  up  I  go. 

To  climh  yon  light 

Balcony's  height. 
While  thou  keep'st  watch  below. 
Ah !  did  we  take  for  Heaven  above 

But  half  Buch  pains  as  we 
Take  day  and  night,  for  woman's  love, 
What  Angels  we  should  be  I 
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OH,  DAYS  OF  YOUTH. 
(rBXNCH  ahl) 

Qh,  days  of  jouth  and  joy,  long  clouded. 

Why  thus  for  ever  haunt  my  view  ? 
When  in  the  grave  your  light  lay  shrouded. 

Why  did  not  Memory  die  there  too  ? 
Vainly  doth  Hope  her  strain  now  sing  me. 

Telling  of  joys  that  yet  remain  — 
No,  never  more  can  this  life  bring  me 

One  joy  that  equals  youth's  sweet  pain. 

Dim  lies  the  way  to  death  before  me, 

Cold  winds  of  Time  blow  round  my  brow ; 
Sunshine  of  youth !  that  once  fell  o'er  me, 

Where  is  your  warmth,  your  glory  now? 
*T%s  not  that  then  no  pain  could  sting  me ; 

'TIS  not  that  now  no  joys  remain  ; 
Oh,  His  that  life  no  more  can  bring  me 

One  joy  so  sweet  as  that  worst  pain. 


WHEN  FIRST  THAT  SMILE. 

(VBNBTIAir  AIB.) 

When  first  that  smile,  like  sunshine,  blesa'd  mj 
sight. 
Oh  what  a  vision  then  came  o*er  me  1 
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Long  years  of  love,  of  calm  and  pure  delighti 
Seem'd  in  that  smile  to  pass  before  me. 

Ne'er  did  the  peasant  dream  of  summer  skies. 
Of  golden,  fruit,  and  harvests  springing, 

With  fonder  hope  than  I  of  those  sweet  eyes, 
And  of  the  joy  their  light  was  bringing. 

Where  now  are  all  those  fondly -promised  hours  ? 

Ah !  woman's  faith  is  like  her  brightness  — 
Fading  as  fast  as  rainbows,  or  day-flowers, 

Or  aught  that's  known  for  grace  and  lightnesi. 
Short  as  the  Persian's  prayer,  at  close  of  day, 

Should  be  each  vow  of  Love's  repeating ; 
Quick  let  him  worship  Beauty's  precious  ray  — 

Even  while  he  kneels,  that  ray  is  fleeting  I 


PEACE  TO  THE   SLUMBEBEBSI 

(OATALONIAN  AIB.) 

Peace  to  the  slumberers  I 
They  lie  on  the  battle-plain, 

With  no  shroud  to  cover  them ; 
The  dew  and  the  summer  rain 

Are  all  that  weep  over  them. 

Peace  to  the  slumberers  I 

Vain  was  their  bravery  1  — 

The  fallen  oak  lies  where  it  lay. 
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Across  the  wintry  river ; 

But  brave  hearts,  onoe  swept  awaj. 
Are  gone,  alas !  for  ever. 

Vain  was  their  bravery  I 

Woe  to  the  conqueror  I 

Our  limbs  shall  lie  as  cold  as  theirs 
Of  whom  his  sword  bereft  us, 

Ere  we  forget  the  deep  arrears 
Of  vengeance  they  have  left  us  I 
Woe  to  the  conqueror ! 


WHEN  THOU  SHALT  WANDBB. 

(SICILIAN  AIB.) 

When  thou  shalt  wander  by  that  sweet  light 
We  used  to  gaze  on  so  many  an  eve, 

When  love  was  new  and  hope  was  bright, 
Ere  I  could  doubt  or  thou  deceive  — 

Oh,  then,  remembering  how  swift  went  by 

Those  hours  of  transport,  even  thou  may'st  sig^ 

Yes,  proud  one  I  even  thy  heart  may  own 
That  love  like  ours  was  far  too  sweet 

To  be,  like  summer  garments,  thrown 
Aside,  when  pass'd  the  summer's  heat ; 

And  wish  in  vain  to  know  again 

^ch  days,  such  nights,  as  bless'd  thee  then. 
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WHO'LL  BUY  MY  LOVE-KNOTS? 

(POBTUGinSSB  AHL) 

Htmen,  late,  his  love-knots  selling, 
Call'd  at  many  a  maiden's  dwelling: 
None  could  doubt,  who  saw  or  knew  theniy 
Hymen's  call  was  welcome  to  them. 

"  Who  '11  buy  my  love-knots  ? 

**  Who  11  buy  my  love-knots  ?  " 
Soon  as  that  sweet  cry  resounded, 
How  his  baskets  were  surrounded! 

Maids,  who  now  first  dreamt  of  trying 
These  gay  knots  of  Hymen's  tying ; 
Dames,  who  long  had  sat  to  watch  him 
Passing  by,  but  ne'er  could  catch  him ;  — 

**  Who'll  buy  my  love-knots? 

«  Who  '11  buy  my  love-knots  ?  "  — 
AU  at  that  sweet  cry  assembled ; 
Some  laugh'd,  some  blush'd,  and  some  trembled. 

^  Here  are  knots,"  said  Hymen,  taking 
Some  loose  flowers,  ^  of  Lovers  own  making; 
"  Here  are  gold  ones  —  you  may  trust  'em  *'  — 
(These,  of  course,  found  ready  custom). 

**  Come,  buy  my  love-knots  I 

**  Come,  buy  my  love-knots ! 
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^  Some  are  labelled  *  ELnots  to  tie  men  — 
"  Love  the  maker —  Bought  of  Hymen.' " 

Scarce  their  bargains  were  completed. 
When  the  nymphs  all  cried,  "We're  cheated! 
**  See  these  flowers  —  they're  drooping  sadly; 
**  This  gold-knot,  too,  ties  but  badly  — 

"  Who'd  buy  such  love-knots? 

"Who'd  buy  such  love-knots? 
"  Even  this  tie,  with  Love's  name  round  it  — * 
"  All  a  sham  —  He  never  bound  it." 

Love,  who  saw  the  whole  proceeding. 
Would  have  laugh'd,  but  for  good  breeding ; 
While  Old  Hymen,  who  was  used  to 
Cries  like  that  these  dames  gave  loose  to  — 

"  Take  back  our  love-knots  I 

"  Take  back  our  love-knots ! " 
Coolly  said,  "There's  no  returning 
*  Wares  on  Hymen's  hands  —  Gk)od  morning  I  * 


SEE,  THE  DAWN  FROM  HEAVEN. 

(to  AN  AIB  8UNO  AT  BOMB,  ON  0HBIST1CA8  BVX.) 

See,  the  dawn  from  Heaven  is  breaking 

O'er  our  sight, 
And  Earth,  from  sin  awaking, 

Haib  the  light  I 
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See  those  groups  of  angels,  winging 

From  the  realms  above, 
On  their  brows,  fix>m  Eden,  brining 

Wreaths  of  Hope  and  Love. 

Hark,  their  hymns  of  glory  pealing 

Through  the  air, 
To  mortal  ears  revealing 

Who  lies  there  I 
In  that  dwelling,  dark  and  lowly. 

Sleeps  the  Heavenly  Son, 
He,  whose  home's  above, — the  Holy, 

Ever  Holy  One  I 


NETS  AND  CAGES.* 

(SWEDISH  AIB.) 

Comb,  listen  to  my  story,  while 

Your  needle's  task  you  ply ; 
At  what  I  sing  some  maids  will  smile, 

While  some,  perhaps,  may  sigh* 
Though  Love's  the  theme,  and  Wisdom  blames 

Such  florid  songs  as  ours, 
Tet  Truth  sometimes,  like  eastern  dames, 

Can  speak  her  thoughts  by  flowers. 

*  Suggested  by  the  following  remark  of  Swift's:  **  The  rat- 
ion why  80  few  marriages  are  happy,  is  because  yonog  ladlsi 
fpend  their  time  in  making  nets,  not  in  making  cages." 
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Then  listen,  maids,  come  listen,  while 

Your  needle's  task  you  ply ; 
At  what  I  sing  there's  some  may  smiley 

While  some,  perhaps,  will  si^^ 

Toung  Cloe,  bent  on  catching  Loyea, 

Such  nets  had  leam'd  to  frame. 
That  none,  in  all  our  vales  and  groves, 

E'er  caught  so  much  small  game : 
But  gentle  Sue,  less  giv'n  to  roam, 

While  Cloe's  nets  were  taking 
Such  lots  of  Loves,  sat  still  at  home. 

One  little  Love-cage  making. 
Gome,  listen,  maids,  etc. 

Much  Cloe  laugh'd  at  Susan's  task ; 

But  mark  how  things  went  on : 
These  light-caught  Loves,  ere  you  could  ask 

Their  name  and  age,  were  gone  I 
So  weak  poor  Cloe's  nets  were  wove. 

That,  though  she  charm'd  into  them 
New  game  each  hour,  the  youngest  Love 

Was  able  to  break  through  them. 
Come,  listen,  maids,  etc 

Meanwhile,  young  Sue,  whose  cage  was  wrought 

Of  bars  too  strong  to  sever. 
One  Love  with  golden  pinions  caught, 

And  caged  him  there  for  ever; 
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instructing,  thereby,  all  ooquettes, 

Whate'er  their  looks  or  ages, 
That,  though  'tis  pleasant  weaving  Nets, 

Tis  wiser  to  make  Cages. 

Thus,  maidens,  thus  do  I  beguile 

The  task  your  fingers  ply.  — 
May  all  who  hear  like  Susan  smfle, 

And  not,  like  Cloe,  sigh ! 


WHEN  THROUGH  THE  PIAZZETTA. 

(YENXTUJI  AIB.) 

When  through  the  Piazzetta 

Night  breathes  her  cool  air, 
Then,  dearest  Ninetta, 

111  come  to  thee  there. 
Beneath  thy  mask  shrouded, 

I'll  know  thee  afar. 
As  Love  knows,  though  douded) 

His  own  Evening  Star. 

In  garb,  then,  resembling 

Some  gay  gondolier, 
I'll  whisper  thee,  trembling, 

"  Our  bark,  love,  is  near: 
*  Now,  now,  while  there  hover 

"Those  douds  o'er  the  moon, 
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*"Twai  waft  thee  safe  over 
"  Yon  silent  Lagoon." 


GO,  NOW,  AND  DREAM. 

(SICILIAN    AHL) 

Go,  now,  and  dream  o'er  that  joy  in  thy  slmnber— 
Moments  so  sweet  again  ne'er  shalt  thou  number. 
Of  Pain's  bitter  draught  the  flavour  ne'er  flies, 
While  Pleasure's  scarce  touches  the  lip  ere  it  dies. 
Go,  then,  and  dream,  etc 

That  moon,  which  hung  o'er  your  parting,  so  spleof 

did, 
Often  will  shine  again,  bright  as  she  then  did  — - 
But,  never  more  will  the  beam  she  saw  bum 
In  those  happy  eyes,  at  your  meeting,  return. 
Go,  then,  and  dream,  etc 


TAKE  HENCE   THE  BOWL. 

(NEAPOLITAM  AIB.) 

Take  hence  the  bowl ;  —  though  beaming 

Brightly  as  bowl  e'er  shone, 
Oh,  it  but  sets  me  dreaming 

Of  happy  days  now  gone 
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There,  in  its  clear  reflection^ 

As  in  a  wizard's  glass, 
Lost  hopes  and  dead  affection^ 

Like  shades,  before  me  pass. 

Each  cup  I  drain  brings  hither 

Some  scene  of  bliss  gone  by  ;  — 
Bright  lips,  too  bright  to  wither, 

Warm  hearts,  too  warm  to  die. 
Till,  as  the  dream  comes  o'er  me 

Of  those  long  vanish'd  years, 
Alas,  the  wine  before  me 

Seems  turning  all  to  tears ! 


FAREWELL,  THERESA  1 

(VENETIAN  AIB.) 

Fabbwkll,  Theresa  I  yon  doud  that  over 
Heaven's  pale  night-star  gath'ring  we  see, 

Will  scarce  from  that  pure  orb  have  pass'd,  ere  thj 
lover 
Swift  o'er  the  wide  wave  shall  wander  from  thee. 

liong,  like  that  dim  cloud,  I've  hung  around  thee, 

Dark'ning  thy  prospects,  sadd'ning  thy  brow ; 
With  gay  heart,  Theresa,  and  bright  cheek  I  found 
thee ; 
Oh,  think  how  changed,  lore,  how  changed  ar^ 
thou  now  I 
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But  here  I  free  thee :  like  one  awakmg 

From  fearftd  slumber,  thou  break'st  the  spell ; 

Tis  over — the  moon,  too,  her  bondage  is  breaking-— 
Past  are  the  dark  clouds ;  Theresa,  farewell  I 


HOW  OFT,  WHEN  WATCHING  STABS. 

(BAYOTABD  AIB.) 

Oft,  when  the  watching  stars  grow  pale, 

And  round  me  sleeps  the  moonlight  scene. 
To  heai  a  flute  through  yonder  vale 

I  from  my  casement  lean. 
^  Come,  come,  my  love  I "  each  note  then  seems  to  saj 
"Oh,  come,  my  love !  the  night  wears  fast  away  I* 
Never  to  mortal  ear 

Could  words,  though  warm  they  be, 
Speak  Passion's  language  half  so  dear 
As  do  those  notes  to  me  I 

Then  quick  my  own  light  lute  I  seek. 

And  strike  the  chords  with  loudest  swell; 
And,  though  they  nought  to  others  speak. 

He  knows  their  language  welL 
"  I  come,  my  love  I "  each  note  then  seems  to  say, 
"  I  come,  my  love  I  —  thine,  thine  till  break  of  dftj.*^ 
Oh,  weak  the  power  of  words, 

The  hues  of  painting  dim, 
Compared  to  what  those  simple  chords 
Then  say  and  paint  to  him ! 
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WHEN  THE  FIRST  SUMMEB  BEE. 

(OBBXAH  AIB.) 

When  the  first  summer  bee 
O'er  the  young  rose  shall  hover, 
Then,  like  that  gay  rover, 
I'll  come  to  thee. 
He  to  flowers,  I  to  lips,  full  of  sweets  to  the  brim— 
What  a  meeting,  what  a  meeting  for  me  and  for 
him! 
When  the  first  summer  bee,  etc 

Then,  to  every  bright  tree 
In  the  garden  he  11  wander ; 
While  I,  oh,  much  fonder, 
Will  stay  with  thee. 
In  search  of  new  sweetness  through  thousands  he'U 

run. 
While  I  find  the  sweetness  of  thousands  in  one. 
Then,  to  every  bright  tree,  etc 


THOUGH  'TIS  ALL  BUT  A  DBEAM. 

(FBBNOH  AIB.) 

Trough  'tis  all  but  a  dream  at  the  besli 
And  still,  when  happiest,  soonest  o*er, 
16 
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Te<^  even  in  a  dream,  to  be  bless'd 
Ib  ao  sweet,  that  I  ask  for  no  more. 

The  bosom  that  opes 

With  earliest  hopes. 
The  soonest  finds  those  hopes  untme ; 

As  flowers  that  first 

In  spring-time  burst 
The  earliest  wither  too ! 

Aj  —  'tis  all  but  a  dream,  etc 

Though  bj  friendship  we  oft  are  deceive^ 

And  find  love's  sunshine  soon  o'ercast^ 
Tet  friendship  will  stiU  be  believed, 
And  love  trusted  on  to  the  last. 

The  web  'mong  the  leaves 

The  spider  weaves 
Ib  like  the  charm  Hope  hangs  o'er  i 

Though  often  she  sees 

*TiB  broke  by  the  breeze, 
She  spins  the  bright  tissue  again. 

Aj  —  'tis  all  but  a  dream,  etc. 


WHEN  THB  WINE-CUP  IS  8MILIN0. 

(KTALIAll  AIB.) 

Wbxk  the  wme-cap  is  smiling  befi)re  us, 
And  we  pledge  romid  to  hearts  that  are  trae^  boy. 
tme. 
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Then  the  sky  of  this  life  opens  o'er  us, 
And  Heaven  gives  a  glimpse  of  its  bine. 

Talk  of  Adam  in  Eden  reclining, 
We  are  better,  far  better  off  thus,  boy,  thus; 

For  him  but  two  bright  eyes  were  shining  — 
See,  whai  numbers  are  sparkling  for  us! 

When  on  one  side  the  grape-juice  is  dancing. 

While  on  f  other  a  blue  eye  beams,  boy,  beam% 
Tis  enough,  'twizt  the  wine  and  the  glancing. 

To  disturb  ev'n  a  saint  from  his  dreams. 
Tet,  though  life  like  a  river  is  flowing, 

I  care  not  how  &st  it  goes  on,  boy,  on, 
Bo  the  grape  on  its  bank  is  still  growing. 

And  Love  lights  the  waves  as  they  run. 


WHBBF  SHALL  WS  BI7BY  OUB  SHAMBf 

(aSAFOUTAH  AIB.) 

Whebb  shall  we  bury  our  shame? 

Where,  in  what  desolate  place. 
Hide  the  last  wreck  of  a  name 

Broken  and  stain'd  by  disgrace  ? 
Death  may  dissever  the  chain, 

Oppression  will  cease  when  we're  gooai 
But  the  dishonour,  the  stain. 

Die  as  we  may,  will  live  on. 
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Was  it  for  this  we  sent  oat 

Liberty's  cry  from  our  shore? 
Was  it  for  this  that  her  shout 

Thrill'd  to  the  wotM's  very  core? 
Thus  to  live  cowards  and  slayes  I— 

Oh,  ye  free  hearts  that  lie  dead, 
Do  you  not,  ev'n  in  your  graves. 

Shudder,  as  o'er  you  we  tread? 


MB^B  TALK  OF  WISDOM'S  GLOOMY  SCHOOLS 

(MAHRATTA  AIB.) 

Ns'sB  talk  of  Wisdom's  gloomy  schools ; 

Give  me  the  sage  who's  able 
To  draw  his  moral  thoughts  and  rules 

From  the  study  of  the  table ;  — 
Who  learns  how  lightly,  fleetly  pass 

This  world  and  all  that's  in  it. 
From  the  bumper  that  but  crowns  his  glass. 

And  is  gone  again  next  minute  I 

The  diamond  sleeps  within  the  mine. 

The  pearl  beneath  the  water; 
While  Truth,  more  precious,  dwells  in  wiiw^ 

The  grf^'s  own  rosy  daughter. 
And  none  can  prize  her  chartns  like  him, 

Oh,  none  like  him  obtain  her. 
Who  thus  can,  like  Leander,  swim 

Through  sparkling  floods  to  gain  h&t  I 
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HEBB  SLEEPS  THE  BABD. 
(mOHLASD  Ant.) 

Hbbb  sleeps  the  Bard  who  knew  so  well 
All  the  sweet  windings  of  Apollo's  shell ; 
Whether  its  music  rolFd  like  torrents  near. 
Or  died,  like  distant  streamlets,  on  the  ear. 
Sleep,  sleep,  mute  bard ;  alike  unheeded  now 
Ihe  storm  and  zephyr  sweep  thy  lifeless  brow ;  — 
That  storm,  whose  rush  is  like  thy  martial  lay ; 
That  breeze  which,  like  Hiy  loTC-song,  dies  away  t 


DO  NOT  SAY  THAT  LIFE  IS  WAMNO. 

Do  not  say  that  life  is  waning, 
Or  that  hope's  sweet  day  k  set ; 

While  I've  thee  and  loye  remaining 
Life  is  in  th'  horizon  yet. 

Do  not  think  those  charms  are  flyingi 
Though  thy  roses  fade  and  fkUf 

Beauty  hath  a  grace  undying, 
Which  in  tiiee  survives  them  alL 

Not  for  charms,  liie  newest^  bri^te8t» 
That  on  odiw  cheeks  may  dune, 
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Would  I  change  the  least,  the  slightest, 
That  is  lingering  now  o*er  thine. 


THE   GAZELLB. 

Dost  thon  not  hear  the  silver  belly 
Thro'  yonder  lime-trees  ringing? 

•Tis  my  lady's  light  gazelle. 

To  me  her  love  thoughts  bringing^-* 

All  the  while  that  silver  bell 
Around  his  dark  neck  ringing. 

See,  in  his  mouth  he  bears  a  wreatli. 

My  love  hath  kist  in  tying ; 
Oh,  what  tender  thoughts  beneath 

Those  silent  flowers  are  lying,  — 
Hid  within  the  piystic  wreath. 

My  love  hath  kist  in  tying ! 

Welcome,  dear  gazelle,  to  the^ 

And  joy  to  her,  the  fairest, 
Who  thus  hath  breathed  her  soul  to  me^ 

In  every  leaf  thou  bearest ; 
Welcome,  dear  gazelle,  to  thee. 

And  joy  to  her,  the  fiurestl 

Hail  ye  living  speaking  flowers. 
That  breathe  of  her  who  bound  yei 
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Oh^  't  was  not  in  fields,  or  bowers, 
Twas  on  her  Kps,  she  found  ye  ;— 

TeSy  je  bloshmgy  speaking  flowers, 
Twas  on  her  lips  she  found  je. 


NO— LEAVE  MY  HEABT  TO  BEST. 

No  —  leave  my  heart  to  rest,  if  rest  it  may, 
When  youth,  and  love,  and  hope,  have  pass'd  away. 
Could*st  thou,  when  summer  hours  are  fled, 
To  some  poor  leaf  that's  fall'n  and  dead. 
Bring  back  the  hue  it  wore,  the  scent  it  shed? 
No  —  leave  this  heart  to  rest,  if  rest  it  may. 
When  youth,  and  love,  and  hope,  have  pass'd  away. 

Oh,  had  I  met  thee  then,  when  life  was  bright. 

Thy  smile  might  still  have  fed  its  tranquil  light ; 

But  now  thou  com'st  like  sunny  skies. 

Too  late  to  cheer  the  seaman's  eyes, 

When  wreck'd  and  lost  his  bark  before  him  lies  I 

No  —  leave  this  heart  to  rest,  if  rest  it  may. 

Since  youth,  and  love,  and  hope,  have  pass'd  away. 


WHERE  ARE  THE  VISIONS 

*  Where  are  the  visions  that  round  me  once  hovered, 
<<  Forms  that  shed  grace  from  their  shadows  alone 
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Looks  fresh  as  li^t  from  a  star  just  discovered, 
<^  And  YOtces  that  Music  might  take  for  her  own?* 

lime,  while  I  spoke,  with  his  wings  resting  o'er  me^ 
Heard  me  say,  ^  Where  are   those  visions,  oh 
where?" 

And  pointing  his  wand  to  the  sunset  before  me, 
Said,  with  a  voice  like  the  hollow  wind,  ^  Theiei' 

Fondly  I  looked,  when  the  wizard  had  spoken. 
And  there,  mid  the  dim-shining  ruins  of  day. 

Saw,  by  their  light,  like  a  talisman  broken, 
The  last  golden  fragments  of  hope  melt  away* 


WIND  THY  HORN,  MY  HUNTER  BOY. 

Wind  thy  horn,  my  hunter  boy. 

And  leave  thy  lute's  inglorious  sighs ; 

Hunting  is  the  hero's  joy. 
Till  war  his  nobler  game  supplies. 

Hark !  the  hound-bells  ringing  sweet, 

While  hunters  shout,  and  the  woods  repeat, 
HilH-hoI  mm-hoi 

Wind  again  thy  cheerful  horn, 

Till  echo,  faint  with  answering,  dies : 

Bum,  bright  toordies,  bum  till  mom. 
And  lead  us  where  the  wild  boar  liai. 
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Hark  I  the  cry,  ^  He 's  found,  he's  found," 

While  hill  and  yallej  our  shouts  resound, 

Hiin-ho!  HilH-hoI 


OH,  GUARD  OUR  AFFECTION. 

Oh,  guard  our  affection,  nor  e'er  let  it  feel 
The  blight  that  this  world  o'er  the  warmest  will  steal : 
While  the  faith  of  all  round  us  is  fading  or  past. 
Let  ours,  ever  green,  keep  its  bloom  to  the  last. 

Far  safer  for  Love  'tis  to  wake  and  to  weep. 
As  he  used  in  his  prime,  than  go  smiling  to  sleep ; 
For  death  on  his  slumber,  cold  death  follows  fast, 
While  the  love  that  is  wakeful  lives  on  to  the  last 

And  tho',  as  Time  gathers  his  clouds  o'er  our  head, 
A  shade  somewhat  darker  o'er  life  they  may  spread. 
Transparent,  at  least,  be  the  shadow  they  cast, 
So  that  Love's  soften'd  light  may  shine  through  to 
the  last 


SLUMBER,  OH  SLUMBER. 

**  Slumbbb,  oh  slumber ;  if  sleeping  thou  mak'st 
**  My  heart  beat  so  wildly,  I'm  lost  if  thou  wak'st  * 
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Thus  song  I  to  a  maiden, 
Who  slept  one  summer's  day. 

Andy  like  a  flower  o'erladen 
With  too  much  sunshine,  lay. 
Slumber,  oh  slumber,  etc 

^Breaihe  not,  oh  breathe  not,  je  winds,  o'er  her 

cheeks ; 
''If  mute  thus  she  charm  me,  I'm  lost  when  shd 
speaks." 
Thus  sing  I,  while,  awaking. 

She  murmurs  words  that  seem 
As  if  her  lips  were  taking 

Farewell  of  some  sweet  dream. 

Breathe  not,  oh  breathe  not,  etc 


BBING  THE  BRIGHT  GARLANDS  HITHBR. 

Bring  the  bright  garlands  hither. 

Ere  yet  a  leaf  is  dying ; 
If  so  soon  they  must  wither. 

Ours  be  their  last  sweet  sighing. 
Hark,  that  low  dismal  chime ! 
*Tis  the  dreary  voice  of  Time 
Oh,  bring  beauty,  bring  roses, 

Bring  all  that  yet  is  ours ; 
Let  life's  day,  as  it  closes, 

Shine  to  the  last  thro'  flowers. 
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Haste,  ere  the  bowl's  declining, 

Drink  of  it  now  or  never ; 
Now,  while  Beauty  is  shining, 

Love,  or  she's  lost  for  even 
Hark !  again  that  dull  chime, 
T  is  the  dreary  voice  of  Time. 
Oh,  if  life  be  a  torrent, 

Down  to  oblivion  going, 
Lake  this  cup  be  its  current, 

Bright  to  the  last  drop  flowing  I 


IF  IN  LOVING,  SINGING. 

If  in  loving,  singings  night  and  day 

We  could  trifle  merrily  life  away. 

Like  atoms  dancing  in  the  beam, 

lake  day-flies  skimming  o'er  the  stream. 

Or  summer  blossoms,  bom  to  sigh 

Their  sweetness  out,  and  die  — 

How  brilliant,  thoughtless,  side  by  side. 

Thou  and  I  could  make  our  minutes  glide  I 

No  atoms  ever  glanced  so  bright, 

No  day-flies  ever  danced  so  light, 

Nor  sununer  blossoms  mix'd  their  sigh, 

So  dose,  as  thou  and  1 1 
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THOU  LOVST  NO  HOBV. 

Too  plain,  alas,  my  doom  is  spoken, 
Nor  canst  thou  veil  the  sad  truth  o'er; 

Thj  heart  is  changed,  thj  vow  is  broken. 
Thou  lov'st  no  more  —  thou  lov'st  no  11101% 

Tho'  kindly  still  those  eyes  behold  me. 
The  smile  is  gone,  which  once  they  woref 

Tho'  fondly  still  those  arms  enfold  me, 
'Tis  not  the  same — thou  lov'st  no  more. 

Too  long  my  dream  of  bliss  believing, 
I've  thought  thee  ati  thou  wert  before; 

But  now — alas  1  there 's  no  deceiving, 
T'ls  all  too  plain,  thou  lov'st  no  more. 

Oh,  thou  as  soon  the  dead  couldst  wakeOt 

As  lost  affection's  life  restore, 
Gtive  peace  to  her  that  is  forsaken. 

Or  bring  back  him  who  loves  no  more. 


WHEN  ABROAD  IN  THB  WORLD. 

When  abroad  in  the  world  thou  appearest. 
And  the  young  and  the  lovely  are  there^ 
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To  mj  heart  while  of  all  thou'rt  the  dearegt. 
To  my  eyes  thou  'rt  of  all  the  most  fair. 
They  pass,  one  by  one, 

Like  waves  of  the  sea, 
That  say  to  the  Sun, 

"  See,  how  fair  we  can  be.** 
But  where 's  the  light  like  thine, 
In  sun  or  shade  to  shine  ? 
No  —  no,  'mong  them  all,  there  is  nothing  like  theai 
Nothing  like  thee. 

Ofl^  of  old,  without  farewell  or  warning. 

Beauty's  self  used  to  steal 'from  the  skies ; 
Fling  a  mist  round  her  head,  some  fine  mornings 
And  post  down  to  earth  in  disguise ; 
But,  no  matter  what  shroud 

Around  her  might  be. 
Men  peep'd  through  the  cloud, 
And  whisper'd,  "Tis  She." 
So  thou,  where  thousands  are, 
Shin'st  forth  the  only  star,  — 
TeSy  yes,  'mong  them  all,  there  is  nothing  like  theet 
Nothing  like  thee. 


KBEP  THOSE  ETES  STILL  PURELY  MUnS. 

Keep  those  eyes  still  purely  mine, 

Tho' far  off  I  be 
When  on  others  most  they  shine. 

Then  think  they  're  turn'd  on  me. 
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Should  those  lips  as  now  respond 

To  sweet  minstrelsj, 
When  their  accents  seem  most  fond. 

Then  think  they  're  breathed  for  me 

Make  what  hearts  thou  wilt  thj  own, 

If  when  all  on  thee 
Fix  their  charmed  thoughts  alone. 

Thou  think'st  the  while  on  me* 


HOPE  COMBS  AGAIN. 

Hope  comes  again,  to  this  heart  long  a  stranger. 
Once  more  she  sings  me  her  flattering  strain ; 

But  hush,  gentle  syren  —  for,  ah,  there 's  less  danger 
In  still  suffering  on,  than  in  hoping  again. 

Long,  long,  in  sorrow,  too  deep  for  repiniog, 
Gloomy,  but  tranquil,  this  bosom  hath  lain ; 

And  joy  coming  now,  like  a  sudden  light  shining 
O'er  eyelids  long  darken'd,  would  bring  me  but 
pain. 

Ply  then,  ye  visions,  that  Hope  would  shed  o'er  me 
Lost  to  the  fliture,  my  sole  chance  of  rest 

Now  lies  not  in  dreaming  of  bliss  that 's  before  me. 
But,  ah  —  in  forgetting  how  once  I  was  blest 
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O  SAT,  THOU  BEST  AND  BRIGHTEST. 

O  SAT,  thou  best  and  brightest, 

M7  first  love  and  mj  last, 
When  he,  whom  now  thou  slightest, 

From  life's  dark  scene  hath  past, 
WiU  kinder  thoughts  then  move  thee  ? 

Will  pity  wake  one  thrill 
For  him  who  lived  to  love  thee. 

And  dying  loved  thee  still  ? 

If  when,  that  hour  recalling 

From  which  he  dates  his  woes, 
Thou  feel'st  a  tear-drop  falling, 

Ah,  blush  not  while  it  flows : 
But,  all  the  past  forgiving. 

Bend  gently  o'er  his  shrine. 
And  say,  "  This  heart,  when  living, 

^  With  all  its  faults,  was  mine." 


fTHEN  NIGHT  BRINGS  THE  HOUR. 

When  night  brings  the  hour 

Of  starlight  and  joy. 
There  comes  to  my  bower 

A  fairy-wing'd  boy ; 
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With  eyes  so  bright, 

SofiillofwildartB, 
Like  nets  of  light. 

To  tangle  young  hearts ; 
With  lips,  m  whose  keeping 

Love's  seeret  may  dweU, 
Like  Zephyr  asleep  in 

Some  rosy  sea-shdL 
Gkiess  who  he  is, 

Name  but  hia  name, 
And  his  best  kiss. 

For  reward,  yon  may  claim. 
Where'er  o'er  the  ground 

He  prints  his  light  feet. 
The  flow'rs  there  are  foand 

Most  shining  and  sweet  *. 
His  looks,  as  soft 

As  lightning  in  May, 
Though  dangerous  oft. 

Ne'er  wound  but  in  (day : 
And  <^  when  his  wings 

Have  brush'd  o'er  my  lyre^ 
You  *d  fancy  its  strings 

Were  turning  to  fire. 
Gvess  who  he  is. 

Name  but  his  name. 
And  his  best  kiss. 

For  reward,  yon  may  daim. 
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LIKE  ONE  WHO,  DOOMD. 

Like  one  who,  doom'd  o'er  distant  seas 

His  weary  path  to  measure, 
When  home  at  length,  with  fav'ring  breese^ 

He  brings  the  fiir-songht  treasure ; 

His  ship,  in  sight  of  shore,  goes  dowiif 
That  shore  to  which  he  hasted ; 

And  all  the  wealth  he  thought  his  own 
Is  o'er  the  waters  wasted  I 

Like  him,  this  heart,  thro*  many  a  track 

Of  toil  and  sorrow  straying. 
One  hope  alone  brought  fondly  back, 

Its  toil  and  grief  repaying. 

Like  him,  alas,  I  see  that  ray 

Of  hope  before  me  perish, 
And  one  dark  minute  sweep  away 

What  years  were  given  to  cherish. 


VBAB  NOT  THAT,  WHILE  ABOmiD  THSB 

Fbab  not  that,  while  around  thee 
Life's  varied  blessings  pour, 

One  sigh  of  hers  shall  wound  thee, 
Whose  smile  thou  ^eek*st  no  more. 
77 
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No,  dead  and  cold  for  ever 
liCt  our  past  love  remain ; 

Once  gone,  its  spirit  never 
Shall  haunt  thy  rest  again. 

May  the  new  ties  that  bind  thee 

Far  sweeter,  happier  prove, 
Nor  e'er  of  me  remind  thee. 

But  bj  their  truth  and  love. 
Think  how,  asleep  or  waking. 

Thy  image  haunts  me  jet ; 
But,  how  this  heart  is  breaking 

For  thy  own  peace  forget 


WHEN  LOVE  IS  KIND. 

When  Love  is  kind. 
Cheerful  and  free. 

Love's  sure  to  find 
Welcome  from  me. 

But  when  Love  brings 
Heartache  or  pang^ 

Tears,  and  such  things-^- 
Love  may  go  hang  I 

If  Love  can  sigh 
For  one  alone. 
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Well  pleased  am  I 
To  be  that  one. 

But  should  I  see 

Love  giVn  to  rove 
To  two  or  three, 

Then — good-bj,  LoTel 

Love  must,  in  short, 

Keep  fond  and  triie, 
Through  good  report, 

And  evil  too. 

Else,  here  I  swear. 

Young  Love  maj  go^ 
For  aught  I  care — 

To  Jericho. 


THE  GABLAND  I  SEND   THEE. 

Thb  Grarland  I  send  thee  was  cull'd  from  those 

bowers 
Where  thou  and  I  wander'd  in  long  vanish'd  houiB  ; 
Not  a  leaf  or  a  blossom  its  bloom  here  displays, 
But  bears  some  remembrance  of  those  happj  days. 

The  roses  were  gathered  by  that  garden  gate, 
Where  our  meetings,  tho'  early,  seem'd  always  too 
late; 
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Where  lingering  fiiU  oft  timmgh  a  summer-nighfa 

moon, 
Our  parting^  tho'  late,  appeared  always  too  soon* 

The  rest  were  aH  oall'd  firom  the  banks  of  that 

glade, 
Where,  watching  the  sunset,  so  often  we've  stra/d. 
And  monm'd,  as  the  time  went,  that  Love  had  no 

power 
To  bmd  in  his  chain  even  one  luq^pj  hoar. 


HOW  SHALL  I  WOOt 

If  I  speak  to  thee  in  friendship's  name, 

Thou  think'st  I  speak  too  coldlj ; 
If  I  mention  Love's  devoted  flame. 

Thou  say'st  I  speak  too  boldlj. 
Between  these  two  unequal  fires. 

Why  doom  me  thus  to  hover  ? 
I'm  a  friend,  if  such  thy  heart  requires, 

If  more  thou  seek'st,  a  lover. 
Which  shall  it  be  ?     How  shsdl  I  woo  ? 
Fair  one,  choose  between  the  two. 

Tho'  the  wings  of  Love  wiD  brightly  play, 
When  first  he  comes  to  woo  thee. 

There's  a  chance  that  he  may  fly  away 
As  fast  as  he  flies  to  thee. 
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While  Friendship,  tho'  on  foot  she  come, 

No  flights  of  fancj  trying, 
Will,  therefore,  oft  be  found  at  home, 

When  LoTe  abroad  is  flying. 
Which  shall  it  be?    How  shall  I  woo? 
Dear  one,  choose  between  the  two^ 

If  neither  feeling  suits  thy  heart, 

Let's  see,  to  please  thee,  whether 
We  may  not  learn  some  precious  art 

To  mix  their  charms  together ; 
One  feeling,  still  more  sweet,  to  form 

From  two  so  sweet  already  — 
A  friendship  that  like  love  is  warm, 

A  love  like  friendship  steady. 
Thus  let  it  be,  thus  let  me  woo, 
Dearest,  thus  well  join  the  two. 


SPBING  AND  AUTUMN. 

Eyebt  season  hath  its  pleasures  $ 

Spring  may  boast  her  flowery  prime 
Yet  the  vineyard's  ruby  treasures 

Brighten  Autumn's  sob'rer  time* 
So  Life's  year  begins  and  closes ; 

Days,  tho'  short'ning,  still  can  shine ; 
What  tho'  youth  gave  love  and  roses. 

Age  still  leaves  us  friends  and  wiue. 
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PhiUis,  when  she  might  have  caught  me. 

All  the  Spring  looked  coj  and  shy, 
Yet  herself  in  Autumn  sought  me, 

When  the  flowers  were  aU  gone  bj. 
Ah,  too  late ;  —  she  found  her  lover 

Calm  and  free  beneath  his  vine. 
Drinking  to  the  Spring-time  over. 

In  his  best  autumnal  wine. 

Thus  maj  we,  as  years  are  flying, 
To  their  flight  our  pleasures  suit, 

Nor  regret  the  blossoms  dyings 
While  we  still  may  taste  the  fruit. 

Oh,  while  days  like  this  are  ours, 

^  Where 's  the  lip  that  dares  repine  ? 

Spring  may  take  our  loves  and  flow'rs, 
So  Autumn  leaves  us  friends  and  wine. 


LOVE  ALONB. 

If  thou  would'st  have  thy  charms  enchant  our  ejei^ 
First  win  our  hearts,  for  there  thy  empire  lies : 
Beauty  in  vain  would  mount  a  heartless  throne, 
Her  Bight  Divine  is  given  by  Love  alone* 

What  would  the  rose  with  all  her  pride  be  worth. 
Were  there  no  sun  to  call  her  brightness  forth  ? 
Maidens,  unloved,  like  flowers  in  darkness  thrown, 
Wait  but  that  Hght,  which  comes  from  Love  alone. 
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Fair  as  thj  charms  in  jonder  glass  appear, 

Trust  not  their  bloom,  they'll  fade  from  year  to 

year: 
Woold'st  thou  they  still  should  shine  as  first  they 

shone. 
Go,  fix  thy  mirror  in  Love's  eyes  alone. 
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THOU  ART,  O  GOD. 

( AIB.  —  UMK  VOWV.  )• 

•"Iht  daj tetliliMi  llMiiiglitalM tethhM:  thmi  bait  piepuiid  <lMl^ 
Hid  the  inn. 

''ThoahMt  set  all  the  borders  of  the  earth:  thoa  hast  made  smmMl 
and  winter." — FuOm  body.  16, 17. 

Thou  art,  O  God,  the  life  and  light 
Of  all  this  wondrous  world  we  see ; 

Its  glow  by  day,  its  smile  by  night, 
Are  but  reflections  caught  from  Thee* 

Where'er  we  turn,  thy  glories  shine. 

And  all  things  fair  and  bright  are  Thine  f 

When  Day,  with  farewell  beam,  delays 
Among  the  opening  clouds  of  Even, 

And  we  can  almost  think  we  gaze 
Through  golden  vistas  into  Heaven  — 

Those  hues,  that  make  the  Sun's  decline 

So  sofi^  so  radiant,  Lobd  I  are  Thine. 

•  I  httre  heard  that  this  air  is  bj  the  late  Mrs.  Sheridan.  II  Is 
■QBg  to  the  beantlftil  old  words,  **  I  do  confess  tboa'rt  smooth 
and  fair.*' 
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When  Night,  with  wings  of  starry  gloom, 
O'ershadows  all  the  earth  and  skies, 

Like  some  dark,  beauteous  bird,  whose  plume 
Is  sparkling  with  unnumbered  ejes  — 

That  sacred  gloom,  those  fires  divine, 

So  grand,  so  countless.  Lord  !  are  Thine. 

When  youthful  Spring  around  us  breathes, 
Thy  Spirit  warms  her  fragrant  sigh ; 

And  every  flower  the  Summer  wreathes 
Is  bom  beneath  that  kindling  eye. 

Where'er  we  turn,  thy  glories  shine. 

And  all  things  fair  and  bright  are  Thine. 


THE  BIRD,  LET  LOOSE. 

( AIB.  —  BBXTHOVKir. ) 

The  bird,  let  loose  in  eastern  skies,* 

When  hastening  fondly  home, 
Ne'er  stoops  to  earth  her  wing,  nor  flies 

Where  idle  warblers  roam. 
But  high  she  shoots  through  air  and  light, 

Above  all  low  delay. 
Where  nothing  earthly  bounds  her  flight, 

Nor  shadow  dims  her  way. 

•  The  oarrier-pigeoD,  it  is  well  known,  flies  at  an  eleratej 
pitoh,  in  order  to  sunnoant  eyery  obstacle  between  her  and  tht 
olaoe  to  wiiich  she  is  destined. 
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So  grant  me,  God,  from  every  care 

And  stain  of  passion  free, 
Aloft,  through  Virtue's  purer  air, 

To  hold  my  course  to  Thee  I 
No  sin  to  cloud,  no  lure  to  staj 

M7  Soul,  as  home  she  springs  ;«• 
Thy  Sunshine  on  her  joyful  way, 

Thy  Freedom  in  her  wings  I 


FALLEN  IS  THY  THBONB. 

(AIB.  — MABTINI.) 

Fall'n  is  thy  Throne,  oh  Israeli 

Silence  is  o'er  thy  plains ; 
Thy  dwellings  all  lie  desolate. 

Thy  children  weep  in  chains. 
Where  are  the  dews  that  fed  thee 

On  Etham's  barren  shore  ? 
That  fire  from  Heaven  which  led  thee. 

Now  lights  thy  path  no  more. 

Lord  I  thou  didst  love  Jerusalem— 

Once  she  was  all  thy  own ; 
Her  love  thy  fairest  heritage,* 

Her  power  thy  glory's  throncf 

*  '  I  have  left  mine  heritage;  I  have  given  the  dearly-beloved 
l^iiiy  soul  into  the  hand  of  her  enemies.*'  — Jeremiah  ziL  7. 

♦  **Do  not  disgrace  the  throne  of  'hy  glory."  —  Jer,  xiy.  11. 
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Till  evil  came,  imd  blighted 
Thy  long-lov'd  olive-tree;—* 

And  Salem's  shrines  were  lighted 
For  other  gods  than  Thee. 

Then  sunk  the  star  of  Soljma— 

Then  pass'd  her  Tory's  day, 
Like  heath  that,  in  the  wilderness,! 

The  wild  wind  whirls  away. 
Silent  and  waste  her  bowers, 

Where  once  the  mighty  trod. 
And  sunk  those  guilty  towers. 

While  Baal  reign'd  as  God. 

"  Gk) " — said  the  Lord  —  "  Ye  Conquerore  I 

"  Steep  in  her  blood  your  swords, 
"  And  raze  to  earth  her  battlements,t 

"  For  they  are  not  the  Lord's. 
"  Till  Zion*s  mournful  daughter 

"  O'er  kindred  bones  shall  tread, 
"  And  Hinnom's  vale  of  slaughter  § 

«  ShaU  hide  but  half  her  dead  I  *• 

•  ^  The  Lord  oalled  thy  name  a  green  olive-tree;  fair  and  of 
loodly  fruit,**  etc. —  Jer.  xL  16. 

t  "*  For  he  shall  be  like  the  heath  in  the  desert.**— /«r.  xviL  « 

I  "•  Take  away  her  battlements;  for  they  are  not  the  Lobd*s.*' 
"Jer.  V.  10. 

§  ^  therefore,  behold,  the  days  come,  saith  the  Lord,  that  it 
Ihall  no  more  be  called  Tophet,  nor  the  Valley  of  the  Son  of  ffin- 
Bom,  but  the  Valley  of  Slaughter;  for  they  shall  bury  in  Tophet 
till  there  lie  no  place.'*— Jer.  vii.  82. 
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WHO  IS  THE  MAIDf 
ST.  jeromb's  love.* 

( AIB.  —  BBBTHOYBN.) 

Who  is  the  Maid  mj  spirit  seeks^ 

Through  cold  reproof  and  slander's  blight? 
Has  she  Love's  roses  on  her  cheeks  ? 

Is  hers  an  eye  of  this  world's  light  ? 
No  —  wan  and  sunk  with  midnight  prayer 

Are  the  pale  looks  of  her  I  love ; 
Or  if,  at  times,  a  light  be  there, 

Its  beam  is  kindled  from  above. 

I  chose  not  her,  my  heart's  elect, 

F^rom  those  who  seek  their  Maker's  shrine 
In  gems  and  garlands  proudly  deck'd, 

As  if  themselves  were  things  divine. 
No  —  Heaven  but  faintly  warms  the  breast. 

That  beats  beneath  a  broider'd  veil ; 


^  These  lines  were  suggested  by  a  passage  in  one  of  St 
lerome's  Letters,  replying  to  some  calumnious  remarks  that  had 
been  circulated  respecting  his  intimacy  with  the  matron  Paula: 
— **  Numquid  me  vestes  sericse,  nitentes  gemmas,  picta  facies,  aut 
auri  rapuit  ambitio?  Nulla  fuit  alia  Romse  matronarum,  qua 
Vieam  possit  edomare  mentem,  nisi  lugens  atque  jejunans,  fletc 
pene  csscata.**  —  EpisU  ^^8i  tUnputemy 
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Ajid  sLe  who  comes  in  glittering  vest 
To  mourn  her  frailtj,  still  is  firaiL* 

Not  so  the  &ded  form  I  prize 

And  love,  because  its  bloom  is  gone ; 
The  glory  in  those  sainted  eyes 

Is  all  the  grace  her  brow  puts  on. 
And  ne'er  was  Beauty's  dawn  so  bright. 

So  touching  as  that  form's  decay, 
Which,  Hke  the  altar's  trembling  light, 

In  holy  lustre  wastes  away. 


THIS  WORLD  IS  ALL  A  FLEETING  SHOW. 

(AIB. —  gTKVKNSON.) 

This  world  is  all  a  fleeting  show, 

For  man's  illusion  given ; 
The  smiles  of  Joy,  the  tears  of  Woe, 
Deceit^  shine,  deceitful  flow  — 

There's  nothing  true  but  Heaven! 

And  fake  the  light  on  Glory's  plume. 

As  fading  hues  of  Even ; 
And  Love  and  Hope,  and  Beauty's  bloomy 
Are  blossoms  gathered  for  the  tomb  — 

There's  nothing  bright  but  Heaven  I 

*  Oo  y\jp  Kpvawpopetv  rtfv  SctKpvouaav  iet,^  Chysott.  BomA 
t  in  Eput.  ad  Tim. 
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Poor  wanderers  of  a  stormy  day, 

From  wave  to  wave  we're  drivtn, 
And  Fancy's  flash,  and  Reason's  ray, 
Serve  but  to  light  the  troubled  way  — 
There's  nothing  calm  but  Heaven  I 


OH  THOU  WHO  DRY'ST  THE  MOURNER'S  TEAR 

(AIB.— HATDH.) 

*<B«  healeth  the  brokm  in  heart,  and  Mndeth  np  thdr  iroante."' 
PmkncxlytLS. 

Oh  Thou  who  dry'st  the  mourner's  tear. 

How  dark  this  world  would  be. 
If,  when  deceived  and  wounded  here, 

We  could  not  fly  to  Thee  1 
The  friends  who  in  our  sunshine  live. 

When  winter  comes,  are  flown ; 
And  he  who  has  but  tears  to  give, 

Must  weep  those  tears  alone. 
But  Thou  wilt  heal  that  broken  heart, 

Which,  like  the  plants  that  throw 
Their  fragrance  from  that  wounded  pari, 

Breathes  sweetness  out  of  woe. 

When  joy  no  longer  soothes  or  cheers. 

And  even  the  hope  that  threw 
A  moment's  sparkle  o'er  our  tears, 

Is  dimm'd  and  vanish'd  too. 
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Oh,  who  could  bear  life's  stormy  doom, 

Did  not  thy  Wing  of  Love 
C!ome,  brightly  wafting  through  the  gloom 

Our  Peace-branch  from  above  ? 
Then  sorrow,  touch'd  by  Thee,  grows  bright 

With  more  than  rapture's  ray ; 
As  darkness  shows  us  worlds  of  light 

We  never  saw  by  day  I 


WEEP  NOT  FOR  THOSE. 

(AIB.  —  AVISON.) 

Weep  not  for  those  whom  the  veil  of  the  tomb, 

In  life's  happy  morning,  hath  hid  from  our  eyes. 
Ere  sin  threw  a  blight  o'er  the  spirit's  young  bloom, 
Or  earth  had  profaned  what  was  bom  for  the 
skies. 
Death   chill'd  the   fair  fountain,  ere  sorrow   had 
stain'd  it ; 
'T  was  frozen  in  all  the  pure  light  of  its  course, 
And  but  sleeps  till  the  sunshine  of  Heaven  has  un- 
chain'd  it, 
To  water  that  Eden  where  first  was  its  source 
Weep  not  for  those  whom  the  veil  of  the  tomb. 

In  life's  happy  morning,  hath  hid  from  our  eyes, 
Ere  sin  threw  a  blight  o'er  the  spirit's  young  bloom. 
Or  earth  had  profaned  what  was  bom  for  thtf 
skies. 
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Mourn  not  for  her,  the  young  Bride  of  the  Vale,* 

Our  gayest  and  loveliest,  lost  to  us  now. 
Ere  life's  early  lustre  had  time  to  grow  pale, 

And  the  garland  of  Love  was  yet  iresh  on  her 
brow. 
Oh,  then  was  her  moment,  dear  spirit,  for  flying 
From  this  gloomy  world,  while  its  gloom  was  un 
known  — 
And  the  wild  hymns  she  warbled  so  sweetly,  in 
dying. 
Were  echoed  in  Heaven  by  lips  like  her  own. 
Weep  not  for  her  —  in  her  spring-time  she  flew 
To  that  land  where  the  wings  of  the  soul  are  un- 
furl'd ; 
And  now,  like  a  star  beyond  evening's  cold  dew, 
Looks  radiantly  down  on  the  tears  of  this  world. 

•  This  second  verse,  which  I  wrote  long  after  the  6rst,  aiiades 
to  the  fate  of  a  very  lovely  and  amiable  girl,  the  daughter  of  the 
late  Colonel  Bainbrigge,  who  was  married  in  Ashbonme  charch, 
October  81, 1816,  and  died  of  a  fever  in  a  few  weeks  after:  the 
totmd  of  her  marriage-bells  seemed  scarcely  out  of  our  ears 
when  we  heard  of  her  death.  During  her  last  deliriutn  she  sung 
several  hymns,  in  a  voice  even  clearer  and  sweeter  than  usual,  and 
among  them  were  some  from  the  present  collection,  (particularly 
**  There  *8  nothing  liright  but  Heaven,")  which  this  very  interest- 
ing girl  had  often  heard  me  sing  during  the  summer. 
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THB  TljHF  SHALL  BE  MY  FBAGBANT 

SHRINE. 

(AIR.  —  STEVENSON.) 

Thb  turf  shall  be  mj  fragrant  shrine  $ 
My  temple,  Lord  !  that  Arch  of  thine ; 
Mj  censer's  breath  the  mountain  airs, 
And  silent  thoughts  my  only  prayers.* 

My  choir  shall  be  the  moonlight  waves, 
When  murmuring  homeward  to  their  cayes, 
Or  when  the  stillness  of  the  sea, 
Even  more  than  music,  breathes  of  Thee ! 

Ill  seek,  by  day,  some  glade  unknown, 
All  light  and  silence,  like  thy  Throne ; 
And  the  pale  stars  shall  be,  at  night, 
The  only  eyes  that  watch  my  rite. 

Thy  Heaven,  on  which  'tis  bliss  to  look, 
Shall  be  my  pure  and  shining  book, 
Where  I  shall  read,  in  words  of  flame, 
The  glories  of  thy  wondrous  name. 

Ill  read  thy  anger  in  the  rack 

That  clouds  awhile  the  day-beam's  track ; 

•  Pii  orant  tacitd 
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Thy  mercy  in  the  azure  hue 

Of  sunny  brightness,  breaking  through. 

There 's  nothing  bright,  above,  below, 
From  flowers  that  bloom  to  stars  that  glow 
But  in  its  light  my  soul  can  see 
Some  feature  of  thy  Deity : 

There 's  nothing  dark,  below,  above, 
But  in  its  gloom  I  trace  thy  Love, 
And  meekly  wait  that  moment,  when 
Thy  touch  shall  turn  all  bright  again  I 


SOUND  THE  LOUD  TIMBREL 
Miriam's  song. 

(AIB.  —  AVISON.)* 

«  And  Miriam  the  prophetess,  the  sister  of  Aaion,  took  a  tfanl^pBl  in  hfu 
hand ;  and  all  the  vomoi  went  oat  after  her,  with  timhrels  and  nitk 
I."  — J2eod.xT.20. 


Sound  the  loud  Timbrel  o'er  Egypt's  dark  sea  I 
Jehoyah  has  triumph'd  —  his  people  are  free. 
Sing  —  for  the  pride  of  the  Tjrrant  is  broken. 
His    chariots,  his    horsemen,   all    splendid    and 
brave  — 

*  I  have  so  much  altered  the  character  of  this  air,  which  is 
fiy-wn  the  beginning  of  one  of  Avison*8  old-fashioned  cencertos 
that,  without  this  acknowleugment,  it  conld  hardly,  I  think,  h$ 
recognized. 
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How  vaui  was  their  boast,  for  the  Lord  hath  bat 

spoken, 
And   chariots    and  horsemen    are    sunk   in  the 

wave. 
Bound  the  loud  Timbrel  o'er  Egypt's  dark  sea; 
JjBHOYAH  has  triumphed  —  his  people  are  free. 

Praise  to  the  Conqueror,  praise  to  the  Lord  I 

His  word  was  our  arrow,  his  breath  was  our  sword.— 

Who  shall  return  to  tell  Egypt  the  storj 

Of  those  she  sent  forth  in  the  hour  of  her  pride  ? 
For  the  Lord  hath  look'd  out  from  his  pillar  of 

glory,* 
And  all  her  brave  thousands  are  dash'd  in  the 

tide. 
Sound  the  loud  Timbrel  o'er  Egypt's  dark  sea, 
Jehoyah  has  triumph'd  —  his  people  are  free! 


GO,  LBT  MB  WEEP. 

( AHL  —  STEVENSON. ) 

GrO,  let  me  weep— there 's  bliss  in  teara. 
When  he  who  sheds  them  inly  feels 

Some  lingering  stain  of  early  years 
Effaced  by  every  drop  that  steals. 

*  ^  And  it  came  to  paM,  that,  in  the  morning  waleh,  tiie 
1<0BD  looked  nnto  the  host  of  the  Egyptians,  through  the  pilltf 
•f  fire  and  of  the  clond,  and  troubled  the  host  of  the  Rgyptians.** 
-^EoBod  xiv,  24. 
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The  fruitless  showers  of  worldly  woe    * 
Fall  dark  to  earth  and  never  rise ; 

While  tears  that  from  repentance  flow, 
In  bright  exhalement  reach  the  skies 
Qo,  let  me  weep. 

Leave  me  to  sigh  o'er  hoars  thaf;  flew 

More  idly  than  the  summer's  wind, 
And,  while  they  pass'd,  a  fragrance  threw. 

But  left  no  trace  of  sweets  behind.  — 
The  warmest  sigh  that  pleasure  heaves 

Is  cold,  is  faint  to  those  that  swell 
The  heart,  where  pure  repentance  grieyet 

O'er  hours  of  pleasure,  loved  too  welL 
Leave  me  to  sigh. 


COMB  NOT,  OH  LORD. 

(AIB.  —  HATDH.J 

Come  not,  oh  Lobd,  in  the  dread  robe  of  splendour 
Thou  wor'st  on  the  Mount,  in  the  day  of  thine  ire ; 

Come  veil'd  in  those  shadows,  deep,  awful,  but  tender, 
Which  Mercy  flings  over  thy  features  of  fire  1 

Lobd,  thou  rememb'rest  the  night,  when  thy  Nation  * 
Stood  fronting  her  Foe  by  the  red-rolling  stream ; 

•  **  And  it  came  between  the  camp  of  the  Egyptians  and  the 
famp  of  t&rael;  and  ft  was  a  clond  and  darkness  to  them,  but  it 
gave  light  bj  eight  to  these."  —  EaMd.  xiv.  20. 
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O'er  Egypt  thj  pillar  shed  dark  desolation, 
While  Israel  bask'd  all  the  night  in  its  beam. 

So,  when  the  dread  clouds  of  anger  enfold  Thee, 
From  us,  in  thy  mercy,  the  dark  side  remove ; 

While  shrouded  in  terrors  the  guilty  behold  Thiee 
Oh,  turn  upon  us  the  mild  light  of  thy  Love  I 


WBRB  NOT  THE   SINFUL  MARY'S  TEABS. 

(AIB.  —  STBVBNSON.) 

Were  not  the  sinful  Mary's  tears 

An  offering  worthy  Heaven, 
When,  o'er  the  faults  of  former  years, 

She  wept  —  and  was  forgiven? 

When,  bringing  every  balmy  sweet 

Her  day  of  luxury  stored. 
She  o'er  her  Saviour's  hallow'd  feet 

The  precious  odours  pour'd ;  — 

And  wiped  them  with  that  golden  hair, 
Where  once  the  diamond  shone ; 

Though  now  those  gems  of  grief  were  there 
Which  shine  for  God  alone ! 

Were  not  those  sweets,  so  humbly  shed  — 
That  hair  —  those  weeping  cjyes  — 
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And  the  sunk  heart,  that  inly  bled  — 
Heaven's  noblest  sacrifice  ? 

Thou,  that  hast  slept  in  error's  sleep, 
Oh,  would'st  thou  wake  in  Heaven, 

Lika  Mary  kneel,  like  Mary  weep, 
"  Love  much  "  ♦  and  be  forgiven  I 


AS  DOWN  IN   THE  SUNLESS  RETREAXa 

(AHL— HAYDN.) 

As  down  in  the  sunless  retreats  of  the  Ocean, 

Sweet  flowers  are  springing  no  mortal  can  see. 

So,  deep  in  my  soul  the  still  prayer  of  devotion, 

Unheard  by  the  world,  rises  silent  to  Thee, 

My  God  I  silent,  to  Thee  — 

Pure,  warm,  silent,  to  Thee, 

As  still  to  the  star  of  its  worship,  though  clouded, 

The  needle  points  faithfully  o'er  the  dim  sea. 
So,  dark  as  I  roam,  in  this  wintry  world  shrouded. 
The  hope  of  my  spirit  turns  trembling  to  Thee, 
My  God  I  trembling,  to  Thee  — 
True,  fond,  trembling,  to  Thee. 

•  *Her  Bins,  which  are  many   are  forgiyen;  for  she  lofisd 
mnoh."  —  iSC  Luke,  yii.  47 
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BUT  WHO   SHALL   SEE 

(AIB.  — STEYENSOir.) 

But  who  shall  see  the  glorious  daj 

When,  throned  on  Zion's  brow, 
The  LoBD  shall  rend  that  veil  away 

Which  hides  the  nations  now  ?  * 
When  earth  no  more  beneath  the  fear 

Of  his  rebuke  shall  lie ;  f 
When  pain  shall  cease,  and  every  tear 

Be  wiped  from  every  eye.J 

Then,  Judah,  thou  no  more  shalt  mourn 

Beneath  the  heathen's  chain ; 
Thy  days  of  splendour  shall  return, 

And  all  be  new  again.§ 
The  Fount  of  Life  shall  then  be  quaflTd 

Li  peace,  by  all  who  come ;  | 
And  every  wind  that  blows  shall  waft 

Some  long-lost  exile  home. 

*'  '*  And  be  will  destroy,  in  this  mountain,  the  face  of  the  eoT 
exing  cast  over  all  people,  and  the  vail  that  is  spread  over  all  na 
tions.'*  —  Isaiah  xxv.  7. 

t  ''  The  rebuke  of  his  people  shall  he  take  away  from  off  at. 
the  earth."  —  Isaiah  xxv.  8. 

%  ^^  And  God  shall  wipe  away  all  tears  from  their  eyes;     . 
neither  shall  there  be  any  more  pain.**  — Btv,  xxi.  4. 

f  *^  And  he  that  sat  npon  the  throne  said,  Behold,  I  make  aO 
things  new.** — Rev.  xxi.  6. 

U  **  And  whosoever  will,  let  him  take  the  water  of  life  free^.' 
—  Jiev,  xxii.  17. 
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ALMIGHTY  GOD! 
OHOBUS    OF    PBIE8T8. 

(AIB.  — MOZABt.) 

Almiohty  God  I  when  round  thy  shrine 
The  Palm-tree's  heavenly  branch  we  twine,* 
(Emblem  of  Life's  eternal  ray, 
And  Love  that  "  fadeth  not  away,") 
We  bless  the  flowers,  expanded  a]l,t 
We  bless  the  leaves  that  never  fall. 
And  trembling  say,  —  "In  Eden  thus 
"  The  Tree  of  Life  may  flower  for  us  I  ** 

When  round  thy  Cherubs  —  smiling  calm, 
Without  their  fljunes  t  —  we  wreathe  the  Palm, 

•  "The  Scriptures  having  declared  that  the  Temple  of  Jem- 
•alem  was  a  type  of  the  Messiah,  it  is  natural  to  conclude  that 
the  PabfUf  which  made  so  conspicuous  a  figure  in  that  structure, 
represented  that  Life  and  ImmortaUUf  which  were  brought  to 
light  by  the  gospel."  —  ObservaUofu  on  the  Pabn,  a$  a  tacred 
Emblem,  by  W.  Tighe. 

f  **  And  he  carved  all  the  walls  of  the  house  round  about  with 
carved  figures  of  cherubims,  and  palm-trees,  and  open  Jlowen,*^ 
—  1  Kings,  vi.  29. 

X  **  When  the  passover  of  the  tabernacles  was  revealed  to  the 
great  lawgiver  in  the  mount,  then  the  cherubic  images  which 
appeared  in  that  structure  were  no  longer  surrounded  by  flames; 
for  the  tabernacle  was  a  type  of  the  dispensation  of  mercy,  by 
which  Jehovah  ponfirmed  his  gracious  covenant  to  redeem 
mankind."  —  OburvatUmt  on  Hit  Palm. 
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Ob  God  !  we  feel  the  emblem  true  — 
Tby  Mercy  is  eteraal  too. 
Tbose  Cberabs,  witb  tbeir  smiling  ejeB, 
Tbat  crown  of  Palm  wbicb  never  dies, 
Are  but  the  types  of  Thee  above  — 
Eternal  Life,  and  Peace,  and  Love  I 


OH  FAIR!  OH  PUREST! 

SAINT   AUGUSTINE   TO    HIS    SISTBB.* 

(AIB.  —  MOORE.) 

Oh  fair !  oh  purest !  be  thou  the  dove 
That  flies  alone  to  some  sunny  grove, 
And  lives  unseen,  and  bathes  her  wing. 
All  vestal  white,  in  the  limpid  spring. 
There,  if  the  hovering  hawk  be  near. 
That  limpid  spring  in  its  mirror  clear 
Beflects  him,  ere  he  reach  his  prey, 
And  warns  the  timorous  bird  away. 

*  In  St.  Augustine's  Treatise  upon  the  advantages  of  a  solitary 
life,  addressed  to  his  sister,  there  is  the  following  innoiftil  paa- 
gage,  from  which,  the  reader  will  perceive,  the  thought  of  this 
Bong  was  taken:  "  Te.  soror,  nunquam  nolo  esse  securam,  sed 
timere  semperque  tuam  fragilitatem  habere  suspectam,  ad  instar 
pavldse  columbffi  freqnentare  rivos  aquarum  et  quasi  In  speculo 
accipitris  cemere  supervolantis  effigiem  et  cavere.  Bivi  aquamm 
lententifB  sunt  scrlptnrarum,  quae  de  limpidissimo  sapientic 
fbnte  profluentes,"  etc.  etc. — De  VU»  Eremit,  ad  Sororewi. 
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Be  thou  this  dove ; 
Fairest,  pnrest,  be  thou  this  dove. 

The  sacred  pages  of  God's  own  book 
Shall  be  the  spring,  the  eternal  brook, 
In  whose  holy  mirror,  night  and  day, 
Thoo'lt  study  Heaven's  reflected  ray  ;— 
And  should  the  foes  of  virtue  dare. 
With  gloomy  wing,  to  seek  thee  there. 
Thou  wilt  see  how  dark  their  shadows  lie 
Between  Heaven  and  thee,  and  trembling  fly; 

Be  thou  that  dove ; 
Fairest,  purest,  be  thou  that  dove. 


ANGEL  OF  CHARITY. 

(AIB.  —  HANDBL.) 

Anoel  of  Charity,  who,  from  above, 

Comest  to  dwell  a  pilgrim  here. 
Thy  voice  is  music,  thy  smile  is  love, 

And  Pity's  soul  is  in  thy  tear. 
When  on  the  shrine  of  God  were  laid 

First-fruits  of  all  most  good  and  fair. 
That  ever  bloom'd  in  Eden's  shade. 

Thine  was  the  holiest  ofiering  there. 

Hope  and  her  sister.  Faith,  were  given 
But  as  our  guides  to  yonder  sky ; 
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Soon  as  they  reach  the  verge  of  heaven, 
There,  lost  in  perfect  blifiSi  thej  die.* 

But,  long  as  Love,  Almighty  Love, 
Shall  on  his  throne  of  thrones  abides 

Thon,  Charity,  shalt  dwell  above, 
Smiling  for  ever  by  Hk  side  I 


BEHOLD  THE  SUN. 

(▲IB.  — U>BD  MOBNIHOTON.) 

Behold  the  Sun,  how  bright 
From  yonder  East  he  springSy 

As  if  the  soul  of  life  and  light 
Were  breathing  from  his  wings. 

So  bright  the  Gospel  broke 

Upon  the  souls  of  men ; 
So  fresh  the  dreaming  world  awdie 

In  Truth's  full  radiance  then. 

Befi)re  yon  Sun  arose* 

Stars  clustered  through  the  sky  — 
But  oh  how  dim,  how  pale  were  thoM^ 

To  His  one  burning  eye  I 


» <•  TiMn  Faith  shall  fail,  and  holy  Hope  shaO  die, 
One  lost  in  certainty,  and  one  in  joy.'* 
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So  Truth  lent  many  a  ray, 

To  bless  the  Pagan's  night  — 
Buty  LoBD,  how  weak,  how  cold  were  the/ 

To  Thy  One  glorioas  Light ! 


LORD,  WHO  SHALL  BEAR  THAT  DAY. 

(▲IB.  — DB.  BOTOX.) 

Lord,  who  shall  bear  that  day,  so  dread,  so  splendid. 
When  we  shall  see  thy  Angel,  hov'ring  o'er 

This  sinful  world,  with  hand  to  heav'n  extended, 
And  hear  him  swear  by  Thee  that  Time's  no 
more?* 

When  Earth  shall  feel  thy  fast  consuming  ray  — • 

Who,  Mighty  GrOD,  oh  who  shall  bear  that  day  ? 

When  through  the  world  thy  awful  call  hath  sound- 
ed— 
^Wake,  all  ye  Dead,  to   judgment  wak«,  ye 
Deadrt 
And  from  the  clouds,  by  seraph  eyes  surrounded, 
The  Saviour  shall  put  forth  his  radiant  head ;  | 

•  «  And  the  angel  which  I  saw  stand  upon  the  sea  and  upon 
Jie  eirth  lifted  up  his  hand  to  heaven,  and  sware  by  Him  that 
Bfeth  for  ever  and  eyer,  .  •  •  ^  that  there  shoald  be  time  no 
kmger.** — Meo.  x.  6,  6. 
t  ''Awake,  ye  Dead,  and  come  to  jndgment.*' 
%  **  They  shall  see  the  Son  of  Man  coming  in  the  clouds  oC 
biaf«i*-aod  aU  the  angaUwith  him.*'— iratt.zziY.  SO,  and 

«ZT.  SI. 
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While  Earth  and  Heav'n  before  Him  pass  awaj  ♦  — 
Who,  Mighty  God,  oh  who  shall  bear  that  day? 

When,  with  a  glance,  th'  Eternal  Judge  shall  serer 
Earth's  evil  spirits  from  the  pure  and  bright, 

And  say  to  those,  ^  Depart  from  me  for  ever !  ** 
To  thesey  ^  Come,  dwell  with  me  in  endless  light  I ''f 

When  each  and  all  in  silence  take  their  way  — 

Who,  Mighty  God,  oh  who  shall  bear  that  day  ? 


OH,  TEACH  MB  TO  LOVE  THEE. 

(▲IB.  —  HATDH.) 

Oh,  teach  me  to  love  Thee,  to  feel  what  thou  ari^ 
Till,  fiU'd  with  the  one  sacred  image,  my  heart 

Shall  all  other  passions  disown ; 
Like  some  pure  temple,  that  shines  apart, 

Reserved  for  Thy  worship  alone. 

•  ''From  whose  face  the  earth  and  the  heaven  fled  away,**  — 
Rev,  zx.  11. 

t  ^  And  before  Him  shall  be  gathered  aU  nations,  and  He  sha]] 
•eparato  them  one  from  another.  .  .  . 

**  Then  shall  the  King  say  nnto  them  on  his  right  hand,  Come^ 
ye  blessed  of  my  Father,  inherit  the  kingdom  prepared  ibt 
yoa,eto. 

**  Then  shall  He  say  also  nnto  them  on  the  left  hand,  Depart 
fifom  me,  ye  cnrsed,  etc. 

**  And  these  shall  go  away  into  everlasting  punishment;  but 
dM  ighteoos  mto  life  eternal  **  —  McUL  zzv.  82,  ei  §eq. 
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in  joy  and  in  sorrow,  liirongli  praise  and  throagh 

blame, 
Thus  sdll  let  me,  living  and  dying  the  same, 

In  Thy  service  bloom  and  decay  — 
Like  some  lone  altar,  whose  votive  flame 

In  holiness  wasteth  away. 

Though  bom  in  this  desert,  and  doom'd  by  my  birth 
To  pain  and  affliction,  to  darkness  and  dearth. 

On  Thee  let  my  spirit  rely  — 
Like  some  rude  dial,  that,  fix'd  on  earth. 

Still  looks  for  its  light  from  the  sky. 


WEEP,  CHILDREN  OF  ISRAEL. 

(AIB.  —  STBYKII80M.) 

Wbbp,  weep  for  him,  the  Man  of  God  — • 

In  yonder  vale  he  sunk  to  rest ; 
But  none  of  earth  can  point  the  sod  f 

That  flowers  above  bis  sacred  breast 
Weep,  children  of  Israel,  weep  1 

His  doctrine  fell  like  Heaven's  rain,  % 
His  words  refreshed  like  Heaven's  dew  — 

•  "  And  the  children  of  Israel  wept  for  Moses  in  the  plains  of 
Moab."— Dettl.  xxxiv.  8. 

t  **  And  he  bnried  him  in  a  yalley  in  the  land  of  Moab:  •  •  • 
but  no  man  knovath  of  his  sepulchre  onto  this  day/'  — RUL 
▼er.  6. 

)  **  My  doctrine  shall  drop  as  the  rain,  my  speech  shaU  distil 
M  the  dew.*'  —  Mou*'  Song    DtuL  zzxiL  2. 
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Oh,  ne^er  shall  Israel  see  again 
A  Chief,  to  God  and  her  so  true. 
Weep,  children  of  Israel,  weep  I 

Remember  ye  his  parting  gaze, 
His  farewell  song  by  Jordan's  tide, 

When,  foil  of  glory  and  of  days, 

He  saw  the  promised  land  —  and  died,* 
Weep,  children  of  Israel,  weep  I 

Yet  died  he  not  as  men  who  sink. 
Before  our  eyes,  to  soulless  clay ; 

But,  changed  to  spirit,  like  a  wink 
Of  summer  lightning,  pass'd  away.f 
Weep,  children  of  Israel,  weep ! 

•  **I  have  oaosed  thee  to  see  it  with  thine  eyes,  bat  tfaon  ihatt 
not  go  over  thither.*'— 2>et(t  zxziy.  4. 

t  **  As  he  was  going  to  embrace  Eleazer  and  Joshua,  and  waa 
stin  disconrsing  with  them,  a  cloud  stood  over  him  on  the  sudden, 
and  he  disappeared  in  a  certain  valley,  although  he  wrote  in  the 
Holy  Books  that  he  died,  which  was  done  out  of  fear,  lest  they 
should  venture  to  say  that,  because  of  his  extraordinary  virtue, 
bo  went  to  Qod.*'— .AwjaAMf,  book  iv.  chap.  viiL 
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UKB  MORNING,  WHEN  HEB  EABLY  BBBEZB. 

(▲DEL  —  BKBTHOTKXr.) 

Like  morning,  when  her  earlj  breeze 
Breaks  up  the  surface  of  the  seas, 
That,  in  those  ftirrows,  dark  with  nighty 
Her  hand  may  sow  the  seeds  of  light-— 

Thy  Grace  can  send  its  breathings  o'er^ 
The  Spirit,  dark  and  lost  before, 
And,  freshening  all  its  depths,  prepare 
For  Truth  divine  to  enter  there. 

Till  David  touch'd  his  sacred  lyre. 
In  silence  lay  th'  unbreathing  wire; 
But  when  he  swept  its  chords  along, 
Ev^n  Angels  stoop'd  to  hear  that  song. 

So  sleeps  the  soul,  till  Thou,  O  Lobd, 
Shalt  deign  to  touch  its  lifeless  chord— 
Till,  waked  by  Thee,  its  breath  shall 
Iq  music,  worthy  of  the  skies  I 
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COME,  TB  DISCONSOLATE. 

(▲IB.  —  GXBMAJr.) 

Comb,  ye  disconsolate,  where'er  jou  languish. 
Come,  at  God's  altar  fervently  kneel ; 

Here  bring  jour  wounded  hearts,  here  tell  jouf 
anguish  — 
Earth  has  no  sorrow  that  Heaven  cannot  heaL 

J07  of  the  desolate,  Light  of  the  straying, 
Hope,  when  all  others  die,  fadeless  and  pure, 

Here  speaks  the  Comforter,  in  God's  name  sajing— • 
**  Earth  has  no  sorrow  that  Heaven  cannot  cure." 

60,  ask  the  infidel,  what  boon  he  brings  us. 
What  charm  for  aching  hearts  he  can  reveal, 

Sweet  as  that  heavenly  promise  Hope  sings  us  — • 
^  Earth  has  no  sorrow  that  God  cannot  heaL** 


AWAKE,  ARISE,  THY  LIGHT  IS  COME. 

(▲IB.  —  8TBVSNSOH.) 

AwAKB,  arise,  thy  light  is  come ;  * 
The  nations,  that  before  outshone  thee, 

•  "Arise,  shine;  for  thj  Ugfat  is  oome,  and  the  i^oij  of  tlit 
LoBD  is  risen  upon  thee.'* —  Uaiah,  Is. 
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Now  at  thj  feet  lie  dark  and  dumb  — 
The  glory  of  the  Lobd  is  on  thee  I 

Arise  —  the  Grentiles  to  thy  ray, 

From  ev'ry  nook  of  earth  shall  cluster) 

And  kings  and  princes  haste  to  pay 
Their  homage  to  thy  rising  lustre.* 

Lift  up  thine  eyes  around,  and  see, 
O'er  foreign  fields,  o'er  farthest  waters, 

Thy  exiled  sons  return  to  thee. 
To  thee  return  thy  home-sick  daughters-f 

And  camels  rich,  from  Midian's  tents. 

Shall  lay  their  treasures  down  before  thee ; 

And  Saba  bring  her  gold  and  scents, 
To  fill  thy  air,  and  sparkle  o'er  thee.} 

See,  who  are  these  that,  like  a  cloud,§ 
Are  gathering  from  all  earth's  dominions, 

Like  doves,  long  absent,  when  allow*d 

Homeward  to  shoot  their  trembling  pini<Mi8. 

*  **  And  the  Gentiles  shall  come  to  thy  light,  and  kings  to  Ibt 
J>rightne8s  of  thy  rising."  —  IscUah  Ix. 

t  **Lift  up  ^ne  eyes  round  about  and  see;  all  they  gather 
themselTes  together,  they  come  to  thee:  thy  sons  shf^  oome 
itom  afkr,  and  thy  daughters  shall  be  nursed  at  thy  side." —  Jb. 

s  **  The  multitude  of  camals  shall  coyer  thee;  the  dromedaries 
«f  MSdian  and  Ephah;  all  they  from  Sheba  shall  comei  they 
«hall  bring  gold  and  incense."  -^  lb, 

I  **  Who  are  these  that  fly  a£  a  cloud,  and  as  the  doyes  tt 
ttieir  windows  ?  "  —  lb. 
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Surely  the  isles  shall  wait  for  me,* 

The  ships  of  Tarshish  round  will  hover, 

To  bring  thj  sons  across  the  sea, 
And  waft  their  gold  and  silver  over. 

And  Lebanon  thj  pomp  shall  grace  t  — 
The  fir,  the  pine,  the  palm  victorious 

Shall  beautify  our  Holy  Place, 
And  make  the  ground  I  tread  on  glorioos. 

No  more  shall  Discord  haunt  thy  ways,  J 
Nor  ruin  waste  thy  cheerless  nation ; 

But  thou  shalt  call  thy  portals.  Praise, 
And  thou  shalt  name  thy  walls,  Salvatimi* 

The  sun  no  more  shall  make  thee  bright,§ 
Nor  moon  shall  lend  her  lustre  to  thee ; 

But  God,  Himself,  shall  be  thy  Light, 
And  flash  eternal  glory  through  thee. 

*  "  Surely  the  isles  shall  wait  for  me,  and  the  ships  of  Tar- 
shish first,  to  bring  thy  sons  from  far,  their  silver  and  their  gold 
with  them."  —  Isaiah  Ix. 

t  ''The  glory  of  Lebanon  shall  come  onto  thee;  the  fiHaree, 
the  pine-tree,  and  the  box  together,  to  beautify  the  place  of  my 
sanctoary:  and  I  will  make  the  place  of  my  feet  glorious.**  — 
76. 

X  ^  Violence  shall  no  more  be  heard  in  thy  land,  wasting  nor 
destruction  within  thy  borders;  but  thou  shalt  call  thy  mJk, 
Salvation,  and  thy  gates,  Praise.** —  lb, 

4  **  Thy  sun  shall  be  no  more  thy  light  by  day;  neither  for 
or^tness  shall  the  moon  give  light  unto  thee:  but  the  Lobd 
shall  be  unto  Aee  an  everlasting  ligh^  and  thy  God  thy  c^ory." 
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Thy  sun  shall  never  more  go  down ; 

A  raj,  from  heav'n  itself  descended, 
Shall  light  thy  everlasting  crown  — 

Thy  days  of  mourning  all  are  ended.* 

My  own,  elect,  and  righteous  Land  I 
The  Branch,  for  ever  green  and  vernal, 

Which  I  have  planted  with  this  hand — 
Live  thou  shalt  in  Life  Etemal.t 


THERE  IS  A  BLEAK  DESERT. 

(AIB.  —  CBBSCENTIin.) 

There  is  a  bleak  Desert,  where   daylight  grows 

weary 
Of  wasting  its  smile  on  a  region  so  dreary  — 

What  may  that  Desert  be  ? 
^Tis  Life,  cheerless  Life,  where  the  few  joys  that  come 
Are  lost,  like  that  daylight,  for  't  is  not  their  home. 

There  is  a  lone  Pilgrim,  before  whose  faint  eyes 
The  water  he  pants  for  but  sparkles  and  flies  — 

Who  may  that  Pilgrim  be  ? 
*Tis  Man,  hapless  Man,  through  this  life  tempted  on 
By  fair  shining  hopes,  that  in  shining  are  gone. 

•  *<  Thy  sun  shall  no  more  go  down ;  .  .  .  for  the  Lord  shaU 
be  thine  everlasting  light,  and  the  days  of  thy  mourning  shall  be 
ended.** — iMoiah  Ix. 

i  **Thy  people  ajso  shall  be  all  righteous;  they  shallinherit 
Uie  land  for  ever,  the  branch  of  my  planting,  the  work  of  mjf 
MandBV  —  Jb. 
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There  is  a  bright  Fountain,  through  that  Deseri 

stealing 
To  pure  lips  alone  its  refreshment  revealing-— 

What  may  that  Fountain  be  ? 
Tis  Truth,   holy   Truth,  that,  like  springs  undei 

ground. 
By  the  gifted  of  Heaven  aJone  can  be  found.* 

There  is  a  fair  Spirit,  whose  wand  hath  the  spell 
To  point  where  those  waters  in  secrecy  dwell  — 

Who  may  that  Spirit  be  ? 
Tis  Faith,  humble  Faith,  who  hath  leam'd  that, 

where'er 
Her  wand  bends  to  worship,  the    Truth  must  be 

there  I 


SINCE  FIRST    THY  WORD. 

(AIB. — NICHOLAS     FRKKMAN.) 

Since  first  Thy  Word  awaked  my  heart. 
Like  new  life  dawning  o'er  me, 

Where'er  I  turn  mine  eyes.  Thou  art, 
All  light  and  love  before  me. 

Nought  else  I  feel,  or  hear  or  see  — 
All  bonds  of  earth  I  sever — 

•  hk  lingiDg,  the  following  line  had  better  be  adopted,— 
^  Can  bat  by  the  gifted  of  Heaven  be  found.** 
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Ihee,  0  GrOD,  and  onfy  Thee 
I  live  for,  now  and  ever. 

Like  him  whose  fetters  dropp'd  away 

When  light  shone  o'er  his  prison,* 
My  spirit,  touch'd  by  Mercy's  ray, 

Hath  from  her  chains  arisen. 
And  shall  a  soul  Thou  bidst  be  firee. 

Return  to  bondage  ?  —  never  I 
Thee,  O  God,  and  only  Thee 

I  live  for,  now  and  ever. 


HARK!  'TIS  THE  BREEZE. 

(AIB.  — BOUBSBAU.) 

Habk  !  'tis  the  breeze  of  twilight  calling 

Earth's  weary  children  to  repose ; 
While,  round  the  couch  of  Nature  &lling^ 

Gently  the  night's  sofl  curtains  close. 
Soon  o'er  a  world,  in  sleep  reclining. 

Numberless  stars,  through  yonder  dark. 
Shall  look,  like  eyes  of  Cherubs  shining 

Frcnon  out  the  veils  that  hid  the  Ark. 

Guard  us,  oh  Thou,  who  never  sleepest, 
Thou  who,  in  silence  throned  above, 

•  ^  And,  behold,  the  angel  of  the  Lobd  came  upon  b^  and  t 
Vgfat  shined  hi  the  prison.  .  .  .  And  his  chains  fell  off  Iboni 
Qis  hands.**  -  -  Acts  xii.  7 
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Throughout  all  timey  unwearied,  keepesi 
Thy  watch  of  Glory,  Pow'r,  and  Love. 

Grant  that,  beneath  thme  eye,  securely. 
Our  souls,  awhile  from  life  vrithdrawo, 

May,  in  their  darkness,  stilly,  purely. 
Like  '^  sealed  fountains,"  rest  till  dawn* 


WHERE  IS  YOUR  DWELLING,  YE  SAINTED  1 

(▲IB.  —  HA88B.) 

Where  is  your  dwelling,  ye  Smnted  ? 

Through  what  Elysium  more  bright 
Than  fancy  or  hope  ever  piunted, 

Walk  ye  in  glory  and  light? 
Who  the  same  kingdom  inherits  ? 

Breathes  there  a  soul  that  may  dare 
Look  to  that  world  of  Spirits, 

Or  hope  to  dwell  with  you  there  ? 

Sages !  who,  ev'n  in  exploring 

Nature  through  all  her  bright  wayB| 
Went,  like  the  Seraphs,  adoring, 

And  veil'd  your  eyes  in  the  blaze  — 
Martyrs !  who  left  for  our  reaping 

Truths  you  had  sown  in  your  blood  — 
Sinners !  whom  long  years  of  weeping 

Chasteii'd  from  evil  to  good — 
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Maidens !  who,  like  the  young  Crescenty 

Turning  away  your  pale  brows 
From  earth,  and  the  light  of  the  Presenti 

Look'd  to  your  Heavenly  Spouse  — 
Say,  through  what  region  enchanted 

Walk  ye,  in  Heaven's  sweet  air  ? 
Say,  to  what  spirits  'tis  granted. 

Bright  souls,  to  dwell  with  you  there? 


HOW  LIGHTLY  MOUNTS  THE  MUSE'S  Wma 
( AiB. — AiroirrMous. ) 

How  lightly  mounts  the  Muse's  wing, 

Whose  theme  is  in  the  skies  — 
Like  morning  larks,  that  sweeter  sing 

The  nearer  Heav'n  they  rise. 

Though  Love  his  magic  lyre  may  tune, 
Yet  ah,  the  flowers  he  round  it  wreathes 

Were  pluck'd  beneath  pale  Passion's  moon, 
Whose  madness  in  their  odour  breathes. 

How  purer  far  the  sacred  lute, 

Bound  which  Devotion  ties 
Sweet  How'rs  that  turn  to  heav'nly  fruity 

And  palm  that  never  dies. 
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Though  War's  high-sounding  harp  maj  be 
Most  welcome  to  the  hero's  ears, 

AlaSy  his  chords  of  victory 

Are  wety  all  o'er,  with  human  tears. 

How  far  more  sweet  their  numbers  nm. 
Who  hymn,  like  Saints  above. 

No  victor,  but  th'  Eternal  One, 
No  trophies  but  of  Love  I 


GO   FORTH  TO  THE  MOUNT. 

(AIB. —  8TBVSKBON.) 

Go  forth  to  the  Mount  —  bring  the  olive-brancb 

home,* 
And  rejoice,  for  the  day  of  our  Freedom  is  come  1 
From  that  time,t  when  the  moon  upon  Ajalon's  vale. 
Looking  motionless  down,{  saw  the  kings  of  the 
earth. 
In  the  presence  of  God's  mighty  Champion,  grow 
pale  — 
Oh,  never  had  Judah  an  hour  of  sudi  mirth ! 

•  **  And  that  they  should  publish  and  proclaim  in  all  their 
cities,  and  in  Jerusalem,  saying,  Go  forth  unto  the  mount  and 
fetch  olive-branches,*'  etc.  etc.  —  Neh.  viii.  16. 

t  "  For  since  the  days  of  Joshua  the  son  of  Nun  unto  thitt  day 
had  not  the  children  of  Israel  done  so:  and  there  was  very  great 
gladness."  —  Ih,  17. 

X  *■*•  Sun,  stand  thou  stiQ  upon  Gibeon;  and  thou.  Moon,  in  tbt 
valley  of  Ajalon.**  —Joth,  x.  12. 
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Gk>  forth  to  the  Mount — bri&g  the  oliv^-braoch  home, 
And  rejoice,  for  the  day  of  our  Freedom  is  come  I 

Bring  mjrtle  and  pahn  —  luring  the  boughs  of  each 

tree 
That's  worthy  to  wave  o'er  the  tents  of  the  Free.* 
From  that  day,  when  the  footst^>s  of  Israel  shone, 
With  a  light  not  their  own,  through  the  Jordan's 
deep  tide, 
Whose  waters  shrunk  back  as  the  Ark  glided  on  —  t 

Oh,  never  had  Judah  an  hour  oi  such  pride ! 
Go  forth  to  the  Mount  —  bring  the  olive-branch 

home, 
And  rejoice,  for  the  day  of  our  Freedom  is  come  I 


IS  IT  NOT  SWEET  TO  THINK,  HBREAFTBB. 

(AIB.  —  HATDN.) 

Is  it  not  sweet  to  think,  hereafter. 
When  the  Spirit  leaves  l^is  sphere, 

Love^  with  deathless  whig,  shall  waft  her 
To  those  she  long  hath  moum'd  for  here  ? 

•  **  Fetch  olive-branches,  and  pine-brancheSi  and  myrU^ 
branches,  and  palm-branches,  and  branches  of  thick  trees,  to 
make  booths."— JVeA.  yiU.  15. 

*  ^  And  the  priests  that  bare  the  ark  of  the  covenant  of  the 
Cx>BD  stood  firm  on  dry  gronnd  in  the  midst  of  Jordan,  and  all 
ttie  Israelites  passed  over  on  dry  ground.*'  —  Josh,  iii.  17. 
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Hearts,  from  which  'twas  death  to  seyeTt 
Eyes,  this  world  can  ne'er  restore, 

There,  as  warm,  as  bright  as  ever, 
Shall  meet  us  and  be  lost  no  more. 

When  wearily  we  wander,  asking 
Of  earth  and  heav'n,  where  are  they, 

Beneath  whose  smile  we  once  lay  basking^ 
Blest,  and  thinking  bliss  would  stay  ? 

tlope  still  lifts  her  radiant  finger 

Pointing  to  th'  eternal  Home, 
Upon  whose  portal  yet  they  linger. 

Looking  back  for  us  to  come. 

Alas,  alas  —  doth  Hope  deceive  us  ? 

Shall  friendship  —  love  —  shall  all  those  fiei 
That  bind  a  moment,  and  then  leave  us, 

Be  found  again  where  nothing  dies  ? 

Oh,  if  no  other  boon  were  given, 

To  keep  our  hearts  from  wrong  and  stain. 

Who  would  not  try  to  win  a  Heaven 
Where  all  we  love  shall  live  again  ? 
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WAR  AGAINST  BABYLON. 

(▲IB.  —  VOTSLLO.) 

*  War  against  Babylon  I "  shout  we  aroundy* 

Be  our  banners  through  earth  unfurFd ; 
Bbe  up,  ye  nations,  je  kings,  at  the  sound  —  f 

^  War  against  Babylon  I "  shout  through  the  world  I 
Oh  thou,  that  dwellest  on  many  waters,} 

Thy  day  of  pride  is  ended  now ; 
And  the  dark  curse  of  Israel's  daughters 

Breaks,  like  a  thunder-cloud,  over  thy  brOw  I 
War,  war,  war  against  Babylon  I 

Make  bright  the  arrows,  and  gather  the  shieldSyS 

Set  the  standard  of  God  on  high ; 
Swarm  we,  like  locusts,  o'er  all  her  fields, 

"Zion"  our  watchword,  and  "vengeance**  our 
cry  I 
Woe !  woe  I  —  the  time  of  thy  visitation  | 

•  **  Shout;  against  her  roiind  about.** — Jer,  1. 15. 

t  **  Set  ye  up  a  Btandard  in  the  land,  blow  the  trumpet  among 
the  nations,  prepare  the  nations  against  her,  call  together  against 
her  the  kingdoms,"  etc.  etc.  —  Jb.  li.  27. 

X  **  Oh  thou  that  dwellest  upon  many  waters, .  .  .  thine  end 
it  come."  —  Jb,  18. 

\  **  Make  bright  the  arrows;  gather  the  shields set 

up  the  standard  upon  the  walls  of  Babylon." — Jer,  L  11, 12. 

II  "  Woe  unto  them !  for  their  day  is  come,  the  time  of  their 
•isitation!"  — Jer.  1.27. 
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Is  come,  proud  Laud,  thj  doom  is  east  — 
And  the  black  surge  of  desolation 
Sweeps  o'er  thj  guilty  head,  at  last  I 

War,  war,  war  against  Babylon  I 
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THE  MEBTING  OF  THE  8HIPa 

When  o'er  the  silent  seas  alone, 
For  days  and  nights  we  Ve  cheerless  g<m6y 
Oh  tfaej  who've  felt  it  know  how  sweety 
Some  sonnj  mom  a  sail  to  meet. 

Sparkling  at  once  is  eVrj  eye, 

"  Ship  ahoy !  ship  ahoy ! "  our  joyful  cry ; 

While  answering  back  the  sounds  we  hear, 

^  Ship  ahoy!  ship  ahoy  I  what  cheer?  what  cheer  F* 

Then  sails  are  back'd,  we  nearer  come, 
Kind  words  are  said  of  Mends  and  home ; 
And  soon,  too  soon,  we  part  with  pain,    ' 
To  sail  o'er  silent  seas  again. 


mp,  HIP,  HUBRAHl 

Co3CE,  fill  round  a  bumper,  fill  up  to  the  brim. 
He  who  shrinks  from  a  bumper  I  pledge  not  to  him 
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Here's  the  girl  that  each  loves,  be  her  eje  of  whai 

hue. 
Or  lustre,  it  may,  so  her  heart  is  but  true. 

Charge  I  (drinks)  hip,  hip,  hurra,  hurra! 

Come  charge  high,  again,  boj,  nor  let  the  full  wine 
Leave  a  space  in  the  brimmer,  where  daylight  maj 

shine; 
Here's  ^the  friends  of  our  youth  —  tho'  of  some 

we  're  bereft, 
Maj  the  links  that  are  lost  but  endear  what  are 

left!" 

Charge !  (drinks)  hip,  hip,  hurra,  hurra  I 

Once  more  fill  a  bumper  —  ne'er  talk  of  the  hour; 
On  hearts  thus  united  old  Time  has  no  pow'r. 
May  our  lives,  tho',  alas  I  like  the  wine  of  to-night, 
Thej  must  soon  have  an  end,  to  the  last  flow  as 
bright 

Charge !  (drinks)  hip,  h^,  hurra,  hurra  I 

Quick,  quick,  now,  I'll  give  you,  since  Time^  giass 

will  run 
Ev'n  faster  than  ours  doth,  three  bumpers  in  one ; 
Here's  the  poet  who  sings  —  here's  the  warrior  who 

fights  — 
Here's  the  statesman  who  speaks,  in  the  cause  ci 

men's  rights ! 

Charge !  (drinks)  hip,  hip,  hurra,  hurmf 
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Come,  once  more,  a  bumper !  —  then  drmk  as  70U 

please, 
Tho',  who  could  fin  half-way  to  toast  such  as  these  ? 
Here 's  our  next  joyous  meeting  —  and  oh  when  we 


tfay  our  wine  be  as  bright  and  our  union  as  sweet 
Charge  I  (drinks)  hip,  hip,  hurra,  hurra ! 


HUSH,  HUSH! 

"  Hush,  hush !  **  —  how  well 

That  sweet  word  sounds. 
When  Love,  the  little  sentinel. 

Walks  his  night-rounds ; 
Then,  if  a  foot  but  dare 

One  rose-leaf  crush. 
Myriads  of  voices  in  the  air 

Whisper,  «  Hush,  hush  I  ** 

«Hark,  hark,*tishel'' 

The  night  elves  cry, 
And  hush  their  fairy  harmony. 

While  he  steals  by ; 
But  if  his  silv'ry  feet 

One  dew-drop  brush. 
Voices  are  heard  in  chorus  sweal^ 

Whispering,  «  Hush,  hush  1 " 
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THE  PARTING  BEFOBB  THE  BATTLE. 
HE* 

Qk  to  the  field,  onr  doom  is  seal'd. 

To  conquer  or  be  slaves : 
This  sun  shall  see  our  nation  free. 

Or  set  upon  our  graves. 

SHE. 

Farewell,  oh  fiirewell,  my  love, 
May  Heaven  thj  guardian  be, 

And  send  bright  angels  &om  above 
To  bring  thee  back  to  me. 

HE. 

On  to  the  field,  the  battle-field. 
Where  freedom's  standard  waves, 

This  sun  shall  see  our  tyrant  yield, 
Or  shine  upon  our  graves. 


THE  WATCHMAN. 

A  TRIG. 
WATCHMAN. 

Past  twelve  o'clock  —  past  twelv6t 

Gk)od  night,  good  night,  my  dearest - 
How  fast  the  moments  fly  I 
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Tib  time  to  part,  thou  hearest 
That  hatefiil  watchman's  crj* 

WATCHMAN. 

Past  one  o'clock — past  one. 

Yet  stay  a  moment  longer— 

Alas !  why  is  it  so. 
The  wish  to  staj  grows  stronger. 

The  more  'tis  time  to  go? 

WATCHMAN. 

Past  two  o'clock — past  two. 

Now  wrap  thj  cloak  about  thee— 
The  hours  must  sure  go  wrong. 

For  when  they're  past  without  thee^ 
They're,  oh,  ten  times  as  long. 

WATCHMAN. 

Past  three  o'clock — past  three* 

*  Again  that  dreadful  warning  1 
Had  ever  time  such  flight  ? 
And  see  the  sky,  'tis  morning ^- 
So  now,  indeed,  good  night. 

WATCHMAN. 

Past  three  o'clock — past  three. 
Good  night,  good  night. 
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SAl,  WiaAT  SHALL  WB  DANCBf 

Sat,  what  shall  we  dance  ? 
ShaU  we  bound  along  the  moonlight  plam. 
To  music  of  Italy,  Greece,  or  Spain  ? 

Saj,  what  shall  we  dance  ? 
ShaU  we,  like  those  who  rove 
Through  bright  Grenada's  grove. 
To  the  light  Bolero's  measures  move  ? 
Or  choose  the  Guaracia's  languishing  laj, 
And  thus  to  its  sound  die  away  ? 

Strike  the  gay  chords, 
Let  us  hear  each  strain  irom  ev'ry  shore 
That  music  haunts,  or  young  feet  wander  o'er* 
Hark!  'tis  the  light  march,  to  whose  measured  time. 
The  Polish  lady,  by  her  lover  led. 
Delights  through  gay  saloons  with  step  antired  to 

tread. 
Or  sweeter  still  through  moonlight  walks 
Whose  shadows  serve  to  hide 
The  blush  that*s  raised  by  him  who  talks 
Of  love  the  while  by  her  side. 
Then   comes  the  smooth  waltz,  to  whose  floating 

sound 
Like  dreams  we  go  gliding  around. 
Say,  which  shall  we  dance  ?  which  shall  we  dance  7 
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THE  EVENING  GUN. 

Bbmbmbeb'st  thou  that  setting  sun, 

The  last  I  saw  with  thee. 
When  loud  we  heard  the  evening  gun 

Peal  o'er  the  twilight  sea  ? 
Boom  I  —  the  sounds  appear'd  to  sweep 

Far  o'er  the  verge  of  day, 
Till,  into  realms  beyond  the  deep, 

They  seem'd  to  die  away. 

Oft,  when  the  toils  of  day  are  done, 

In  pensive  dreams  of  thee, 
I  sit  to  hear  that  evening  gun. 

Peal  o'er  the  stormy  sea. 
Boom !  —  and  while,  o'er  billows  curl'd, 

The  distant  sounds  decay, 
I  weep  and  wish,  from  this  rough  world 

Like  them  to  die  away. 


Digitized 


by  Google 


Digitized 


by  Google 


BALLADS,  SONGS, 
MISGELLANEOUS  POEMS,  ETC. 


Digitized 


by  Google 


Digitized 


by  Google 


BALLADS,    SONGS,    ETC. 


TO-DAY,  DBAKEST!  IS  0UB8. 

To-DAT,  dearest  I  is  oors ; 

Wky  should  Love  carelessly  lose  ht 
This  life  shines  or  lowers 

Just  as  we,  weak  mortals,  use  it. 
TiS'lime  enough,  when  its  flowers  deci^, 

To  think  of  the  Choms  of  Sorrow ; 
And  J07,  if  left  on  the  stem  to-day. 

May  trkher  before  to-morrow* 

Then  why^  dearest  I  so  bng 

Let  the  sweet  moments  fly  over? 
Though  now,  blooming  and  youngs 

Thou  hast  me  devoudy  thy  lover, 
Yet  Time  from  both,  in  his  silent  lapse. 

Some  treasure  may  steal  or  borrow; 
Thy  charms  may  be  less  in  bloom,  perhaps, 

Or  I  less  in  love  to-morrow. 
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WHEN  ON  THB  LIP  THB  SIGH  DELAYa 

When  on  the  lip  the  sigh  delaj^Sy 

As  if  't  would  linger  there  for  ever ; 
When  eyes  would  give  the  world  to  gaze, 

Yet  still  look  down,  and  venture  never ; 
When,  though  with  Surest  nymphs  we  rove. 

There 's  one  we  dream  of  more  than  any  -^ 
If  all  this  is  not  real  love, 

T'is  something  wond'rons  like  it,  Fanny  I 

To  think  and  ponder,  when  apart. 

On  all  we  've  got  to  say  at  meeting ; 
And  yet  when  near,  with  heart  to  heart. 

Sit  mute,  and  listen  to  their  beating : 
To  see  but  one  bright  object  moye. 

The  only  moon,  where  stars  are  many  -» 
If  all  this  is  not  downright  love, 

I  prithee  say  what  is,  my  Fanny  1 

When  Hope  foretells  the  brightest,  best. 

Though  Rea&on  on  the  darkest  reckons ; 
When  Passion  drives  us  to  the  west, 

Though  Prudence  to  the  eastward  beckont ; 
When  all  turns  round,  below,  above. 

And  our  own  heads  the  most  of  any  — 
If  this  is  not  stark,  staring  love. 

Then  you  and  I  are  sages,  Fanny. 
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HEBE,  TAKE  IfT  HEABT. 

Hebb,  take  mj  heart — 't  will  be  safe  in  thy  keepings 
While  I  go  wand'ring  o'er  land  and  o*er  sea ; 

Smiling  or  sorrowing,  waking  or  sleeping, 
What  need  I  care,  so  my  heart  is  with  thee? 

If,  in  the  race  we  are  destined  to  run,  love, 
They  who  have  light  hearts  the  happiest  be. 

Then,  happier  still  must  be  they  who  have  none,  loYe, 
And  that  will  be  my  case  when  mine  is  with  thee. 

It  matters  not  where  I  may  now  be  a  rover, 
I  care  not  how  many  bright  eyes  I  may  see ; 

Should  Venus  herself  come  and  ask  me  to  love  her; 
I'd  tell  her  I  couldn't  —  my  heart  is  with  thee. 

And  there  let  it  lie,  growing  fonder  and  fonder  — 
For,  even  should  Fortune  turn  truant  to  me. 

Why,  let  her  go — I've  a  treasure  beyond  her. 
As  bng  as  my  heart's  out  at  int'rest  with  thee  1 


OH,  CALL  IT  BY  SOME  BETTEB  NAME. 

Oh,  call  it  by  some  better  name. 
For  Friendship  sounds  too  cold, 

While  Love  is  now  a  worldly  flame. 
Whose  shrine  must  be  of  gold ; 
21 


Digitized 


byCjOOgIC 


B22  BALLADS,   S0X08,  ETC 

And  Passion,  like  the  son  at  noon. 
That  burns  o'er  all  he  sees, 

Awhile  as  warm,  will  set  as  soon  — • 
Then,  call  it  none  of  these. 

Imagine  something  purer  &r, 

More  free  from  stain  of  clay 
Than  Friendship,  Love,  or  Passion  ftre^ 

Yet  human  still  as  they : 
And  if  thy  lip,  for  love  like  this, 

No  mortal  word  can  frame, 
Go,  ask  of  angels  what  it  is. 

And  call  it  by  that  name  1 


POOB  WOUNDED  HEART. 

Poor  wounded  heart,  farewell ! 
Thy  hour  of  rest  is  come ; 
Thou  soon  wilt  reach  thy  home: 
Poor  wounded  heart,  farewell ! 
The  pain  thou  'It  feel  in  breaking 

Less  bitter  far  will  be. 
Than  that  long,  deadly  aching, 
This  life  has  been  to  thee. 

There  —  broken  heart,  farewell  I 
The  pang  is  o'er  — 
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The  parting  pang  is  o*er; 
Thou  now  wilt  bleed  no  more. 
Poor  broken  heart,  farewell ! 
No  rest  for  thee  but  dying  — 

Like  waves,  whose  strife  is  pasty 
On  death's  cold  shore  thus  lyings 
Thou  sleep'st  in  peace  at  last— 
Poor  broken  heart,  £urewelll 


THB  EAST  INDIAN. 

Comb,  May,  with  all  thy  flowers^ 

Thy  sweetly-scented  thorn, 
Thy  cooling  evening  showers, 

Thy  fragrant  breath  at  mom : 
When  May-flies  haunt  the  willow, 

When  May-buds  tempt  the  bee, 
Then  o'er  the  shining  billow 

Mj  love  will  come  to  me. 

From  Eastern  Isles  she's  winging 

Through  wat'ry  wilds  her  way, 
And  on  her  cheek  is  bringing 

The  bright  sun's  orient  ray : 
Oh,  come  and  court  her  hither^ 

Ye  breezes  mild  and  warm  — 
One  winter's  gale  would  wither 

So  sofl,  so  {Hire  a  form. 
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The  fields  where  she  was  straying 

Are  blest  with  endless  light, 
With  zephyrs  always  playing 

Through  gardens  always  bright 
Then  now,  sweet  Mdy  I  be  sweeter 

Than  e'er  thou  'st  been  before  ; 
Let  sighs  from  roseis  meet  her 

When  she  comes  ntiSr  our  shore* 


POOR  BBOKBN  FLOWEB. 

Poor  broken  fioVr  I  what  art  can  now  recover  thee  ? 
Tom  from  the  stem  that  fed  thy  rosy  breath— 
In  vain  the  sun-beams  seek 
To  warm  that  faded  cheek ; 
The  dews  of  heav'n,  that  once  like  balm  fell  over  thee. 
Now  are  but  tears,  to  weep  thy  early  death. 

So  droops  the  maid  whose  lover  hath  forsaken  her,— - 
Thrown  from  his  arms,  as  lone  and  lost  as  thoa ; 
In  vain  the  smiles  of  all 
Like  sun-beams  round  her  fall ; 
The  only  smile  that  could  from  death^^waken  her, 
lliat  smile,  alas !  is  gone  to  others  now. 
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THE  PRETTY  BOSE-TREE. 

Bbing  weary  of  love, 

I  flew  to  the  grove, 
And  chose  me  a  tree  of  the  fairest ; 

Saying,  "  Pretty  Rose-tree, 

^  Thou  my  mistress  shalt  be, 
**  And  I'll  worship  each  bud  thou  bearest 
**  For  the  hearts  of  this  world  are  hollow, 
^  And  fickle  the  smiles  we  follow ; 

"  And  't  is  sweet,  when  all 

"  Their  witcheries  pall 
**  To  have  a  pure  love  to  fly  to : 

"  So,  my  pretty  Rose-tree, 

*^  Thou  my  mistress  shalt  be, 
**  And  the  only  one  now  I  shall  sigh  to-** 

When  the  beautiful  hue 

Of  thy  cheek  through  the  dew 

Of  morning  is  bashfully  peeping, 

"  Sweet  tears,"  I  shall  say 
(As  I  brush  them  away), 

*  At  least  there's  no  art  in  this  weeping." 
Although  thou  shouldst  die  to-morrow, 
*T  will  not  be  from  pain  or  sorrow ; 
And  the  thorns  of  thy  stem 
Are  not  like  them 

With  which  men  wound  pach  other : 
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So  my  pretty  Rose-tree, 
Thou  mj  mistress  shalt  be, 
And  I'll  ne'er  again  sigh  to  another. 


SHINE  OUT,  STABS! 

Shinb  out,  Stars  I  let  HeaVn  assemble 

Bound  us  every  festal  ray. 
Lights  that  move  not,  lights  that  tremble^ 

All  to  grace  this  Eve  of  May. 
Let  the  flow'r-beds  all  lie  waking. 

And  the  odours  shut  up  there. 
From  their  downy  prisons  breaking. 

Fly  abroad  through  sea  and  air. 

And  would  Love,  too,  bring  his  sweetness 

With  our  other  joys  to  weave. 
Oh  what  glory,  what  completeness. 

Then  would  crown  this  bright  May  Eve  I 
Shine  out,  Stars  I  let  night  assemble 

Round  us  every  festal  ray. 
Lights  that  move  not,  lights  that  tremble. 

To  adorn  this  Eve  of  May. 
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THE  YOUNG  MULETEERS  OF  GRENADA 

Oh,  the  joys  of  our  evening  posada. 

Where,  resting  at  close  of  day, 
We,  young  Muleteers  of  Grenada, 

Sit  and  sing  the  sunshine  away ; 
So  merry,  that  even  the  slumbers, 

That  round  us  hung,  seem  gone ; 
Till  the  lute's  soft  drowsy  numbers 

Again  beguile  them  on. 
Oh  the  joys,  etc. . 

Then  as  each  to  his  lov'd  sultana 

In  sleep  still  breathes  the  sigh, 
The  name  of  some  black-eyed  Tirana 

Escapes  our  lips  as  we  lie. 
Till,  with  morning's  rosy  twinkle. 

Again  we  're  up  and  gone  — 
While  the  mule-bell's  drowsy  tinkle 

Beguiles  the  rough  way  on. 
Oh  the  joys  of  our  merry  posada. 

Where,  resting  at  dose  of  day. 
We,  young  Muleteers  of  Grenada, 

Thus  sing  the  gay  moments  away. 
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TELL  HER,  OH,  TELL  HEB. 

Tbll  her,  oh,  tell  her,  the  lute  she  left  lying 
Beneath  the  green  arbour,  is  still  lying  there  | 

And  breezes,  like  lovers,  around  it  are  sighing, 
But  not  a  soft  whisper  replies  to  their  pray'r. 

Tell  her,  oh,  tell  her,  the  tree  that,  in  going, 
Beside  the  green  arbour  she  playftilly  set, 

As  lovely  as  ever  is  blushing  and  blowing. 
And  not  a  bright  leaflet  has  falFn  from  it  yet 

So  while  away  from  that  arbour  forsaken, 
The  maiden  is  wandering,  still  let  her  be 

As  true  as  the  lute,  that  no  sighing  can  waken, 
Aod  blooming  for  ever,  unchanged  as  the  tree  I 


NIGHTS  OF  MUSIC. 

Nights  of  music,  nights  of  loving. 

Lost  too  soon,  remember'd  long, 
When  we  went  by  moonlight  roving, 

Hearts  all  love  and  lips  all  song. 
When  this  faithful  lute  recorded 

All  my  spirit  felt  to  thee ; 
And  that  smile  the  song  rewarded  ^ 

Worth  whole  years  of  fame  to  me  J 
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Nights  of  song,  and  nights  of  splendour, 

Fill'd  with  joys  too  sweet  to  last — 
Joys  that,  like  the  star-light,  tender, 

While  they  shone,  no  shadow  cast. 
Though  all  other  happy  hours 

From  my  fading  mem'ry  fly, 
Of  that  star-light,  of  those  bowers, 

Not  a  beam,  a  leaf  shall  die  I 


OUB  FIBST  YOUNG  LOVB. 

Odb  first  young  love  resembles 

That  short  but  brilliant  ray, 
Which  smiles,  and  weeps,  and  tremblfif 

Through  April's  earliest  day. 
And  not  all  life  before  us, 

Howe'er  its  lights  may  play. 
Can  shed  a  lustre  o'er  us 

Like  that  first  April  ray. 

Our  summer  sun  may  squander 
A  blaze  serener,  grander ; 
Our  autumn  beam 
May,  like  a  dream 
Of  heav'n,  die  calm  away ; 
But,  no  —  let  life  before  us 

Bring  all  the  light  it  may, 
"Twill  ne'er  shed  lustre  o'er  us 
Like  that  first  youthful  ray. 
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BLACK  AND  BLUE  EYES. 

Thb  brilliant  black  eye 

Maj  in  triumph  let  fly 
All  its  darts  without  caring  who  feels  'em ; 

But  the  soft  eye  of  bine, 

Though  it  scatter  wounds  too^ 
Is  much  better  pleased  when  it  heals  'em— 

Dear  Fanny  I 
Is  much  better  pleased  when  it  heals  'em* 

The  black  eye  may  say, 

"  Come  and  worship  my  ray  — ^ 
^  By  adoring,  perhaps  you  may  move  me  I  ** 

But  the  blue  eye,  half  hid, 

Says,  from  under  its  lid, 
*  I  love,  and  am  yours,  if  you  love  me  I  * 

Yes,  Fanny  I 

The  blue  eye,  half  hid. 

Says,  from  under  its  lid, 
^  1  love,  and  am  yours  if  you  love  me  I  ^ 

Come  tell  me,  then,  why, 

In  that  lovely  blue  eye. 
Not  a  charm  of  its  tint  I  discover ; 

Oh  why  should  you  wear 

The  only  blue  pair 
That  ever  said  "  No  "  to  a  lover  ? 
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Dear  Fanny! 
Oh,  why  should  you  wear 
The  only  blue  pair 
Th8teTQr8aid<<No''toa  lover? 


DBAR  VASST. 

<^Shb  has  beauty,  but  still  you  must  keep  your 
heart  oool; 
^  She  has  wit,  but  you  mustn*t  be  caught  so:** 
Thus  Reason  advises,  but  Reason 's  a  fool, 
And  'tis  not  the  first  time  I  have  thought  so. 

Dear  Fanny, 
'T  is  not  the  first  time  I  have  thought  sa 

*^  She  is  lovely ;  then  love  her,  nor  let  the  bliss  fly ; 

"Tis  the  charm  of  youth's  vanishing  season:** 
Thus  Love  has  advised  me,  and  who  will  deny 

That  Love  reasons  much  better  than  Reason, 
Dear  Fanny? 

Love  reasons  much  better  than  Reason. 


FROM  LIFE  WITHOUT  FREEDOM. 

From  life  without  freedom,  say,  who  would  not  fly  f 
For  one  day  of  freedom,  oh  I  who  would  not  die? 
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Hark !  —  hark  I  'da  the  tmmpet  I  the  cal]  of  tlie 

brave, 
The  death-song  of  tjrants,  the  dirge  of  the  slave. 
Our  country  lies  bleeding — haste,  haste  to  her  aid; 
One  arm  that  defends  is  worth  hosts  that  invade. 

In  death's  kindly  bosom  our  last  hope  remains  — 
The  dead  fear  no  tyrants,  the  grave  has  no  chains. 
On,  on  to  the  combat  I  the  heroes  that  bleed 
For  virtue  and  mankind  are  heroes  indeed. 
And  oh,  eVn  if  Freedom  from  this  world  be  driven, 
Despair  not — at  least  we  shall  find  her  in  heaven. 


HEBE'S  THE  BO  WEB. 

Herb's  the  bower  she  loved  so  much. 

And  the  trees  she  planted ; 
Here's  the  harp  she  used  to  touch  — 

Oh,  how  that  touch  enchanted  I 
Boses  now  unheeded  sigh ; 

Where's  the  hand  to  wreathe  them? 
Songs  around  neglected  lie  ; 

Where 's  the  lip  to  breathe  them  ? 
Here's  the  bower,  etc 

Spring  may  bloom,  but  she  we  loved 
Ne'er  shall  feel  its  sweetness ; 

Time,  that  once  so  fleetly  moved, 
Now  hath  lost  its  fleetness. 
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Years  were  days,  when  here  she  stray'd. 
Days  were  moments  near  her ; 

Heaven  ne'er  form'd  a  brighter  maid, 
Nor  Pity  wept  a  dearer ! 

Here's  the  bower,  etc 


1  8AW  THE  MOOK  BISB  CLBAB. 

▲  WOTLAJHD  LOVB  BOITO. 

I  SAW  the  moon  rise  clear 

O'er  hills  and  vales  of  snow, 
Nor  told  my  fleet  rein-deer 

The  track  I  wish'd  to  go. 
Yet  quick  he  bounded  forth ; 

For  well  my  rein-deer  knew 
I've  but  one  path  on  earth  — 

The  path  which  leads  to  you. 

The  gloom  that  winter  cast 

How  soon  tne  heart  forgets. 
When  Sunmier  brings,  at  lasty 

Her  sun  that  never  sets ! 
So  dawn'd  my  love  for  you ; 

So,  fix'd  through  joy  and  pain, 
Than  summer  sun  more  true. 

Twill  never  set  again. 


Digitized 


by  Google 


IS4  BALLADS,  80NCMB,   BTC. 


LOVE  AND  THE  SUN-DLAL. 

Young  Love  found  a  Dial  onee,  in  a  dadL  shade. 
Where  man  ne'er  had  wander'd  nor  sunbeam  play'd; 
"  Why  thus  in  darkness  lie  ?"  whispered  young  LoYe, 
^  Thouy  whose  gay  hours  in  sunshine  should  move.'* 
^  I  ne'er/'  said  the  Dial,  ^  have  seen  the  warm  sun, 
**  So  noonday  and  midnight  to  me,  Love,  are  one.** 

Then  Love  took  the  Dial  away  from  the  shade, 
And  placed  her  where  Heav'n's  beam  warmly  play'd. 
There  she  reclined,  beneath  Love's  gazing  eye, 
While,  mark'd  aU  with  sunsliine,  her  hours  flew  by 
"  Oh,  how,"  said  the  Dial,  "  can  any  fair  maid, 
**  That's  bom  to  be  shone  upon,  rest  in  the  shade  f* 

But  night  now  comes  on,  and  the  sunbeam's  o'er, 
And  Love  stops  to  gaze  on  the  Dial  no  more. 
Alone  and  neglected,  while  bleak  rain  and  winds 
Are  storming  around  her,  with  sorrow  she  finds 
That  Love  had  but  numbered  a  few  sunny  hours,  — 
Then  left  the  remainder  to  darkness  and  showers  I 


LOVE  AND  TIME. 

Tis  said — but  whether  true  or  not 
Let  bards  declare  who've  seen  'em  — 

That  Love  and  Time  have  only  got 
One  pair  of  wings  between  'em. 
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In  courtship's  first  delicious  hour, 

The  boy  full  oft  can  spare  'em ; 

So,  loitering  in  his  lady's  bower, 

He  lets  the  grey-beard  wear  'em. 

Then  is  Time's  hour  of  play ; 

Oh,  how  he  flies,  flies  away  I 

But  short  the  moments,  short  as  bright| 

When  he  the  wings ^an  borrow; 
If  Time  to-day  has  had  his  flight, 

Love  takes  his  turn  to-morrow. 
Ah !  Time  and  Love,  your  change  is  then 

The  saddest  and  most  trying. 
When  one  begins  to  limp  again, 

And  t'other  takes  to  flying. 
Then  is  Love's  hour  to  stray ; 
Oh,  how  he  flies,  flies  away  I 

But  there's  a  nymph,  whose  chams  I  fed, 

And  bless  the  silken  fetter. 
Who  knows,  the  dear  one,  how  to  deal 

With  Love  and  Time  much  better. 
80  well  she  checks  their  wanderings, 

So  peacefully  she  pairs  'em, 
That  Love  with  her  ne'er  thinks  of  wingSy 

And  Time  for  ever  wears  'em. 
This  is  lime's  holyday ; 
Oh,  how  he  flies,  flies  awayl 
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LOVB'S  LIGHT  SUMMER-CLOUD. 

Pain  and  sorrow  sliall  vapish  before  ns— 
Yoath  may  wither,  but  feeling  will  last ; 
All  the  shadow  that  e'er  shall  &11  o'er  ns 
Love's  light  summer-doud  only  shall  cast 
Oh,  if  to  love  tl^ee  more 
Each  hour  I  number  o'er  — 
If  this  a  passion  be 
Worthy  of  thee, 
Then  be  happy,  for  thus  I  adore  thee. 

Charms  may  wither,  but  feeling  shall  last : 
All  the  shadow  that  e'er  shall  ML  o'er  thee. 
Love's  light  summer-cloud  sweetly  shall  cast 

Best,  dear  bosom,  no  sorrows  shall  pain  thee. 

Sighs  of  pleasure  alone  shalt  thou  steal ; 
Beam,  bright  eyelid,  no  weeping  shall  stain  thee. 
Tears  of  rapture  alone  shalt  thou  feeL 
Oh,  if  there  be  a  charm 
In  love,  to  banish  harm— 
If  pleasure's  truest  spell 
Be  to  love  well, 
Then  be  happy,  for  thus  I  adore  thee. 

Charms  may  wither,  but  feeling  shall  last: 
All  the  shadow  that  e'er  shall  £sdl  o'er  thee. 
Love's  light  summer-cloud  sweetly  shall  cast 
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tOYE,  WAND'BING  THROUGH  THE  GOLDEN 

LoTBy  wand'ring  through  the  golden  maze 

Of  my  beloved's  hair, 
Traced  every  lock  with  fond  delays. 

And,  doting,  linger'd  there. 
And  soon  he  found  'twere  vain  to  fly; 

His  heart  was  close  confined, 
For,  every  ringlet  was  a  tie-* 

A  chain  by  beauty  twined* 


HEBBILT  EYEBT  BOSOM  BOmn)ETH. 

TBB  TTBOLB8B  80HO  OF  UBSBTT. 

Mkbbily  every  bosom  boundeth. 

Merrily,  oh  I 
Where  the  song  of  Freedom  soundeth, 
Merrily,  oh  I 
There  the  warrior^s  arms 
Shed  more  splendour ; 
There  the  maiden's  charms 
Shine  more  tender ; 
Bvery  joy  the  land  surroundeth. 
Merrily,  oh  I  merrily,  oh  I 
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Wearilj  every  bosom  pineth, 

Wearily,  oh  I 
Where  the  bond  of  slavery  twinetk 
Wearily,  oh ! 
There  the  warrior^s  dart 

Hath  no  fleetness ; 
There  the  maiden's  heart 
Hath  no  sweetness  —    ' 
Every  flower  of  life  declineth. 
Wearily,  oh !  wearily,  oh  I 

Cheerily  then  &om  hill  and  valley* 

Cheerily,  oh  I 
Like  your  native  fountains  sally, 
Cheerily,  oh  I 
If  a  glorious  death. 
Won  by  bravery. 
Sweeter  be  than  breath 
Sigh'd  in  slavery. 
Bound  the  flag  of  Freedom  rally. 
Cheerily,  oh  I  cheerily,  ohl 


BEMEMBEB  THE  TIME. 
VHx  OAsnuAir  maid. 

Bbmbmbbb  the  time,  in  La  Mancha's  shades^ 
When  our  moments  so  blissftilly  flew ; 

When  you  call'd  me  the  flower  of  Castilian  maid% 
And  I  blush'd  to  be  caU'd  so  by  yoo ; 
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When  I  taught  you  to  warble  the  gaj  seguadille, 

And  to  dance  to  the  light  eastanet ; 
Oh,  never,  dear  youth,  let  you  roam  where  you  will, 

The  delight  of  those  moments  forget. 

They  teh  me,  you  lovers  from  Erin's  green  isle, 

Every  hour  a  new  passion  can  feel ; 
And  that  soon,  in  the  light  of  some  lovelier  smile. 

You'll  forget  the  poor  maid  of  Castile. 
But  they  know  not  how  brave  in  the  battle  you  are^ 

Or  they  never  could  think  you  would  rove ; 
For  'tis  always  the  spirit  most  gallant  in  war 

That  is  tbndest  and  truest  in  love. 


OH,  SOON  RETURN. 

OuE  white  sail  caught  the  evening  ray. 

The  wave  beneath  us  seem'd  to  bum, 
When  all  the  weeping  maid  could  say 

Was,  "  Oh,  soon  return ! " 
Through  many  a  clime  our  ship  was  driven, 

O'er  many  a  billow  rudely  thrown ; 
Now  chill'd  beneath  a  northern  heaven« 

Now  sunn'd  in  summer's  zone : 
And  still,  where'er  we  bent  our  way, 

When  evening  bid  the  west  wave  bum, 
I  fancied  still  I  heard  her  say, 

**  Oh,  soon  reitura  1 " 
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If  ever  yet  my  bosom  found 

Its  thoughts  one  moment  turn'd  ^m  thee^ 
Twas  when  the  combat  raged  around, 

And  brave  men  look'd  to  me. 
But  though  the  war-field's  wild  alarm 

For  gentle  Love  was  all  unmeet. 
He  lent  to  Glory's  brow  the  charm, 

Which  made  even  danger  sweet. 
And  still,  when  victory's  cahn  came  o'er 

The  hearts  where  rage  had  ceased  to  bom, 
Those  parting  words  I  heard  once  more, 

^'Oh,  soon  return !  —  Oh,  soon  return  1* 


LOVE  THEE1 

Love  thee  ?  —  so  well,  so  tenderly 

Thou'rt  loved,  adored  by  me, 
Fame,  fortune,  wealth,  and  liberty. 

Were  worthless  without  thee. 
Though  brimm'd  with  blessings,  pure  and  rara^ 

Life's  cup  before  me  lay. 
Unless  thy  love  were  mingled  there, 

I'd  spurn  the  draught  away. 
Love  thee  ?  —  so  well,  so  tenderly 

l!liou'rt  loved,  adored  by  me, 
Fame,  fortune,  wealth,  and  liberty, 

Are  worthless  without  thee. 
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Without  tbj  smile,  the  monarch's  lot 

To  me  were  dark  and  lone, 
While,  with  it,  ev'n  the  humblest  cot 

Were  brighter  than  his  throne. 
Those  worlds,  for  which  the  conqueror  sighs. 

For  me  would  have  no  charms ; 
My  only  world  thy  gentle  eyes  — 

My  throne  thy  circling  arms ! 
Oh,  yes,  so  well,  so  tenderly 

Thou'rt  loved,  adored  by  me, 
Whole  realms  of  light  and  liberty 

Were  worthless  without  thee. 


ONE  DEAR  SMILE. 

CouLDST  thou  look  as  dear  as  when 

First  I  sigh'd  for  thee ; 
Couldst  thou  make  me  feel  again 
Every  wish  I  breath'd  thee  then, 

Oh,  how  blissful  life  would  be ! 
Hopes,  that  now  beguiling  leave  me, 

Joys,  that  lie  in  slumber  cold  — 
All  would  wake,  couldst  thou  but  give  me 

One  dear  smile  like  those  of  old. 

No  —  there's  nothing  left  us  now. 

But  to  mourn  the  past ; 
Vain  was  every  ardent  vow  — 
Never  jet  did  Heaven  allow 

Love  so  warm,  so  wild,  to  last 
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Not  even  hope  ooold  now  decdve  me— 
Life  itself  looks  dark  and  cold : 

Oh,  thon  never  more  canst  give  me 
One  dear  smile  like  those  of  old. 


TBS,  TBS,  WHEN  THE  BLOOM. 

Yes,  yes,  when  the  bloom  of  Love's  boyhood  is  o*er 
He'll  turn  into  friendship  that  feels  no  decay ; 

And,  though  Time  may  take  from  him  the  wings  he 
once  wore, 

The  charms  that  remain  will  be  bright  as  before, 
And  he'll  lose  but  his  young  trick  of  flying  away. 

Then  let  it  console  thee,  if  Love  should  not  stay, 
That  Friendship  our  last  happy   moments  will 
crown: 
Like  the  shadows  of  morning.  Love  lessens  away^ 
While  Friendship,  like  those  at  the  closing  of  day, 
Will  linger  and  lengthen  as  life's  sun  goes  down* 


THE  DAY  OP  LOVE. 

The  beam  of  morning  trembling 
Stole  o'er  the  mountain  brook, 
With  timid  ray  resembling 
Affection's  early  look. 
Thus  love  begins  *-*  sweet  mom  of  low%  I 
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The  noon-tide  ray  ascended, 

And  o'er  the  valley's  stream 
Difihsed  a  glow  as  splendid 

As  passion's  riper  dream. 
Tlius  love  expands  —  warm  noon  of  love  I 

But  evening  came,  o'ershading 

The  glories  of  the  sky. 
Like  faith  and  fondness  fading 

From  passion's  alter'd  eye. 
Thus  love  declines  —  cold  eve  of  love  1 


LUSITANIAN  WAR-SONG. 

rHis  song  of  war  shall  echo  through  our  mouiitaina« 

Till  not  one  hateful  link  remains 

Of  slavery's  lingering  chains ; 

Till  not  one  tyrant  tread  our  plains. 
Nor  traitor  lip  pollute  our  fountains. 

No  I  never  till  that  glorious  day 

Shall  Lusitania's  sons  be  gay,  , 

Or  hear,  oh  Peace,  thy  welcome  lay 
Besounding  through  her  sunny  mountains. 

The  song  of  war  shall  echo  through  our  mountains, 
Till  Victorjr's  self  shall,  smiling,  say, 
**  Your  cloud  o£  foe«  hath  pass'd  away, 
**  And  Freedom  comes,  with  new-bom  ray, 

"  To  gild  your  vines  and  light  your  fountains." 
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Oh,  never  till  that  glorious  day 
Shall  Lusitania's  sons  be  gaj, 
Or  hear,  sweet  Peace,  thy  welcome  lay 
JEtesounding  through  her  sunny  mountains. 


THB  YOUNG  EOSB. 

The  young  rose  I  give  thee,  so  dewy  and  bright, 
Was  the  flow'ret  most  dear  to  the  sweet  bird  of  nighty 
Who  ofi,  by  the  moon,  o'er  her  blushes  hath  hung, 
And  thrill'd  every  leaf  with  the  wild  lay  he  sung* 

Oh,  take  thou  this  young  rose,  and  let  her  life  be 
Prolong'd  by  the  breath  she  will  borrow  from  thee ; 
For,  while  o'er  her  bosom  thy  soft  notes  shall  thrill, 
She'll  think  the  sweet  night-bird  is  courting  her  stilL 


WHEN  'MIDST  THB  GAY  I  MEET. 

When  'midst  the  gay  I  meet 

That  gentle  smile  of  thine, 
Though  still  on  me  it  turns  most  sweety 

I  scarce  can  call  it  mine : 
But  when  to  me  alone 

Your  secret  tears  you  show, 
Oh,  then  I  feel  those  tears  my  own^ 

And  claim  them  while  they  flow* 
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Then  still  with  bright  looks  bless 

The  gay,  the  cold,  the  free ; 
Give  smiles  lo  those  who  love  you  lesBi 

But  keep  your  tears  for  me. 

The  snow  on  Jura's  steep 

Can  smile  in  many  a  beam, 
Yet  still  in  chains  of  coldness  sleep, 

How  bright  soe'er  it  seem. 
But,  when  some  deep-felt  ray, 

Whose  touch  is  fire,  appears, 
Oh,  then  the  smile  is  warm'd  away, 

And,  melting,  turns  to  tears. 
Then  still  with  bright  looks  bless 

The  gay,  the  cold,  the  free ; 
Give  smiles  to  those  who  love  you  lesSi 

But  keep  your  tears  for  me. 


WHEN   TWILIGHT   DEWS. 

When  twilight  dews  are  falling  soft 

Upon  the  rosy  sea,  love, 
I  watch  the  star,  whose  beam  so  oft 

Has  lighted  me  to  thee,  love. 
And  thou  too,  on  that  orb  so  dear, 

Dost  often  gaze  at  even. 
And  think,  though  losf  for  ever  here, 

Thou  'It  yet  be  mine  in  heaven. 
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There's  not  a  garden  walk  I  tread, 

There's  not  a  flower  I  see,  love, 
But  brings  to  mind  some  hope  that's  fled^ 

Some  J07  that's  gone  with  thee,  love. 
And  still  I  wish  that  hour  was  near, 

When,  friends  and  foes  forgiven, 
The  pains,  the  ills  we've  wept  through  here 

May  turn  to  smiles  in  heaven. 


YOUNG  JESSICA. 

Young  Jessica  sat  all  the  day, 

With  heart  o'er  idle  love-thoughts  pining; 
Her  needle  bright  beside  her  lay, 

So  active  once !  —  now  idly  shining. 
Ah,  Jessy,  'tis  in  idle  hearts 

That  love  and  mischief  are  most  nimble ; 
The  safest  shield  against  the  darts 

Of  Cupid,  is  Minerva's  thimble. 

The  child,  who  with  a  magnet  plays, 

Well  knowing  all  its  arts,  so  wily, 
The  tempter  near  a  needle  lays, 

And  laughing  says,  "  We'll  steal  it  slily." 
The  needle,  having  nought  to  do. 

Is  pleased  to  let  the  magnet  wheedle ; 
TiU  closer,  closer  come  the  two. 

And — off,  at  length,  elopes  the  needle. 
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Now,  had  tins  needle  tum'd  its  eye 

To  some  gay  reticule's  construction, 
It  ne'er  had  stray'd  from  duty's  tie, 

Nor  felt  the  magnet's  sly  seducti<m. 
Thus,  girls,  would  you  keep  quiet  hearts, 

Your  snowy  fingers  must  be  nimble ; 
The  safest  shield  against  the  darts 

Of  Cupid,  is  Minerva's  thimble. 


HOW  HAPPY,  ONCE. 

How  happy,  once,  tho'  winged  with  sighiy 

My  moments  flew  along, 
While  looking  on  those  smiling  eyes, 

And  list'ning  to  thy  magic  song ! 
But  vanish'd  now,  like  summer  dreams, 

Tliose  moments  smile  no  more ; 
For  me  that  eye  no  longer  beams, 

That  song  for  me  is  o'er. 
Mine  the  cold  brow. 
Thai  speaks  thy  alter'd  vow, 
While  others  feel  thy  sunshine  now. 

Oh,  could  I  change  my  love  like  thee, 
One  hope  might  yet  be  mine  — 

Some  other  eyes  as  bright  to  see. 
And  hear  a  voice  as  sweet  as  thine: 

But  never,  nf ver  can  this  heart 
Be  waked  to  life  again  $ 
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With  thee  it  lost  its  vital  part. 

And  wither'd  then ! 
Cold  its  pulse  lies, 
And  mute  are  ev'n  its  sighs. 
All  other  grief  it  now  defies. 


I  LOVE  BUT  THEE. 

Ir,  after  all,  70U  still  will  doubt  and  fear  me, 
And  think  this  heart  to  other  loves  will  stray. 

If  I  must  swear,  then,  lovelj  doubter,  hear  me ; 
By  ev'ry  dream  I  have  when  thou'rt  away, 

By  ev'ry  throb  I  feel  when  thou  art  near  me, 
I  love  but  thee  —  I  love  but  thee  1 

By  those  dark  eyes,  where  light  is  ever  playing. 
Where  Love,  in  depth  of  shadow,  holds  his  throne, 

And  by  those  lips,   which  give  whate'er  thou'rt 
saying, 
Or  grave  or  gay,  a  music  of  its  own, 

A  music  far  beyond  all  minstrel's  playing, 
I  love  but  thee  —  I  love  but  thee ! 

By  that  fair  brow,  where  Innocence  reposes, 
As  pure  as  moonlight  sleeping  upon  snow. 

And  by  that  cheek,  whose  fleeting  blush  discloses 
A  hue  too  bright  to  bless  this  world  below 

And  only  fit  to  dwell  on  Eden's  roses, 
I  love  but  thee  —  I  love  but  thee  I 
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LET  JOY  ALONE  BE  REMEMBERED  NOW. 

Lbt  thy  joys  alone  be  remember'd  now, 

Let  thy  sorrows  go  sleep  awhile ; 
Or  if  thought's  dark  cloud  come  o'er  thy  brow. 

Let  Love  light  it  up  with  his  smile. 
For  thus  to  meet,  and  thus  to  find, 

That  Time,  whose  touch  can  chill 
Each  flower  of  form,  each  grace  of  mind, 

Hath  left  thee  blooming  still,  — 
Oh,  joy  alone  should  be  thought  of  now. 

Let  our  sorrows  go  sleep  awhile ; 
Or,  should  thought's  dark  cloud  come  o'er  thy  brow, 

Let  Love  light  it  up  with  his  smile. 

When  the  flowers  of  life's  sweet  garden  fade, 

If  but  one  bright  leaf  remain. 
Of  the  many  that  once  its  glory  made, 

It  is  not  for  us  to  complain. 
But  thus  to  meet  and  thus  to  wake 

In  all  Love's  early  bliss ; 
Oh,  Time  all  other  gifls  may  take, 

So  he  but  leaves  us  this  I 
Then  let  joy  alone  be  remember'd  now, 

Let  our  sorrows  go  sleep  awhile ; 
Or  if  thought's  dark  cloud  come  o'er  the  brow, 

Let  Love  light  it  up  with  a  smile  1 
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LOVE    THEE,  DEAKEST?   LOVE   THEEf 

Lots  thee,  dearest?  love  thee? 

Yes,  by  yonder  star  I  swear. 
Which  thro*  tears  above  thee 

Shines  so  sadly  fair ; 
Though  often  dim, 
With  tears,  like  him, 
Like  him  my  truth  will  shine,  ~ 

And  —  love  thee,  dearest?  love  thee? 
Yes,  till  death  I  'm  thine. 

Leave  thee,  dearest  ?  leave  thee  ? 

No,  that  star  is  not  more  true ; 
When  my  vows  deceive  thee. 

He  will  wander  too. 
A  cloud  of  night 
May  veil  his  light, 
And  death  shall  darken  mine  -— 

But — leave  thee,  dearest?  leave  thee? 
No,  till  death  I'm  thine. 


MY  HEART  AND  LUTE. 

I  GIVE  thee  all  —  I  can  no  more  — 
Tho'  poor  the  oflTring  be ; 

My  heart  and  lute  are  all  the  store 
That  I  can  bring  to  thee. 
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A  lute  wboRe  gentle  song  reveals 

The  soul  of  love  full  well ; 
Andy  better  far,  a  heart  that  feels 

Much  more  than  lute  could  telL 

Tho'  love  and  song  may  fail,  alas ! 

To  keep  life's  clouds  away. 
At  least  'twiU  make  them  lighter  pass 

Or  gild  them  if  they  stay. 
And  ev  n  if  Care,  at  moments,  flings 

A  discord  o'er  life's  happy  strain. 
Let  Love  but  gently  touch  the  stringa, 

'Twill  all  be  sweet  again  1 


FEACE.  PEACE  TO  HIM  THAT'S  GONEl 

When  I  am  dead. 

Then  lay  my  head 
In  some  lone,  distant  dell, 

Where  voices  ne'er 

Shall  stir  the  air. 
Or  break  its  silent  spelL 

If  any  sound 

Be  heard  around, 
Let  the  sweet  bird  alone, 

That  weeps  in  song, 

Sing  all  night  long, 
^  Peace,  peace  ^o  him  that's  gone  I  * 
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Yety  oh,  were  mioe 

One  sigh  of  thine, 
One  pit3ring  word  from  thee. 

Like  gleams  of  heaven. 

To  sinners  given, 
Would  be  that  word  to  me* 

Howe'er  unblest, 
My  shade  would  rest 
While  listening  to  that  tone ;  — 
Enough  'twould  be 
To  hear  from  thee, 
^  Peace,  peace  to  him  that's  gone  I  "* 


ROSE  OF  THE  DESERT. 

BosB  of  the  Desert  I  thou,  whose  blushing  ray, 
Lonely  and  lovely,  fleets  unseen  away ; 
No  hand  to  cull  thee,  none  to  woo  thy  sigh,— 
In  vestal  silence  left  to  live  and  die,  — 
Rose  of  the  Desert !  thus  should  woman  be, 
Shining  uncourted,  lone  and  safe,  like  thee. 

Rose  of  the  Garden,  how  unlike  thy  doom  1 
Destined  for  others,  not  thyself,  to  bloom : 
Cull'd  e'er  thy  beauty  lives  through  half  its  day ; 
A  moment  cherish'd,  and  then  cast  away ; 
Rose  of  the  Grarden!  such  is  woman's  lot, — 
Worshipped,  while  blooming — when  she  fades,  forgot 
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'TIS  ALL  FOR  THEB. 

If  life  for  me  hath  joj  or  light, 

Tis  all  from  thee, 
M7  thoughts  hy  daj,  my  dreams  bj  night. 

Are  but  of  thee,  of  only  thee. 
Whate'er  of  hope  or  peace  I  know, 
My  zest  in  joy,  my  balm  in  woe, 
To  those  dear  eyes  of  thine  I  owe, 

T  is  all  from  thee. 

My  heart,  ev'n  ere  I  saw  those  eyes, 

Seem'd  doom'd  to  thee ; 
Kept  pure  till  then  from  other  ties, 

Twas  all  for  thee,  for  only  thee. 
Like  plants  that  sleep,  till  sunny  May 
Calls  forth  their  life,  my  spirit  lay. 
Till,  touch'd  by  Love's  awak'ning  ray, 

It  lived  for  thee,  it  lived  for  thee. 

When  fame  would  call  me  to  her  heights. 

She  speaks  by  thee ; 
And  dim  would  shine  her  proudest  lights. 

Unshared  by  thee,  unshared  by  thee. 
Whene'er  I  seek  the  Muse's  shrine, 
Where  Bards  have  hung  their  wreaths  divine, 
And  wish  those  wreaths  of  glory  mine, 

'Tis  all  for  thee,  for  only  thee. 
23 
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THE  SONG  OF  THE  OLDEN  TIUK* 

Thbbb's  a  song  of  the  olden  time, 

Falling  sad  o'er  the  ear, 
Like  the  dream  of  some  village  chime, 

Which  in  youth  we  loved  to  hear. 
And  ev'n  amidst  the  grand  and  gay, 

When  Music  tries  her  gentlest  art, 
I  never  hear  so  sweet  a  lay, 

Or  one  that  hangs  so  round  my  hearty 
As  that  song  of  the  olden  time. 

Falling  sad  o'er  the  ear, 
Like  the  dream  of  some  village  chime. 

Which  in  youth  we  loved  to  hear. 

And  when  all  of  this  life  is  gone, — 

Ev'n  the  hope,  ling'ring  now. 
Like  the  last  of  the  leaves  left  on 

Autumn's  sere  and  faded  bough,  — ' 
Twill  seem  as  still  those  friends  were  near, 

Who  loved  me  in  youth's  early  day, 
If  in  that  parting  hour  I  hear 

The  same  sweet  notes,  and  die  away, — 

•  In  this  song,  which  is  one  of  the  many  set  to  mnsio  by  my 
Hitf  the  occasional  lawlessness  of  the  metre  arises,  I  need  haitflj 
My,  from  the  peculiar  stractare  of  the  air. 


Digitized 


by  Google 


BALLADS,   SONGS,   £T0.  855 

To  that  song  of  the  olden  time, 

Breath'd,  like  Hope's  farewell  strain. 

To  say,  in  some  brighter  dime, 
Life  and  youth  will  shine  again ! 


WAKE  THEE,  MY  DEAB. 

Wake  thee,  my  dear  —  thy  dreaming 
Till  darker  hours  will  keep ; 

While  such  a  moon  is  beaming, 

*Tis  wrong  tow'rds  Heav'n  to  sleep. 

Moments  there  are  we  number. 

Moments  of  pain  and  care. 
Which  to  oblivious  slumber 

Gladly  the  wretch  would  spare.  . 
But  now,  —  who'd  think  of  dreaming 

.  When  Love  his  watch  should  keep? 
While  such  a  moon  is  beaming, 

Tis  wrong  tow'rds  Heaven  to  sleep. 

If  e'er  the  fates  should  sever 

My  life  and  hopes  from  thee,  love, 
The  sleep  that  lasts  for  ever 

Would  then  be  sweet  to  me,  love ; 
But  now,  —  away  with  dreaming  I 

Till  darker  hours  'twill  keep ; 
While  such  a  moon  is  beaming, 

'TIS  wrong  tow'rds  Heaven  to  sleep* 
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THE  BOY  OF  THE  ALPa 

Lightly,  Alpine  rover, 

Tread  the  mountains  over ; 

Bude  is  the  path  thou  *st  jet  to  go ; 

Snow  cliffs  hangmg  o'er  thee. 

Fields  of  ice  before  thee, 
While  the  hid  torrent  moans  below. 
Hark,  the  deep  thunder. 
Through  the  vales  yonder! 
*Tis  the  huge  av'lanche  downward  cast; 

From  rock  to  rock 

Rebounds  the  shock. 
But  courage,  boy  I  the  danger's  past 

Onward,  youthful  rover. 

Tread  the  glacier  over, 
Safe  shalt  thou  reach  thy  home  at  last» 
On,  ere  light  forsake  thee, 
Soon  will  dusk  o'ertake  thee : 
O'er  yon  ice-bridge  lies  thy  way  I 

Now,  for  the  risk  prepare  thee ; 

Safe  it  yet  may  bear  thee. 
Though  'twill  melt  in  morning's  ray. 

Hark,  that  dread  howling  I 
rris  the  wolf  prowling,  — 
Scent  of  thy  track  the  foe  hath  got  $ 

And  cliff  and  shore 

Besound  his  roar. 
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But  courage,  boy,  —  the  danger 's  past  I 

Watching  eyes  have  found  thee, 

Loving  arms  are  round  thee, 
Safe  hast  thou  reach'd  thj  father's  cot 


FOR  THEE  ALONE. 

Fob  thee  alone  I  brave  the  boundless  deep, 
Those  eyes  my  light  through  ev'ry  distant  sea ; 

My  waking  thoughts,  the  dream  that  gilds  my  sleep, 
The  noon-tide  reverie,  all  are  given  to  thee. 
To  thee  alone,  to  thee  alone. 

Though  future  scenes  present  to  Fancy's  eye 
Fair  forms  of  light  that  crowd  the  distant  air, 

When  nearer  viewed,  the  fairy  phantoms  fly. 
The  crowds  dissolve,  and  thou  alone  art  there. 
Thou,  thoa  alone. 

To  win  thy  smile,  I  speed  from  shore  to  shore. 
While  Hope's  sweet  voice  is  heard  in  every  blast, 

Still  whisp'ring  on,  that  when  some  years  are  o'er. 
One  bright  reward  shall  crown  my  toil  at  last, 
Thy  smile  abne,  thy  smile  alone. 

Oh  place  beside  the  transport  of  that  hour 

All  earth  can  boast  of  fair,  of  rich,  and  bright. 
Wealth's  radiant  mines,  the  loftj  thrones  of  power,  — 
Then  ask  where  first  thy  lover's  choice   would 
Hght? 

On  thee  alone,  on  thee  alone. 
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HER  LAST  WORDS,  AT  PARTING. 

Heb  last  words,  at  parting,  how  can  I  forget  ? 
Deep  treasured  through  life,  in  mj  heart  they 
shall  stay ; 
Like  music,  whose  charm  in  the  soul  lingers  jet^ 
When  its  sounds  from  the  ear  have  long  melted 
away. 
Let  Fortune  assail  me,  her  threat'nings  are  vain  ; 

Those  still-breathing  words  shall  my  talisman  be,  — 
^  Bemember,  in  absence,  in  sorrow,  and  pain, 

^There's  one  heart,  unchanging,  that  beats  but  for 
thee.* 

From  the  desert's  sweet  well  tho'  the  pilgrim  must 
hie, 
Never  more  of  that  fresh-springing  fountain  to 
taste. 
He  hath  still  of  its  bright  drops  a  treasured  supply. 
Whose  sweetness  lends  hfe  to  his  lips  through  the 
waste. 
So,  dark  as  my  fate  is  still  doom'd  to  remain, 

These  words  shall  my  well  in  the  wilderness  be,— 
**  Bemember,  in  absence,  in  sorrow,  and  pain, 
**  There's  one  heart,  unchanging,  that  beats  but  ibf 
thee." 
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LET'S  TAKE  THIS  WORLD  AS   SOME  WIDE 
SCENE. 

Let's  take  this  woM  as  some  wide  scene, 

Through  which,  in  frail,  but  buoyant  boat. 
With  skies  now  dark  and  now  serene. 

Together  thou  and  I  must  float ; 
Beholding  ofb,  on  either  shore. 

Bright  spots  where  we  should  love  to  stay ; 
But  Time  plies  swiit  his  fljing  oar, 

And  away  we  speed,  away,  away. 

Should  chilling  winds  and  rains  come  on, 

We'll  raise  our  awning  'gainst  the  show'r; 
Sit  closer  till  the  storm  is  gone, 

And,  smiling,  wait  a  sunnier  hour. 
And  if  that  sunnier  hour  should  shine, 

We'll  know  its  brightness  cannot  stay, 
But  happy,  while  'tis  thine  and  mine, 

Complain  not  when  it  fades  away. 

So  shall  we  reach  at  last  that  Fall 

Down  which  life's  currents  all  must  JpH— 
The  dark,  the  brilliant,  destined  all 

To  sink  into  the  void  below. 
Nor  eVn  that  hour  shall  want  its  charms 

If,  side  by  side,  still  fond  we  keep, 
And  calmly,  in  each  other's  arms 

Together  link'd,  go  down  the  steep. 
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LOVE'S  VICTORY. 

Sing  to  Love — for,  oh,  'twas  he 

Who  won  the  glorious  day ; 
Strew  the  wreaths  of  victory 

Along  the  conqu'ror's  way. 
Yoke  the  Muses  to  his  car, 

Let  them  sing  each  trophy  won  | 
While  his  mother's  joyous  star 

Shall  light  the  triumph  on* 

Hail  to  Love,  to  mighty  Love, 

Let  spirits  sing  around ; 
While  the  hill,  the  dale,  and  grove, 

With  "  mighty  Love  "  resound ; 
Or,  should  a  sigh  of  sorrow  steal 

Amid  the  sounds  thus  echo'd  o'er. 
Twill  but  teach  the  god  to  feel 

His  victories  the  more. 

See  his  wings,  like  amethyst 

Of  sunny  Ind  their  hue ; 
Bright  as  when,  by  Psyche  kist, 

They  trembled  through  and  through 
Flowers  spring  beneath  his  feet ; 

Angel  forms  beside  him  run ; 
While  unnumbered  lips  repeat 

"  Love's  victory  is  won  I 

Hail  to  Love,  to  mighty  Love,"  etc. 
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BONG  OF  HERCULES  TO  HIS  DAUGHTEB  • 

**  1  'VB  been,  oh,  sweet  daughter, 

"  To  fountain  and  sea, 
"  To  seek  in  their  water 

"  Some  bright  gem  for  thee. 
"  Where  diamonds  were  sleeping, 

"  Their  sparkle  I  sought, 
**  Where  crystal  was  weeping, 

"  Its  tears  I  have  caught 

^  The  sea-nymph  Fye  courted 

**  In  rich  coral  halls ; 
^  With  Naiads  have  sported 

"  By  bright  waterfalls. 
**  But  sportive  or  tender, 

"  Still  sought  I  around 
•*  That  gem,  with  whose  splendour 

"  Thou  yet  shalt  be  crown'd. 

**  And  see,  while  I'm  speaking, 

"  Yon  soft  light  afar ;  — 
**  The  pearl  I've  been  seeking 

*<  There  floats  like  a  star ! 

•  Founded  on  the  fable  reported  by  Arrian  (inIndioi8)of  Her- 
soles  having  searched  the  Indian  Ocean,  to  find  the  pearl  with 
which  he  adorned  hia  dau^ter  Pandtea. 
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^  In  the  deep  Indian  Ocean 
"  I  see  the  gem  shine, 

**  And  quick  as  light's  motion 
^  Its  wealth  shall  be  thine." 

Then  eastward,  like  lightning. 

The  hero-god  flew, 
His  sunnj  looks  bright'ning 

The  air  he  went  through. 
And  sweet  was  the  duty, 

And  hallow'd  the  hour. 
Which  saw  thus  young  Beauty 

Embellish'd  by  Power. 


THE  DREAM  OF  HOME. 

Who  has  not  felt  how  sadly  sweet 

The  dream  of  home,  the  dream  of  home^ 
Steals  o'er  the  heart,  too  soon  to  fleet, 

When  far  o'er  sea  or  land  we  roam  ? 
Sunlight  more  soft  may  o'er  us  fall. 

To  greener  shores  our  bark  may  come ; 
But  far  more  bright,  more  dear  than  all. 

That  dream  of  home,  that  dream  of  home. 

Ask  of  the  sailor  youth  when  far 

His  light  bark  bounds  o'er  ocean's  foam, 

What  charms  him  most,  when  ev'ning's  star 
Smiles  o'er  the  ware  ?  to  dream  of  home. 
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Fond  iLoughts  of  absent  friends  and  loves 
At  that  sweet  hour  around  him  come ; 

His  heart's  best  joy  where'er  he  roves, 
That  dream  of  home,  that  dream  of  home. 


THEY  TELL  ME  THOU'RT  THE  FAVOUB'D 
GUEST.* 

They  tell  me  thou  'rt  the  favoured  guest 
Of  every  fair  and  brilliant  throng ; 

No  wit  like  thine  to  wake  the  jest, 

No  voice  like  thine  to  breathe  the  song; 

And  none  could  guess,  so  gay  thou  art, 

That  thou  and  I  are  far  apart 

Alas  I  alas !  how  different  flows 
With  thee  and  me  the  time  away  I 

Not  that  I  wish  thee  sad  —  heav*n  knows  — 
Still  if  thou  can'st,  be  light  and  gay ; 

I  only  know,  that  without  thee 

The  sun  himself  is  dark  to  me. 

Do  I  thus  haste  to  hall  and  bower. 
Among  the  proud  and  gay  to  shine  ^ 

*  Part  of  a  translation  oi  some  Latin  verses,  supposed  to  have 
been  addressed  by  Hippolyta  Taurella  to  her  husband,  during 
his  absence  at  the  gay  court  of  Leo  the  Tenth.  The  verses  may 
be  found  in  the  Appendix  t)  Boscoe's  Work. 
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Or  deck  my  luur  with  gem  and  flower. 

To  flatter  other  eyes  than  thine  ? 
Ah,  no,  with  me  love's  smiles  are  past. 
Thou  had'st  the  firsts  thoa  had'st  the 


THE  TOUNQ  INDIAN  BCAID. 

These  came  a  nymph  dancing 

Gracefully,  gracefolly, 
Her  eye  a  light  glancing 

Like  the  blue  sea ; 
And  while  all  this  gladness 
Around  her  steps  hung, 
Such  sweet  notes  of  sadness 
Her  gentle  lips  sung. 
That  ne'er  while  I  live  from  my  mem'ry  shaD  fkle 
The  song,  or  the  look,  of  that  young  Indian  maid. 

Her  zone  of  bells  ringmg 

Cheerily,  cheerily, 
Chimed  to  her  singing 

Light  echoes  of  glee ; 
But  in  vain  did  she  borrow 

Of  mirth  the  gay  tone, 
Her  voice  spoke  of  sorrow. 

And  sorrow  alone. 
Nor  e'er  while  I  live  from  my  mem'ry  shall  fade 
The  song,  or  t^e  look,  of  that  young  Indian  maid 
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THE  HOMBWAKD  MARCH 

Bb  still  m7  heart :  I  hear  them  come : 
Those  somids  announce  mj  lover  nears 

The  march  that  brings  ear  warriors  home 
ProclauBS  he'll  soon  be  here. 

Hark,  the  distant  tread, 

O'er  the  mountain's  head, 
While  hiUs  and  dales  repeat  the  sound; 

And  the  forest  deer 

Stand  still  to  hear. 
As  those  echoing  steps  ring  round* 

Be  still  my  heart,  I  hear  them  come. 

Those  sounds  that  speak  mj  soldier  near ; 

Those  joyous  steps  seem'd  wing'd  for  homoy^ 
Rest,  rest,  he'll  soon  be  here. 

But  hark,  more  faint  the  footsteps  grow, 
And  now  they  wind  to  distant  glades ; 

Not  here  their  home,  —  alas,  they  go 
To  gladden  happier  maids  1 

Like  sounds  in  a  dream, 

The  footsteps  seem, 
A?  down  the  hills  they  die  away ; 

And  the  march,  whose  song 

So  peal'd  along. 
Now  fades  like  a  funeral  lay* 
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Tis  past,  'tis  o'ef,  —  hush,  heart,  1117  pain ! 

And  though  not  here,  alas,  they  come. 
Rejoice  for  those,  to  whom  that  strain 

Brings  sons  and  loyeis  home. 


WAKE  UP,  SWEET  MELODY. 

Wake  up,  sweet  melody  1 

Now  is  the  hour 
When  young  and  loving  hearts 

Feel  most  thy  power. 
One  note  of  music,  by  moonlight's  soft  ray  — 
Oh,  'tis  worth  thousands  heard  coldly  by  day. 
Then  wake  up,  sweet  melody  I 

Now  is  the  hour 
When  young  and  loving  hearts 

Feel  most  thy  power. 

Ask  the  fond  nightingale. 

When  his  sweet  flower 
Loves  most  to  hear  his  song, 

Li  her  green  bower  ? 
Oh,  he  will  tell  thee,  through  summer-nights  long, 
Fondest  she  lends  her  whole  soul  to  his  song. 
Then  wake  up,  sweet  melody  I 

Now  is  the  hour 
When  young  and  loving  hearts 

Feel  most  thy  power. 
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CALM  BE  THY   SLEEP. 

Calm  be  thy  sleep  as  infants*  slumbers  I 

Pure  as  angel  thoughts  thj  dreams  I 
May  every  joy  this  bright  world  numbers 

Shed  o'er  thee  their  mingled  beams ! 
Or  if,  where  Pleasure's  wing  hath  glided, 

There  ever  must  some  pang  rennainy 
Still  be  thy  lot  with  me  divided,  — 

Thine  all  the  bliss,  and  mine  the  pain  I 

Day  and  night  my  thoughts  shall  hover 

Bound  thy  steps  where'er  they  stray ; 
As,  eVn  when  clouds  his  idol  cover. 

Fondly  the  Persian  tracks  its  ray. 
If  this  be  wrong,  if  Heav'n  offended 

By  worship  to  its  creature  be. 
Then  let  my  vows  to  both  be  blended. 

Half  breathed  to  Heav'n  and  half  to  thee. 


THE  EXILE. 

Night  waneth  fast,  the  morning  star 
Saddens  with  light  the  glimm'ring  sea, 

Whose  waves  shall  soon  to  realms  afar 
Waft  me  from  hopej  from  love,  and  Uiee. 
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Coldly  the  beam  from  yonder  sky 
Looks  o'er  Uie  waves  that  onward  straji 

Bat  colder  still  the  stranger's  eye 
To  him  whose  home  is  fi&r  away. 

Ohy  not  at  hour  so  chill  and  bleak, 

liCt  thoughts  of  me  come  o'er  thy  breafll; 
Bot  of  the  lost  one  think  and  speak, 

When  sammer  sons  sink  calm  to  rest 
So,  as  I  wander,  Fancy's  dream 

Shall  bring  me  o'er  the  sunset  seas. 
Thy  look,  in  every  melting  beam. 

Thy  whisper,  in  each  dying  breece. 


THE  FANCY  FAIB. 

Comb,  maids  and  youths,  for  here  we  seH 
An  wond'rous  things  of  earth  and  air ; 

Whatever  wild  romancers  tell. 
Or  poets  sing,  or  lovers  swear. 
You  '11  find  at  this  our  Fancy  Fair. 

Here  eyes  are  made  like  stars  to  shine, 
And  kept,  for  years,  in  such  repair, 

That  eVn  when  tum'd  of  thirty-nine. 
They'll  hardly  look  the  worse  for  wear, 
If  bought  at  this  our  Fancy  Fair. 
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We  Ve  lots  of  tears  for  bards  to  shower, 
And  hearts  that  such  ill  usage  bear, 

Thal^  though  they're  broken  ev'ry  hour. 
They'll  still  in  rhyme  fresh  breaking  bear, 
If  purchased  at  our  Fancy  Fair. 

As  fashions  change  in  ev'ry  thing, 
We  Ve  goods  to  suit  each  season*s  air, 

Eternal  friendships  for  the  spring, 

And  endless  loves  for  summer  wear,  — • 
All  sold  at  this  our  Fancy  Fair. 

We  Ve  reputations  white  as  snow, 
That  long  will  last,  if  used  with  care, 

Nay,  safe  through  all  life's  journey  go. 
If  pack'd  and  mark'd  as  "  brittle  ware,*  — 
Just  purchased  at  the  Fancy  Fair, 


DT  THOU  WOULD'ST  HAVE  Vf\  HING  AND  PLAY. 

Ip  thou  would'st  have  me  fdbg  and  play, 

As  once  I  pJay'd  and  P'tng, 
Fii'st  take  this  tirae-woTT  lute  away, 

And  bring  one  freshly  strung. 
Call  back  the  time  when  pleasure's  sigh 

First  breathed  among  the  strings  i 
And  Time  himself,  in  flitting  by. 

Made  music  with  his  wingp. 
24 


Digitized 


by  Google 


S70  BALLADS,   SONGS,   ETC. 

Bat  how  is  this  ?  though  new  the  lute, 

And  shining  fresh  the  chords, 
Beneath  this  hand  thej  slumber  mutei 

Or  speak  but  dreamj  words. 
In  vain  I  seek  the  soul  that  dwelt 

Within  that  once  sweet  shell, 
Which  told  so  warmlj  what  it  felt. 

And  felt  what  nought  could  telL 

Oh,  ask  not  then  for  passion's  laj, 

From  lyre  so  coldly  strung ; 
With  this  I  ne'er  can  sing  or  play, 

As  once  I  play'd  and  sung. 
No,  bring  that  long-loved  lute  again,  — 

Though  chiird  by  years  it  be. 
If  thou  wilt  call  the  slumb'ring  strain, 

'Twill  wake  again  for  thee. 

Tho*  time  have  froz'n  the  tuneful  stream 

Of  thoughts  that  gush'd  along. 
One  look  from  thee,  like  summer's  beaoi, 

Will  thaw  them  into  song. 
Then  give,  oh  give,  that  wakening  raj. 

And  once  more  blithe  and  young, 
Thy  bard  again  will  sing  and  play. 

As  once  he  play'd  and  sung. 
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STILL  WHEN  DAYLIGHT. 

Still  when  daylight  o'er  the  wave 
Bright  and  soft  its  farewell  gave, 
I  used  to  hear,  while  light  was  falling, 
O'er  the  wave  a  sweet  voice  calling, 
Mournfully  at  distance  calling. 

Ah  I  once  how  blest  that  maid  would  come. 
To  meet  her  sea-boy  hastening  home ; 
And  through  the  night  those  sounds  repeating, 
Hail  his  bark  with  joyous  greeting. 
Joyously  his  light  bark  greeting. 

But,  one  sad  night,  when  winds  were  high. 
Nor  earth,  nor  heaven,  could  hear  her  cry. 
She  saw  his  boat  come  tossing  over 
Midnight's  wave,  —  but  not  her  lover  I 
No,  never  more  her  lover. 

And  still  that  sad  dream  loth  to  leave, 
She  comes  with  wand'ring  mind  at  eve, 
And  oft  we  hear,  when  night  is  falling. 
Faint  her  voice  through  twilight  calling, 
Mournfully  at  twilight  calling. 
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THE  BUMMER  WEBS. 

l^B  summer  webs  that  float  and  shinef 

The  summer  dews  that  fiedly 
Tho'  light  thej  be,  this  heart  of  mine 

Is  lighter  still  than  alL 
It  tells  me  every  cloud  is  past 

Which  lately  seem'd  to  lour ; 
That  Hope  hath  wed  young  Joy  at  ]aBt, 

And  now's  their  nuptial  hour  I 

With  light  thus  round,  within,  above, 

With  nought  to  wake  one  sigh, 
Except  the  wish,  that  all  we  love 

Were  at  this  moment  nigh,  — 
It  seems  as  if  life's  brilliant  sun 

Had  stopp'd  in  full  career. 
To  make  this  hour  its  brightest  one. 

And  rest  in  radiance  here. 


BilND  NOT  THOUGH  DAYLIGHT. 

MiKD  not  though  daylight  around  us  is  breakings — 
Who'd  think  now  of  sleeping  when  mom's  but  just 

waking? 
Bound  the  merry  viol,  and  daylight  or  not, 
Be  all  for  one  hour  in  the  gay  lance  forgot. 
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See  young  Aurora,  up  heav'n's  hill  advancing, 
Tho'  fresh  from  her  pillow,  ev'n  she  too  is  dancing- 
While  thus  all  (»>eation,  earth,  heaven,  and  sea, 
Are  dancing  around  us,  oh,  whj  should  not  we  ? 

Who  *11  say  that  moments  we  use  thus  are  wasted  ? 
Such  sweet  drops  of  time  only  flow  to  be  tasted ; 
While  hearts  are  high  beating,  and  harps  full  in  tune;, 
The  fault  is  all  morning's  for  coming  so  soon 


THEY  MET  BUT  ONCE. 

They  met  but  once,  in  youth's  sweet  hour, 

And  never  since  that  day 
Hath  absence,  time,  or  grief  had  poVr 

To  chase  that  dream  away. 
They  Ve  seen  the  suns  of  other  skies, 

On  other  shores  have  sought  delight ; 
But  never  more,  to  bless  their  eyes, 

Can  come  a  dream  so  bright ! 
They  met  but  once,  —  a  day  was  all 

Of  Love's  young  hopes  they  knew ; 
And  still  their  hearts  that  day  recall, 

As  fresh  as  then  it  flew. 

Sweet  dream  of  youth  !  oh,  ne'er  again 

Let  either,  meet  the  brow 
They  left  so  smooth  and  smiVing  then, 

Or  see  what  it  is  now. 
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For,  Youth,  the  spell  was  only  thine ; 

From  thee  alone  th'  enchantment  flowty 
That  makes  the  world  around  thee  shine 

With  light  thyself  bestows. 
They  met  but  once,  —  oh,  ne'er  again 

Let  either  meet  the  brow 
They  left  so  smooth  and  smiling  theiit 

Or  see  what  it  is  now. 


WITH  MOONLIGHT  BEAMINO. 

With  moonlight  beaming 

Thus  o*er  the  deep, 
Who'd  linger  dreaming 

Li  idle  sleep  ? 
Leave  joyless  souls  to  live  by  day,  — 
Our  life  begins  with  yonder  ray ; 
And  while  thus  brightly 

The  moments  flee. 
Our  barks  skim  lightly 

The  shining  sea. 

To  halls  of  splendour 

Let  great  ones  hie ; 
Through  light  more  tender 

Our  pathways  lie. 
While  round,  from  banks  of  brook  or  lake. 
Our  company  blithe  echoes  make ; 
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And,  as  we  lend  'em 

Sweet  word  or  strain, 
Still  back  they  send  'em, 

More  sweet,  again. 


CHILD'S  SONG.    FBOM  A  MASQUB. 

I  HATE  a  garden  of  m j  own, 

Shining  with  flowers  of  every  hue ; 
I  loved  it  dearly  while  alone, 

But  I  shall  love  it  more  with  you: 
And  there  the  golden  bees  shall  come. 

In  summer-time  at  break  of  mom. 
And  wake  us  with  their  busy  hum 

Around  the  Siha's  fragrant  thorn. 

1  have  a  fawn  from  Aden's  land. 

On  leafy  buds  juid  berries  nurst, 
And  you  shall  feed  him  from  your  hand, 

Though  he  may  start  with  fear  at  first 
And  I  will  lead  you  where  he  lies 

For  shelter  in  the  noon-tide  heat ; 
And  you  may  touch  his  sleeping  eyes, 

And  feel  his  little  silv'ry  feet. 
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THE  HALCYON  HANGS  O'ER  OCEAN. 

The  halcyon  hangs  o'er  ocean, 
The  sea-lark  skkns  the  brine ; 

This  bright  world's  all  in  motion, 
No  heart  seems  sad  but  mine* 

To  walk  through  sun-bright  placefl^ 
"With  heart  all  cold  the  while ; 

To  look  in  smiling  ^EU^es, 

When  we  no  more  can  smile ; 

To  feel,  while  earth  and  heaven 
Around  thee  shine  with  bliss. 

To  thee  no  light  is  given,  — 
Oh,  what  a  doom  is  this  1 


THE  WORLD  WAS  HUSH'D. 

Thb  world  was  hush'd,  the  moon  aboT6 
Sail'd  through  ether  slowly. 

When,  near  the  casement  of  my  love, 
Thus  I  whisper'd  lowly,  — 

*  Awake,  awake,  how  canst  thou  sleep  ? 

**  The  field  I  seek  to-morrow 

*  Is  one  where  man  hath  fame  to  reap, 

**  And  woman  gleans  but  sorrow." 
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^  Let  battle's  field  be  what  it  may,'' 
Thus  spoke  a  Toice  replying, 

*  Think  not  thy  love,  while  thou'rt  away, 

"  will  here  sit  idly  sighing. 

*  No  —  woman's  sonl,  if  not  for  fame, 

**  For  love  can  brave  all  danger  1 " 
Then  forth  from  out  the  casement  came 
A  plumed  and  armed  stranger. 

A  stranger?  No ;  'twas  she,  the  maid, 

Herself  before  me  beaming, 
With  casque  array'd,  and  falchion  blade 

Beneath  her  girdle  gleaming  I 
Close  side  by  side,  in  freedom's  fight, 

That  blessed  morning  found  us ; 
In  Vict'ry's  light  we  stood  ere  night. 

And  Love,  the  morrow,  crown'd  ut  I 


THE  TWO    LOVES. 

Thbbb  are  two  Lores,  the  poet  sings. 

Both  b<mi  of  Beauty  at  a  birth : 
The  one,  akin  to  heaven,  hath  wings, 

The  other,  earthly,  walks  on  earth. 
With  this  through  bowers  below  we  play. 

With  that  throu^  clouds  above  we  soar} 
With  bo^b,  perchance,  may  lose  our  way  :  — 
Then,  tell  me  which, 

TeH  me  which  shall  we  adore  ^ 
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The  one,  when  tempted  down  from  air. 

At  Pleasure's  fount  to  lave  his  lip, 
Nor  lingers  long,  nor  oft  will  dare 

His  wing  within  the  wave  to  dip. 
While,  plunging  deep  and  long  beneath. 

The  other  bathes  him  o*er  and  o'er 

In  that  sweet  current,  ev'n  to  death:  — 

Then,  tell  me  which, 

Tell  me  which  shall  we  adore  ? 


The  boy  of  heav'n,  even  while  he  lies 

In  Beauty's  lap,  recalls  his  home ; 
And  when  most  happy,  inly  sighs 

For  something  happier  still  to  come. 
While  he  of  earth,  too  fully  blest 

With  this  bright  world  to  dream  of  moi^ 
Sees  all  his  heav'n  on  Beauty's  breast :  — 
Then,  tell  me  which, 

Tell  me  which  shall  we  adore  ? 


The  maid  who  heard  the  poet  sing 

These  twin-desires  of  earth  and  sky, 
And  saw,  while  one  inspired  his  string, 

The  other  glisten'd  in  his  eye,  — - 
To  name  the  earthlier  boy  ashamed, 

To  choose  the  other  fondly  loath, 
At  length,  all  blushing,  she  exclaim'd,— 
**  Ask  not  which, 

**  Oh,  ask  not  which  —  we  11  worship  both. 
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•*  Th'  extremes  of  each  thus  taught  to  shun, 

^  With  hearts  and  souls  between  them  given^ 
"  When  weary  of  this  earth  with  one, 

**  We  11  with  the  other  wing  to  heaven.* 
Thus  pledged  the  maid  her  vow  of  bliss ; 

And  while  one  Love  wrote  down  the  oath. 
The  other  seal'd  it  with  a  kiss ; 
And  Heav'n  look'd  on, 

Heav'n  look'd  on,  and  hallow'd  both. 


THE  LEGEND  OF  PUCK  THE  FAIRT. 

Woitld'st  know  what  tricks,  bj  the  pale  moonlighti 
Are  play'd  by  me,  the  merry  little  Sprite, 
Who  wing  through  air  from  the  camp  to  the  oourt» 
From  king  to  clown,  and  of  all  make  sport ; 

Singing,  I  am  the  Sprite 

Of  the  merry  midnight, 
Who  laugh  at  weak  mortals,  and  love  the  mo(»i- 
light. 

To  a  miser's  bed,  where  he  snoring  slept 
And  dreamt  of  his  cash,  I  slily  crept ; 
Chink,  chink  o'er  his  pillow  like  money  I  rang^ 
And  he  waked  to  catch  —  but  away  I  sprang^ 
Singing,  I  am  the  Sprite,  etc 

I  saw  through  the  leaves,  in  a  damsel's  bower, 
Bhe  was  waiting  her  love  at  that  starlight  hour: 
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*^  Hist  —  hist ! "  quoth  I,  with  an  amorous  ^gfa^ 
And  she  flew  to  the  door,  but  away  flew  I, 
Singing,  I  am  the  Sprite,  etc 

While  a  bard  sat  inditing  an  ode  to  his  lore, 
Like  a  pair  of  blue  meteors  I  stared  from  above, 
And  he  swoon'd  —  for  he  thought  'twas  the  |^XMt| 

poor  man! 
Of  his  lady's  ejeBy  while  away  I  ran, 
Singing,  I  am  the  Sprite,  etc 


BEAUTY  AND  SONG. 

Down  in  yon  summer  vale, 

Where  the  rill  flows. 
Thus  said  a  Nightingale 

To  his  loved  Rose :  — 
"  Though  rich  the  pleasures 
^  Of  song's  sweet  measures, 
**  Vain  were  its  melody, 
**  Bose,  without  thee." 

Then  from  the  green  recess 

Of  her  night-bow'r, 
Beaming  with  bashMness, 

Spoke  the  bright  flow'r:  — 
^  Though  mom  should  lend  her 
^  Its  sunniest  splendour, 
**  What  would  the  Bose  be, 
*  Unsung  by  thee  ?  " 
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Thus  still  let  Song  attend 

Woman's  bright  way ; 
Thus  still  let  woman  lend 

Light  to  the  lay. 
Like  stars,  through  heavenls  86% 
Floating  in  harmony, 
Beauty  should  glide  along, 
Circled  by  Song. 


WHEN   THOU  ABT  NIGH. 

When  t^ou  art  nigh,  it  seeiBS 

A  new  creation  round ; 
The  sun  hath  fairer  beams, 

The  lute  a  softer  sound. 
Though  thee  alone  I  see. 

And  hear  alone  thy  sigh, 
'TIS  light,  'tis  song  to  me, 

'T  is  all  —  when  thou  art  nigh. 

When  thou  art  nigh,  no  thought 

Of  giic^  comes  o'er  my  heart ; 
I  only  think  —  could  aught 

But  joy  be  where  thou  art? 
Life  seems  a  waste  of  breath. 

When  far  from  thee  I  sigh ; 
And  death  —  ay,  even  death 

Were  sweety  if  thou  wert  nigh. 
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SONG  OP  A  HYPERBOREAN 

I  COMB  from  a  land  in  the  sun-bright  deep, 

Where  golden  gardens  grow ; 
Where  the  winds  of  the  north,  becalm'd  in  deep 
Their  conch-shells  never  blow.* 
Haste  to  that  holy  Isle  with  me. 
Haste  —  haste  1 

So  near  the  track  of  the  stars  are  we,t 

That  oft,  on  night's  pale  beams. 
The  distant  sounds  of  their  harmony 

Come  to  our  ear,  like  dreams. 

Then,  haste  to  that  holy  Isle  with  me,  etc  etc. 

The  Moon,  too,  brings  her  world  so  nigh,| 

That  when  the  night-seer  looks 
To  that  shadowless  orb,  in  a  vernal  sky, 

He  can  number  its  hills  and  brooks. 
Then,  haste,  etc.  etc 

To  the  Sun-god  all  our  hearts  and  lyres  § 
By  day,  by  night,  belong ; 

*  On  the  Tower  of  the  Winds,  at  Athens,  there  is  a  oonob-sheO 
placed  in  the  hands  of  Boreas.  —  See  8tuarV$  AntiquUiet,  **  The 
north  wind,"  says  Herodotus,  in  speaking  of  the  Hyperboreans, 
'  neyer  blows  with  them." 

t  **Sub  ipso  sideram  cardine  jacent." — Pompoh.  Mbla. 

X  **  They  can  shew  the  moon  very  near."  — Diodob.  Sicuu 

i  HecatsBos  tells  us,  that  this  Hyperborean  island  was  dedioat 
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And  the  breath  we  draw  from  his  Kving  fires, 
We  give  him  back  in  song. 

Then,  haste,  etc  etc 

From  us  descends  the  maid  who  brings 

To  Delos  gifts  divine ; 
And  our  wild  bees  lend  their  rainbow  wings 
To  glitter  on  Delphi's  shrine.* 

Then,  haste  to  that  holy  Isle  with  me, 
Haste  —  haste  I 


THOU  BIDST  MB  SING. 

Thou  bidst  me  sing  the  lay  I  sung  to  thee 

In  other  days,  ere  joy  had  left  this  brow ; 
But  think,  though  still  unchanged  the  notes  may  be, 

How  diflTrent  feels  the  heart  that  breathes  them 
now! 
The  rose  thou  wear'st  to-night  is  still  the  same 

We  saw  this  morning  on  its  stem  so  gay ; 
But,  ah  I  that  dew  of  dawn,  that  breath  which  came 

Like  life  o'er  all  its  leaves,  hath  pass'd  away. 

Since  first  that  music  touch'd  thy  heart  and  mine. 
How  many  a  joy  and  pain  o'er  both  have  past,— 

The  joy,  a  light  too  precious  long  to  shine. 
The  pain,  a  cloud  whose  shadows  always  last 

•d  to  Apollo;  and  most  of  the  inhabitanti  were  either  prieeti  or 
VHigBtera. 
*  PMuao. 
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And  though  that  lay  would  like  the  voice  of  home 
Breathe  o'er  our  ear,  'twould  waken  now  a  sigh  - 

Ah  I  not,  as  then,  for  fancied  woes  to  come, 
But»  sadder  &r,  for  real  bliss  gone  by. 


CUPID  ABMED. 

Place  the  helm  on  thy  brow, 

In  thy  hand  take  the  spear;  — 
Thou  art  arm'd,  Cupid,  now. 
And  thy  battle-hour  is  near. 
March  on !  march  on !  thy  shaft  and  bow 

Were  weak  against  such  charms ; 
March  on !  march  on  I  so  proud  a  foe 
Scorns  all  but  martial  arms. 

See  the  darts  in  her  eyes, 

Tipt  with  scorn,  how  they  shine  1 
Ev'ry  shaft,  as  it  flies. 
Mocking  proudly  at  thine. 
March  on !  march  on !  thy  feather'd  darti 

Soft  bosoms  soon  might  move ; 
But  ruder  arms  to  ruder  hearts 
Must  teach  what  'tis  to  love. 

Place  the  helm  on  thy  brow ; 

In  thy  hand  take  the  spear.  — 
Thou  art  arm'd,  Cupid,  now, 

And  thy  battle-hour  is  near* 
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BOUND  THE  WORLD  GOBS. 

Bound  the  world  goes,  by  day  and  nigfal, 

While  with  it  also  round  go  we ; 
And  in  the  flight  of  one  day's  light 

An  image  of  all  life's  course  we  see* 
Bound,  round,  while  thus  we  go  round. 

The  best  thing  a  man  can  do. 
Is  to  make  it,  at  least,  a  m^rry-go-round. 

By  —  sending  the  wine  round  too. 

Our  first  gay  stage  of  life  is  when 

Youth,  in  its  dawn,  salutes  the  eye  — 
Season  of  bliss!  Oh,  who  wouldn't  then 

Wish  to  cry,  "  Stop ! "  to  earth  and  sky  ? 
But,  round,  round,  both  boy  and  girl 

Are  whisk'd  through  that  sky  of  blue ; 
And  much  would  their  hearts  enjoy  the  whirl, 

If — their  heads  didn't  whirl  round  too. 

Next,  we  enjoy  our  glorious  noon, 

Thinking  all  life  a  life  of  light ; 
But  shadows  come  on,  'tis  evening  soon, 

And,  ere  we  can  say,  "  How  short  l" — 'tis  night 
Bound,  round,  still  all  goes  round, 

EVn  while  I'm  thus  singing  to  you ; 
And  the  best  way  to  make  it  a  merr^-go-round, 

Is  to  —  chorus  my  song  round  too. 
'2L 
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OH.  DO  NOT  LOOK  SO  BRIGHT  AND  BLB8T 

Oh,  do  not  look  so  bright  and  blest^ 

For  still  there  comes  a  fear, 
When  brow  like  thine  looks  happiest^ 

That  grief  is  then  most  near. 
There  lurks  a  dread  in  all  delight, 

A  shadow  near  each  ray, 
That  warns  us  then  to  fear  their  flighty 

When  most  we  wish  their  stay. 
Then  look  not  thou  so  bright  and  blasts 

For  ah  !  there  comes  a  fear, 
When  brow  like  thine  looks  happiest. 

That  grief  is  then  most  near. 

Why  is  it  thus  that  fairest  things 

The  soonest  fleet  and  die  ? — 
That  when  most  light  is  on  their  wings. 

They're  then  but  spread  to  fly  I 
And,  sadder  still,  the  pain  will  stay  — 

The  bliss  no  more  appears ; 
As  nunbows  take  their  light  away, 

And  leave  us  but  the  tears  i 
Then  look  not  thou  so  bright  and  blest^ 

For  ah !  there  comes  a  fear, 
When  brow  like  thine  looks  happiest. 

That  grief  is  then  most  near. 
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THE  MUSICAL  BOX 

*  Look  here,**  said  Rose,  with  lauglnng  ejesi 

^  Within  this  box,  bj  magic  hid, 
<*  A  tunefol  Sprite  imprisoo'd  lies, 

^  Who  sings  to  me  whene'er  he's  bid. 
^  Though  roving  once  his  voice  and  wing, 

^ He'll  now  lie  still  the  whole  day  long; 
^Till  thus  I  touch  the  magic  spring — 

^  Then  hark,  how  sweet  and  blith«  his  song  I* 

(-4  symphoHjf.) 

**  Ah,  Rose,"  I  cried,  "  the  poet's  lay 

"  Must  ne'er  eVn  Beauty's  slave  become ; 
**  Through  earth  and  air  his  song  may  stray, 

"  If  all  the  while  his  heart's  at  home. 
^  And  though  in  freedom's  air  he  dwell, 

"  Nor  bond  nor  chain  his  spirit  knows, 
^  Touch  but  the  spring  thou  know'st  so  well, 

^  And — hark,  how  sweet  the  love-song  flows  I*' 

(A  symphanjf.) 

Thus  pleaded  I  for  freedom's  right; 

But  when  young  Beauty  takes  the  field. 
And  wise  men  seek  defence  in  flight, 

The  doom  of  poets  is  to  yield. 
No  more  my  heart  th'  enchantress  braves^ 

I'm  now  in  Beauty's  prison  hid; 
The  Sprite  and  I  are  fellow-slaves, 

And  I,  too,  sing  whene'er  I'm  bid. 
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WHEN  TO  SAD  MUSIC  SILENT  YOU  LI8TSR 

When  to  sad  Mmdo  dlent  jou  listen. 

And  tears  on  those  e jelids  tremUe  like  daw, 
Ohy  then  there  dwells  in  those  ejes  as  they  g^isteo 

A  sweet  holy  oharm  that  mirth  never  knem 
But  when  some  livelj  strain  resonnding 

Lights  up  the  sunshine  of  joy  on  that  lm>wv 
Tb^i  the  joung  reindeer  o'er  the  h^  bounding 

Was  ne'er  in  its  mirth  so  graceful  as  thou. 

When  on  the  skies  at  midnight  thou  gazest, 

A  lustre  so  pure  thy  features  then  wear. 
That,  when  to  some  star  that  bright  eye  thou  raisest, 

We  feel  'tis  thy  home  thou  'rt  looking  for  there. 
But,  when  the  word  for  the  gay  danee  is  given, 

So  buoyant  thy  spirit,  so  heartfelt  thy  mirth, 
Oh  then  we  exclaim,  *^  Ne'er  leave  earth  for  heavei^ 

^  But  linger  still  here,  to  nuike  heaven  of  earth.* 


THE  LANGUAtGE  07  FLOWEBS 

Flt  Bfwift,  my  light  gasseUe, 
To  her  who  now  lies  wakings 

To  hear  thy  silver  beli 

The  midnight  silence  broaJdng* 
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And,  when  thou  oom'st,  ^th  .gladaome  leeli 

Beneath  her  lattice  spiinghag, 
Ah,  well  shell  know  how  sweet 

The  words  of  love  thou'rt  honoi^sg. 

Yet,  no — not  words,  for  they 

But  half  can  tell  love's  feeling ; 
Sweet  flowers  alone  can  saj 

What  passion  fears  revealing. 
A  once  bright  rose's  withered  lea^ 

A  tow'iing  lily  broken,  — 
Oh  these  may  paint  a  grief 

No  words  oould  e^er  have  ^ken* 

Not  such)  my  gay  gaz^e. 

The  wreath  thou  speedest  over 
Yon  moonlight  dale,  to  tell 

My  lady  liow  I  love  her* 
Andy  what  to  her  will  sweeter  Im 

Than  gems  the  richest,  raises^— 
From  Truth's  immortal  tree  * 

One  fibdeless  leaf  thou  beareat 


THB  JkLWN  18  BV&ABWe  OlDR  UB 

The  dawn  is  breaking  o'er  qb. 
See,  heaven  hath  caught  its  hue  1 

We*ve  da/s  long  light  before  ub, 
What  sport  shall  we  pursue? 

*  The  troe  eaOed  in  the  £aet  JUmntta.  arjOii  JnttodaL 
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'   The  hunt  o'er  hill  and  lea? 
The  BBjl  o'er  summer  sea? 
Oh  let  not  hour  so  sweet 
Unwmg'd  hj  pleasure  fleet. 
The  dawn  is  breaking  o'er  us, 

See,  heaven  hath  caught  its  hue  I 
We've  day's  long  light  before  os^ 

What  sport  shall  we  pursue  ? 

But  see,  while  we  're  deciding. 

What  morning  sport  to  play, 
The  dial's  hand  is  gliding, 

And  mom  hath  pass'd  away ! 
Ah  1  who'd  have  thought  that  noon 
Would  o'er  us  steal  so  soon, — 
That  mom's  sweet  hour  of  prime 
Would  last  so  short  a  time  ? 
But  come,  we've  day  before  us. 

Still  heaven  looks  bright  and  blue  { 
Quick,  quick,  ere  eve  comes  o'er  nSy 

What  sport  shall  we  pursue  ? 

Alas !  why  thus  delaying? 

We're  now  at  evening's  hour} 
Its  farewell  beam  is  playing 

O'er  hill  and  wave  and  bower. 
That  light  we  thought  would  lasl» 
Behold^  ev'n  now,  'tis  past ; 
And  all  our  morning  dreams 
Have  vanish'd  with  its  beams  t 
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But  come  I  'twere  vain  to  borrow 

Sad  lessons  from  this  lay. 
For  man  will  be  to-morrow — 

Just  what  he's  been  to-day. 
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